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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson pushed his wire-rimmed spectacles back up his pointed nose and reread the email for a second time. He pursed his lips in thought. It didn’t seem possible. After all this time? At first, he thought he had misread the message on his screen. Maybe his own wishful thinking, his eagerness for it to be true, had clouded his judgement, made him see things that weren’t there. But his second reading confirmed what his first had told him. 
 
    Accepted. 
 
    He pushed back from his desk and strode to the bay window that took up one end of his office and gazed down on the street below. His eyes fell on a sea of students, scurrying along the broad sidewalks on either side of the street, fighting their way to and from classes.  
 
    The late February weather was still bitterly cold. Icy winds chased the slowly falling snow through the city’s concrete canyons, and everyone he saw was bundled from head to foot in thick winter garb, with only their eyes visible as they hurried along, eager to get in out of the weather. 
 
    Accepted. Why now? he pondered, running his fingers through his prematurely thinning hair. After all this time, why now?  
 
    For the first two months after he had submitted his request, he had held out hope. It was, after all, quite a reasonable one in his estimation. And God knows, his proposal had been thorough.  
 
    His proposal. That wasn’t technically true. It was a joint project. His wife, Natalia, a fellow professor and a linguist of some note, had contributed more than her fair share to the proposal. Together, they had spent weeks in the university’s library, researching, cataloging every shred of proof for some of their bolder theories. Then, they had meticulously outlined just what they hoped to accomplish and where every penny would be spent.  
 
    If everything went as planned, the anthropological data they collected would be a gamechanger. It would redefine the way the world viewed language and culture. In Professor Stevenson’s mind, this was a chance for the university to put itself on the map, to take its place alongside the most prestigious names in academia. Why in all the world wouldn’t they be interested?  
 
    But those two months had stretched into three and still, there had been no reply. Then, the disappointment of fall had given way to the desolation of winter. Spring had come, followed by another summer. His request had gone unanswered. Nothing. No peep. Not so much as an acknowledgement of receipt. Total radio silence. 
 
    Natalia had tried to console him. It was just a question of budgetary constraints, she had assured him. It wasn’t a reflection on the soundness of their theories. The university would see the merit in what they had proposed; it was only a matter of time. 
 
    But the more time passed, the more the silence began to feel like rejection. And, rejection is a bitter pill to swallow for a man. Especially a man who had spent his entire adult life immersed in the minutiae of cultural anthropology and saw this project as his magnus opus, the culmination of all his endeavors. 
 
    Ultimately, he had given up hope, resigned himself to the fact that his planned expedition to the island of Molonga would remain nothing more than fantasy, just one more in a long list of unfulfilled dreams. And now, more than a year after its submission, they had written to tell him that his funding had been approved. 
 
    What had happened? What had changed?  
 
    He pushed the question to the back of his mind, annoyed at himself. What did it matter? Who cared why? There was an old saying about looking a gift horse in the mouth, and Julius decided then and there that there was a damn good reason for that old saw. He, for one, wasn’t about to tempt the fates by ignoring it. The fact was, he had his funding. The why didn’t really matter. 
 
    He turned from the window and let his eyes roam over the narrow, dimly lit office he had occupied for the past 15 years. It was a warm and homey room, done all in deep reds and greens, with stained and varnished woodwork everywhere the eye came to rest. It was like something out of an old movie. An anachronism. A cliché. 
 
    The two long walls were lined with ancient, built-in bookcases, probably mahogany if he’d had to guess. They were stuffed from end to end with an improbable number of books, most obscure and antiquated, but all of them essential for his research. Above the bookcases hung a dizzying array of cultural artifacts and old photographs, reminders of the adventures of his younger days. The thought that he might soon be adding a few more mementos warmed his heart. 
 
    His colleagues were always giving him a hard time about his office. Most of the other professors had long since modernized their own spaces, and practically all of them had gone digital. In their offices, thin, airy computer desks with spindly, stainless steel legs took the place of his massive wooden desk, and what few books they had were usually arranged neatly on nondescript white melamine shelves that took up no more than a corner of the available space.  
 
    ‘Old man’ they called him, although in reality, at 42, he was quite a bit younger than several of them. The nickname was more a reference to his tastes than an indication of his age. But that was okay; he didn’t mind the moniker in the slightest. Julius felt no great desire to apologize for his love of all things old. He was, after all, an anthropologist.  
 
    And, according to the email at which he was now staring in openmouthed wonder, he was an anthropologist who had just received the funding he had requested to mount an expedition to Molonga. 
 
    Talia. He needed to call Talia and give her the news. She’d be thrilled.  
 
    At the thought of her, his eyes went to the framed picture of his wife that he always kept on his desk. Her strikingly beautiful face stared affectionately back at him, the full red lips curled into a warm smile. Sometimes, it was still hard to believe that he had won the affection of such an exquisite creature. Although, he thought with a grin, she bore a not insignificant part of the blame for his colleagues calling him ‘old man’, 
 
    From the moment Natalia Marev had arrived as an exchange student a little more than a decade ago, Professor Stevenson had been hopelessly smitten with her. To be fair, so had most of the other males on campus, as well as a surprising number of the females. 
 
    Talia was gorgeous. There were no two ways about it. She could easily have been a runway model with those cheekbones of hers. Bulgarian, she had a luxuriant mane of long black hair and long legs to match. Pale blue eyes like the sea after a storm peered out from beneath thick, arched eyebrows. God, she was a looker! And to Julius’s equal delight and mortification, the young language major had proceeded to enroll in every single one of his classes. 
 
    To the best of the professor’s knowledge, the Bulgarian beauty never dated any of the guys her age. She simply didn’t seem to be interested. Much later, she would confess to him that she had always had a thing for older men. And that she had had her sights on him from the beginning. 
 
    For the duration of her undergraduate career, Julius had succeeded in keeping the talented young woman at arm’s length, maintaining a proper student/professor relationship in spite of his fierce attraction. But that didn’t mean that it hadn’t been a struggle. 
 
    Almost from the beginning, Talia had made it obvious that she had a thing for her older professor. She was always dressed to the nines, tight sweaters and short skirts, and her habit of crossing and uncrossing her legs during lectures provided him with more than one tantalizing glance at her panties during those early years. Scarcely a week went by that she didn’t come to his office for help with one thing or another, even though they both knew she didn’t need any help.  
 
    Even now, he could remember the smell of her perfume when she leaned in next to him to read a line of text or look at a picture in a book he was holding. In all fairness to her skill as a linguist, her accent was so faint as to be practically undetectable (it had all but disappeared in the intervening years), but he could hear it. Exotic and vaguely sophisticated in spite of her youth, it never failed to strike a chord in him. More than once he’d had to adjust himself while she wasn’t looking.  
 
    But the attraction was more than physical. Much more. Though scarcely more than a girl, she was the most intelligent, the sweetest woman he had ever met. As stimulating as her appearance was, he found their conversations even more so. By the end of her freshman year, he felt himself dangerously drawn to her. 
 
    God, how he had wanted her! Like he had never wanted any other woman in his life. He spent the days he didn’t have her in class just hoping for a glimpse of her. And more than a few of his nights had been filled with erotic dreams of his young student.  
 
    But he resisted the temptation, even when she had made it very clear just how interested she was. Professor Stevenson had fought the good fight and kept his hands off the beautiful young coed, though every fiber in his being cried out for him to do just the opposite.  
 
    No fraternization with students. That was the school’s policy, and he had adhered to that even though it felt like he was being boiled alive. Keeping things professional had taken every last bit of self-control that he possessed.  
 
    It wasn’t until after her graduation, that their relationship ceased to be platonic. The ink was scarcely dry on her diploma before she boldly walked into his office and asked him out. His attraction to her was far too strong to say no, so he had agreed to one date. One date became two, then three. Two weeks after their first date, they wound up in bed together. Six months after that, she moved in. 
 
    Julius and Talia were madly in love. Anyone could see it. Professor Stevenson had expected there to be questions when he started dating a former student, but to his surprise his fellow professors and even the dean of the school accepted their relationship with no questions asked. In their eyes, once she was no longer a student of the university, Talia was fair game. 
 
    The difference in their ages had never been an issue. Ten years. What was that? Talia was what people sometimes referred to as an ‘old soul’, a girl wise beyond her years. Unlike a lot of young women her age, she was unimpressed by pop culture. She had no interest in going to nightclubs or concerts or any of the myriad other things ‘normal’ girls were into. 
 
    Like Julius, her idea of a good time was a bottle of fine wine and a good book. The other faculty members couldn’t help but shake their heads and grin to themselves when they saw the two strolling hand in hand along the banks of the river that ran along one side of the campus, lost in conversation about whatever book they had both been reading. They were soul mates, or as close to it as one could find in the real world, inseparable, living the dream. 
 
    After having obtained her bachelor’s degree in linguistics (with a minor in anthropology, thanks to her schoolgirl crush), Talia had gone on to get a master’s degree and then a doctorate at another, nearby college. Julius had been there to encourage her and still remembered the pride he felt when she had walked across that stage and received her diploma. 
 
    It came as a surprise to no one when Julius popped the question the day after she completed her doctorate. It had been coming for years. That June, they were married in the university’s chapel. Natalia Marev became Natalia Stevenson, and just as soon as the happy couple got back from their honeymoon, the dean offered Talia a professorship in applied linguistics. 
 
    She was a perfect choice for the job. A product of the European school system, Talia already spoke five languages by the time she got to America. Her years of college had added another three. There weren’t many professors to be found with her qualifications. 
 
    She had an innate, almost freakish ability to learn new languages. One of her colleagues joked that Talia could pick up ancient Sumerian over a long weekend if she applied herself. He had only been half kidding. Hers was a gift, plain and simple. And it was one that still astounded Julius even after all these years. 
 
    Natalia didn’t have the normal scholar’s bookish, methodical approach to languages (although she was no slouch when it came to formal grammar), but rather an intuitive, visceral perception that allowed her to quickly master whatever tongue she was studying. She listened. Listened to the words and the way they flowed. And when she did, it seemed she was able to somehow sense the nuances of the language, to feel its rhythms and cadences. 
 
    On top of being a language genius, Talia was also a very friendly, people-oriented woman. There was a natural ease and charm to her that people found deeply appealing. In contrast to Julius, she made friends easily and quickly. 
 
    With her skill set, it took no time at all for Talia to ascend to the head of the university’s language department. After all, none of the other professors spoke more than two or three languages. And under her direction, the department rapidly gained a reputation as one of the most solid in the country. Would-be linguists flocked to the university at an unprecedented rate. 
 
    Julius could only imagine what an effect it would have once they returned from their expedition and published a paper on their findings. Both the anthropology and the language departments would be inundated by new students. Even departments that had nothing to do with the expedition would benefit from the notoriety. 
 
    But first things first. He needed to tell his wife that their funding had come through. He reached for his phone, lying on the top of his ancient desk and quickly found her number in his list of contacts. His finger was poised above the screen, ready to make the call, when he suddenly changed his mind. 
 
    No. This wasn’t something he wanted to tell her over the phone. It was entirely too momentous an occasion for that. Molonga. This was too big. Way too big. He wanted to tell her this news in person. 
 
    She’d been bugging him for weeks now to take her to the new restaurant that had opened on 22nd street. So far, he’d been putting it off. But now… This seemed like the perfect occasion. A quick internet search gave him what he was looking for, and he smiled at his own cleverness as he tapped the phone number for the restaurant into his phone. 
 
    Five minutes later, with reservations for two at the city’s newest and most popular Italian restaurant, he dialed Talia’s number. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Natalia was waiting at a small table in the back of the restaurant when he got there, her bright smile lighting up the room. She waved when he walked in, and the maître d’ gestured him through. 
 
    What the restaurant lacked in size, it made up for in elegance. Julius couldn’t help but admire the impressionist prints on the walls as he made his way through a cluster of distinguished-looking diners, all talking quietly to one another over steaming plates of handmade artisan pasta. In the center of each beautifully set table burned a lone taper, and the warm aroma of tomato and basil hung in the air like a blanket. 
 
    As he drew nearer, he was pleased to see that Natalia looked as radiant as ever. She wore the same short, black dress that a dozen of the other restaurant patrons were wearing. Perhaps Julius was a little biased, but damn! None of the others filled those dresses out half as well as she did.  
 
    An elegant, single strand of pearls hung about her pale neck, drawing Julius’s eye downward to the womanly swell of her C-cup breasts displayed prominently by the plunging neckline of her dress, still firm despite the fact that she was no longer the 20-year-old girl he had fallen in love with. From her ears dangled a pair of matching pearl earrings. Simple and understated, yet deeply feminine, they contrasted exquisitely with the blackness of her dress. 
 
    A pair of tall heels molded her gloriously long legs into works of art that were the envy of everyone who saw her. Even though he had seen them a thousand times, he couldn’t help but feel a stirring in his groin as his eyes roamed over them. 
 
    Taken as a whole, her outfit had a sexy sophistication that made her equally erotic and respectable. Hot, but classy. She looked perfect. 
 
    “Hi,” he said when he got to the table, bending to kiss her cheek. “Sorry I’m late. I had a student ambush me with some last-minute questions just as I was leaving the office. Couldn’t be avoided.” 
 
    “Well, I hope you behaved yourself this time. Everyone on campus knows about your habit of bedding attractive young coeds. Honestly, Julius! People are starting to talk!” 
 
    The professor chuckled as he pulled out his seat and sat down. “And here I thought I was being discreet!” 
 
    It was a running joke with them. In spite of the way their relationship had begun, they both knew that Julius only had eyes for her. And she for him. The two professors. Other couples came and went, fiercely in love one moment, divorced and bitter the next, but not them. No. The Stevensons were set in stone, the very textbook definition of a loving, stable marriage. 
 
    “Wow,” Talia smiled glancing around at the restaurant’s tasteful decor. “It’s really nice. I can’t believe we’re finally here. I hear their pesto sauce is absolutely to die for.” When her piercing blue eyes came back around to his, she gave him a warm smile. “So tell me, husband of mine, if you haven’t brought me here to make up for your shenanigans with some nubile new student of yours, just what is the occasion?” 
 
    “Actually, it is something of a special occasion.” 
 
    “Oh? Now I’m intrigued. Do tell!” 
 
    He leaned forward and took her hand, his thumb absently rubbing across her wedding ring. “Remember my proposal? Our proposal? For the expedition to Molonga?” 
 
    “Oh.” Her face fell immediately. This was familiar territory, a topic they had rehashed so many times in the past year that she was beginning to fear it was developing into an obsession. “Honey. I’ve told you, stop worrying about it. Just let it go. We can’t live our lives constantly waiting for the phone to ring.” 
 
    He fought to keep from smiling. “I know. I know. It’s just that…” 
 
    “Julius, you’ve got to stop torturing yourself. Let it go, baby. It’ll happen when it happens.” 
 
    “That’s just it, Talia. It has happened!” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “What? I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I said, it has happened. I got the email today. Funding approved!” 
 
    “Approved?” She let the word roll off her tongue as though she were unfamiliar with it, her eyes still squinting at him in disbelief. “Baby, are you serious? They approved it?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. They’ve…” 
 
    Before he could continue, the waiter appeared. Talia quickly rattled off her order, never taking her eyes from her husband. He was surprised at the ease with which she immediately responded, then it occurred to him that she had been there long enough to study the menu.  
 
    The menu! Shit! Julius had been so excited about his news that he hadn’t even cracked his open. And before he could reach for it, the waiter had turned and was staring at him expectantly. 
 
    “I… um… I’ll… I’ll have the spaghetti,” Julius smiled at him apologetically. “Oh, and could you bring us a bottle of champagne?” 
 
    “Yes sir. Very good, sir.” The waiter nodded and disappeared once more. 
 
    “Spaghetti?” Talia glowered at him. “Of all the nice things you could’ve tried, you went with spaghetti?” 
 
    “Hey! It’s an Italian restaurant, isn’t it? Besides, you know I’m a man of simple tastes.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes at him and smiled. “Yes dear. I know. So, tell me about the funding. What did they say? How much of it did they approve? Were there any stipulations? Any changes?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Nope?” she echoed. “What exactly does that mean? No to what part?” 
 
    “No changes. No stipulations. They approved all of it. The whole thing.” 
 
    “Wow!” She shook her head. “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “What do you mean? You’re the one who’s been telling me to keep my chin up all this time. And now, suddenly, you can’t believe that our proposal has been approved? What’s up with that?” 
 
    “Yeah. I know. But… I mean…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Baby,” she gave him a pained smile, “you have to realize, as a wife, keeping my husband from sinking into depression is kind of my job description. To be honest, I was also starting to have doubts. I can’t believe they approved it? That’s amazing!” 
 
    The champagne arrived, and the waiter popped the cork and poured each of them a flute before retreating to the kitchen once more. 
 
    “Here’s to approval,” Julius said, holding up his glass.  
 
    “Here’s to Molonga!” Talia beamed with excitement, clinking her glass gently against his. 
 
    “Molonga,” Julius repeated as he brought the champagne to his lips. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The meal was good. Even though he hadn’t gone with one of their more exotic offerings, Julius had to admit this new restaurant lived up to all of the hype. But in reality, he couldn’t have cared less. His mind was too full of their pending expedition. 
 
    “So,” Talia began, laying her silverware daintily across her plate parallel to the edge of the table, the European’s universal signal that he or she was finished with the meal. “How is this all going to work? When do we leave? What about our classes? Flights, transportation, equipment… God, there’s so much to organize.” 
 
    “Now who needs to relax?” Julius grinned. “Ogden can take over my classes. He’s competent. More than competent. He’s a damned fine anthropologist, and the kids seem to love him. And you? Didn’t you say Professor Smith was complaining about not being given enough responsibility? Looks like this is the perfect time for you to delegate a little authority her direction. The university has been here for 150 years. I’m pretty sure they’ll be able to survive for two months without us.”  
 
    “Okay. So, that takes care of our classes, but what about the rest of it? What about the logistics, the equipment?”  
 
    “Baby, we laid all that out in our proposal. If you look at it, it’s basically nothing more than a checklist. We’ll just go down it and make sure we have everything. Then, we book our flights and ‘Bob’s your uncle’.” 
 
    Talia raised an eyebrow. “You do realize you’re not British, right?” 
 
    “Linguists! Always gotta ruin the fun for everyone!” He gave her a playful wink, then took another swallow of the excellent champagne. “But seriously, stop worrying. It’ll all be fine.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Champagne always went straight to Talia’s head. Or, more precisely, it went straight to her crotch. Two glasses of the bubbly, and she was raring to go. Not that that was something Julius ever complained about. Tonight, she’d had three glasses. And by the time the taxi dropped them off in front of their apartment, it was starting to show. 
 
    The sparkling wine wasn’t the only reason she was excited tonight. Once the news had sunk in and she’d had time to think about their upcoming expedition a little, her surprise had given way to exhilaration. And exhilaration quickly became arousal. 
 
    When Julius stopped to unlock the door of the apartment, he felt a soft hand brush down his arm, then gently caress his ass. As eventful as the day had been, it looked like his night was going to be even more eventful! 
 
    She was on him before he was finished locking the door, kissing his lips hungrily while her frenzied hands tore at his clothing. He heard a button pop and go skittering across the floor. Then, she was tugging his shirt open. She bent her head to his chest and swirled her tongue around first one nipple, then the other. God, she was turned on!  
 
    So was he, he suddenly realized. His cock was an iron bar, tenting his slacks. It had been another long, busy week for both of them and, regrettably, there had been little time for intimacy. Now, they were going to take time. 
 
    Talia pushed him back against the front door and sank to her knees in front of him. Her deft little fingers unbuttoned the waistband of his slacks, then flew to his zipper and tugged it down. Before he could say a word, his trousers and boxer shorts were both bunched around his knees and his hard cock was in his gorgeous wife’s warm mouth. 
 
    “Oh God!” he sighed, winding his fingers in her coal-black hair as her beautiful blue eyes peered lovingly up at him. It had been too fucking long! 
 
    She hummed her agreement around his penis and began to bob up and down on him, twisting her head and gently chewing at his shaft as she did so. Pulling back until just the tip of his cock remained in her mouth, she tickled the sensitive area beneath the head with the tip of her tongue, and her warm little fingers came up to capture his balls, kneading them and causing him to shiver with excitement. 
 
    Blowjobs were a bit of an obsession for Talia. Over the years, Julius had joked many times that she should have listed ‘fellatrix’ on her job resume. The girl honestly liked to suck cock, more so than any woman he had ever met. As in, really liked it! And as with most things that people liked to do, Natalia had developed truly exceptional skills in the area of fellatio. 
 
    Sometimes, Julius thought that his wife enjoyed sucking him even more than he enjoyed being the object of her attention. And she wasn’t in any way bashful about her enthusiasm. When they talked about it, her eyes lit up with excitement. She liked to watch her husband squirm when she pleasured him with her mouth. She liked the sense of power it gave her over him, reveling in the overwhelming ecstasy she could inflict upon him, in the ease with which she could break down his self-control. 
 
    Unlike the other women the professor had dated over the years, Natalia liked the taste of semen. Early in their relationship, he had noticed that she never spit out his ejaculate and had naturally assumed that she swallowed him to avoid offending him, but when he broached the topic and told her she didn’t need to swallow on his account, she had confessed to him that she actually enjoyed it. 
 
    More than once, she had stopped by his office in the middle of the day, locked the door and crawled beneath his desk to coax a thick load of sperm from her husband’s balls before returning to her own classroom. It might have been unorthodox, but like her libidinous reaction to champagne, her penchant for sucking his dick wasn’t something Julius was in the habit of complaining about.  
 
    Tonight, however, he cut things short. He had to. In the brief minutes she had spent on her knees, Talia already had his balls churning and his thighs trembling. He was too worked up to stand much more of her exceptional oral skills, and he had absolutely no intention of cumming in her sweet little mouth this early in the game. He was going to fuck her and fuck her good! 
 
    “Bedroom!” he growled, taking a step back to extricate himself from her mouth. He hooked his hands beneath her armpits and hoisted her to her feet. “Now!” 
 
    Talia gave a plaintive whine and made a mock pouty face, crossing her arms in front of her like a naughty child as she stomped off toward the bedroom. She stopped to look back from the doorway, one hand on her cocked hip and blew him a kiss, before disappearing inside. 
 
    Julius fought to undo the buttons of his cuffs, so he could pull his arms from the shirt that now hung around his waist. When he was free, he threw it to the floor and slipped out of his shoes to finish removing his pants and boxer shorts. His socks were quickly added to the pile, leaving him completely naked. With a wolfish grin, he set off in search of his wife, his rock-hard erection leading the way. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Natalia had just unzipped her dress and was pushing it down over her shapely hips when Julius stalked through the door. Their eyes met as she released the garment, letting it slide down her long legs to pool at her feet. 
 
    For the millionth time since they had taken their wedding vows, Julius found himself wondering just what he had done to cause the fates to bless him with such a beautiful wife.  
 
    Her lace bra and skimpy, high-cut panties were the same inky black as her long hair, caressing her flawless curves with their diaphanous fabric like the gentle touch of a summer lover. He felt his prick bounce impatiently between his legs at the intoxicating sight of his nearly naked wife. 
 
    Without a word, he pounced on her, tackling her to the bed, not pausing to remove her underwear. Talia squealed and giggled, eyes wide with excitement, as she tumbled to the soft mattress beneath him. Her slim arms snaked behind his neck, and she drew his lips to hers. The hot and hungry passion in her kiss made his heart beat like a snare drum in his chest and caused his dick to throb. 
 
    Almost before the kiss had ended, Talia rolled atop him, trapping his hard dick beneath her panty-encased crotch. With a wicked grin, she rubbed herself back and forth along his straining shaft, splitting herself against him through the intervening fabric. Julius felt a large drop of pre-cum ooze from the slit in the end of his cock and wet his belly.  
 
    God, how he needed to be inside her now! But when he raised his body to reach for a condom from the drawer of his nightstand, she took it from him and slipped it into the waistband of her panties. “Not yet,” she chided. “Not until I’m sure you really want it!” 
 
    “Bitch!” he grinned up at her. 
 
    She stuck out her tongue in reply, accelerating the pace of her hips. The lace panties rasped against his tender skin, driving him crazy with lust. Through the thin cotton material, he could feel the intense heat he so longed for, an oven of female arousal. So close, yet just out of reach. 
 
    The idea of pulling the crotch of those pretty panties to the side and simply burying his naked cock in her warm slit made him almost giddy with lust. Julius had never been inside his wife without a condom. He had never felt her slick wetness against his skin, never spilled his seed inside her. There had always been a latex barrier between them. 
 
    Natalia had tried birth control pills early in their relationship, shortly before the wedding, but they had made her terribly nauseous. It had been irritating for both of them, but the doctors assured them it couldn’t be helped, so they had resigned themselves to the continued use of condoms. And that was that. 
 
    They weren’t ready to start a family. Not yet, anyway. Though lately, his wife had begun to mention her “biological clock” with increasing frequency. He had to admit, it was something he thought about more and more as well. Perhaps when they returned from Molonga, he mused. 
 
    With his wife’s pussy off limits for the moment, Julius turned his attention to her heavy breasts. Reaching behind her smooth back, his searching hands found the clasp of her bra and, with a dexterity born of years of practice, he opened it, smiling at the sight of her big tits emerging from their confinement.  
 
    He sat up and sucked a pink nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the perimeter of her areola. Her hands grasped the back of his head, pulling him to her heaving chest as she sighed in pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she moaned. There was a shudder to her words that told Julius she was just as excited as he was, in spite of her teasing. 
 
    When he switched and began to maul her other breast, he felt her hand reach between their bodies and pull the crotch of her panties to the side. He smiled to himself at the familiar sensation of a condom being rolled down his shaft. A second later, the searing heat of her pussy engulfed him, obvious even through the membrane of latex that encased his manhood, and drove the smile from his face. 
 
    “Aw, fuck!” Julius snarled.  
 
    Talia’s pussy was sopping wet and as hot as a cauldron. He relinquished his hold on her succulent tits and brought his hands to her butt just as her pubic bone kissed his. She wiggled her pelvis for just a second, causing sparks to shoot up his spine. Then, she smiled and began to rise once more. His hands on her ass guided her up and down his turgid member, feeling her rhythm as he began to thrust up in time with her movements. 
 
    Sex with Natalia was always good. Though he was no Casanova, he’d been with a few women, back in the day. Talia was the best fuck he had ever had, by a long chalk. Tonight, it was even better. They moved together like the practiced couple they were, sensing each other’s needs, pleasuring one another with tricks learned from years of lovemaking. 
 
    After a few minutes of her on top, Julius rolled Talia to her back. His wife liked to tease him, to ride his cock and taunt him with her outrageous beauty, but deep down, he knew she was a submissive. She liked him to take charge and fuck her to orgasm, helpless and receptive in the face of his ardent passion.  
 
    A ravenous sneer on his face, he stripped the panties down her legs. Panting and trembling with excitement, Talia spread her long legs wide, opening her pink gash to his fiery gaze, beckoning him back inside. The professor shuffled forward, laying his slick cock on his wife’s carefully trimmed patch of pubic hair.  
 
    He thrust his penis back and forth through the wiry hair, turning the tables on her and teasing her for a moment now. He liked the raspy feel of her against his cock. He could feel it even through the condom. Natalia whimpered as the underside of his cock rode over her engorged clit. In frustration, she tilted her pelvis up at him, begging him to resume his place inside her. 
 
    “Please!” she whispered hoarsely. “Julius, please!” 
 
    He nodded and pulled back, aligning the swollen head of his cock with her weeping slit, then lunged forward, sheathing himself in her wetness in a single thrust that knocked the air from her lungs. 
 
    “Ooooh my God!” she cried out. “Oh, yes!”  
 
    With a hand upon each of her shapely knees, Julius laid into his wife with a vengeance, fucking her with long, forceful strokes of his cock. In and out he sawed, shifting his body up over her to allow his penis to pierce her at a downward angle, rubbing her in just the right spot. His efforts were quickly rewarded. Two minutes later, Natalia gave a high-pitched little squeal of approval, arching her back as his onslaught caused her supple body to tremble in orgasm. 
 
    “Aaah!” she groaned, tossing her head back into the bunched fabric of the comforter. 
 
    It wasn’t a huge orgasm. Not the sort of porn-star, screaming, toe-curling, roof-raising orgasms you read about in men’s magazines, but after being married for years, Julius had serious doubts that those sorts of orgasms existed anyway. In any case, Talia’s were never that way. When she came, it was subtle, quietly sexy.  
 
    The point was, she had climaxed. Julius had given her an orgasm and, as always, he was glad. Having seen to her needs, he no longer needed to hold back, to wait for her to peak. He could fuck her as hard and fast as he liked now, hurtling toward his own orgasm whenever it pleased him. He had brought her off. Now, it was his turn! 
 
    Before she could even catch her breath, Julius rolled her over onto her stomach and immediately thrust his rampant cock back into her steamy cunt. When his crotch crashed into her round little butt, he pulled back and then slammed himself forwards again. 
 
    Faster and faster he pounded her tight little pussy, until the sound of slapping flesh filled his ears like some obscene symphony. Talia, recovered from her initial orgasm, was now well on her way to her second. 
 
    “Aaah! Yes!” she gasped, scarcely audible over the noise of their coupling. “Yes! Fuck me!” 
 
    He didn’t answer. He didn’t have enough air. Every ounce of his strength of stamina now went into his maniacal thrusting. 
 
    It was the final stretch. Julius was close. Very close. His hands found his wife’s narrow shoulders and clamped down, pulling her back toward him with each thrust, forcing as much of his cock up her molten snatch as he could. 
 
    He felt Talia trembling beneath him and knew she was going to cum again, and that thought sent him plummeting over the edge as well. With a final, mighty thrust, he held his breath and came, the waves of pleasure crashing over him as his cock jumped and twitched inside his wife, filling the condom with his sperm to her whimpers of carnal pleasure. 
 
    He rolled off her, pinching the condom tightly as he pulled out to prevent spilling its contents. Then, he discarded it in the wastebasket next to the bed and turned back to his wife. She reached for him, pulling him to her and rolling onto her side so he could spoon up behind her. They lay like that until sleep overtook them, drifting away atop the bed, too spent even to crawl beneath the comforter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The next few days passed in a blur. There was an almost unfathomable amount of work to be done. 
 
    Finding two professors willing to take over their classes for them during their absence proved to be the least of their problems. Both of the candidates they had discussed accepted the tasks gladly. The travel arrangements, however, proved to be a bird of quite a different feather. 
 
    There were no direct flights to Molonga. In fact, Julius spoke to two travel agents, followed by half a dozen people at three different airlines before he even encountered someone who had heard of it. In all, it had taken him three days on the phone to get everything squared away. 
 
    The only way they would be able to reach their obscure destination was by means of a circuitous route entailing 5 different flights that would place them in the general vicinity, followed by a rather lengthy boat trip to the island. From there, they would have to traverse the final 25 miles to the village on foot.  
 
    No wonder no one before him had conducted an expedition to Molonga, Professor Stevenson had smiled grimly to himself when he finally had the details worked out. Even if one discounted the tales of the islander’s fierce xenophobia, just getting there was a monumental effort! 
 
    While he had been taking care of the travel arrangements, Talia had gone shopping for clothing. Typical for Talia, Julius thought again with a grin. Any excuse to go shopping! He’d taken great delight in teasing her about it. In reality, though, the purchases she was making were an absolute necessity. 
 
    Judging by the satellite imagery and the mainland countries closest to it, Molonga would have a hot, tropical climate. Most of the island was covered in jungle vegetation, tall trees and dense underbrush. When you added to that the fact that there were no paved roads to be found on the island, their usual clothing would be wholly inadequate for the expedition. The slacks and dress shoes that made up his everyday wardrobe wouldn’t last long under those conditions. Yes, they would definitely be needing some new clothes. 
 
    Among her first purchases had been two pairs of heavy canvas trousers for both of them. Though they were not perhaps the most stylish attire he had ever laid eyes on, they were infinitely practical. Dark brown and virtually impervious to the thorns and brush they expected to encounter, the long pants had cleverly concealed zippers around the thighs that allowed them to be converted into shorts if the terrain and the temperature allowed. 
 
    The shopping bags had also given up a number of long-sleeved shirts, some white, some khaki. They were heavy-duty cotton, double stitched and made to last, like something from a Hemingway novel. When he had tried them on in front of the full-length mirror in the bedroom, Julius was pleased to find that his new outfit suited him. Not only was he going on the adventure of a lifetime, he was also going to look the part! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Julius left his office around 2:00 PM, emerging to a blustery street filled with students. For all the bitter coldness of the wind that slapped him in the face when he pushed open the heavy oak doors of the anthropology department, he was thankful that it had at least stopped snowing. 
 
    He had a meeting in half an hour with the dean. Just a few last-minute details to wrap up before they embarked on this adventure of theirs. Julius looked at his wristwatch, trying to see if he had enough time for a coffee before the meeting. He decided he did and turned toward the campus java shop. 
 
    The wristwatch was a gift from his wife, with an inscription engraved into the back. Large and silver, it had an analog mechanism, a rotating bezel, and a tiny compass in the band. A proper anthropologist’s watch, an explorer’s watch. It was nice, by far the nicest he had ever owned. That was hardly surprising. Talia had an eye for quality. 
 
    She knew her husband’s tastes well, knew just how much he would love the watch, but that didn’t stop her from teasing him about it. A relic, she called it, outdated and overtaken by progress. Though it rankled him, he knew she was right. None of the kids who passed through his classroom wore watches anymore. They had smartphones to tell them the time. Still, he found something comforting in the weight of the big metal watch around his wrist. It was solid, real. They could all say what they wanted, he liked his watch. 
 
    The line at the coffee shop was long, the place packed to the walls. Julius grumbled under his breath at his own stupidity for not realizing that the students were between classes. Before him stretched a seemingly endless line of garishly clad young people, loud and irreverent, chattering to one another about trendy and superficial topics that interested him not in the slightest. The speakers overhead pounded out a bass-heavy rhythm that was foreign to him. He was getting old, he told himself again with a smile. 
 
    It took him fifteen minutes to get his coffee, leaving him to hurry to make his appointment. He darted down the side street that served as a shortcut between the main part of the campus and the office of the university’s dean. He arrived on the steps with three minutes to spare, out of breath and feeling too hot in his black wool coat, despite the wintry weather. There had been no time for him to drink the coffee he had waited in line for. 
 
    “Julius!” the dean beamed when Professor Stevenson stepped into his office. He was an ancient wreck of a man, fat and soft, with a puffy, lined face and a protruding lower lip that was constantly damp and quivered like a block of aspic when he spoke.  
 
    It always made Julius a little sad to see his former professor, now the dean of the university. Stevenson still remembered attending his lectures when he himself had been a student. Through many a lecture, he had sat in rapt fascination at the stories the older man told. 
 
    In his day, the man had been a child prodigy, a brilliant polymath who had amassed considerable expertise in a wide variety of endeavors, attested to by a list of degrees that staggered the imagination. Now, the years had reduced him to a doddering, eccentric remnant of his former glory, much beloved by those he presided over, but sadly in decline.  
 
    With an enormous smile on his face, the old man came around his desk and grasped Julius’s hand, shaking it vigorously. “How are you, my boy? Everything set for your trip to… What was the name of that blasted place again? Ma or Mo something or other, wasn’t it? Not Motown… Mah Jong, Ma Parker,…?” 
 
    “Molonga,” Julius supplied, wincing.  
 
    It was a little surprising that the dean couldn’t remember the name. The upcoming expedition was, after all, a big deal for the university. But his elation at finally getting his chance to go there mitigated the disappointment he felt. It would take more than that to bring him down. Besides, the dean meant no harm, and he was a very old man, with a growing reputation for absentmindedness.  
 
    Though he was perfectly capable of running the university still, the dean’s mental clarity seemed to wax and wane, coming and going like the ocean tide, and Julius sometimes wondered if the man weren’t experiencing the first symptoms of Alzheimer’s. He had begun to forget things more and more, and it was raising eyebrows among the faculty. The thought troubled Julius, but there wasn’t really much he could do about it. 
 
     “The island of Molonga,” he repeated with a somewhat forced smile. 
 
    “Precisely!” The dean clapped his hands in delight. “I knew it was something like that! Molonga!” he repeated. “Aaah! Delightful ring to it. So mysterious and foreign-sounding. All packed then? The wife raring to go? Should be one heck of an adventure, I would think.” 
 
    “Yes. I think it will be. I’ve made all the travel arrangement, booked the flights, bought the tickets. We’ve got professors taking over our classes for us, and Natalia is doing some last-minute shopping to make sure we have all the equipment we need.” 
 
    “Good. Good. Glad to hear it. Any idea when the departure date will be?” 
 
    “It’s looking like the end of next week. Thursday, to be exact.” 
 
    “Thursday! Splendid! Splendid! That will do nicely! Yes, yes. I’ll let them know.” 
 
    “Them?” Julius frowned, puzzled. Who was ‘them’? What was the dean talking about? 
 
    “Why, yes. Didn’t I tell you?” The old man scratched his sagging jowls, his watery eyes peering abashedly at Julius from beneath a pair of bushy black eyebrows. “I… Oh dear. Sorry about that, my boy. Could’ve sworn I told you. I meant to tell you…” 
 
    He shook his head and clucked at himself in embarrassed disapproval, then shrugged and waved his hand dismissively.  
 
    “Ah, well. No matter, though. It’s the company, you see. The company that is providing the money for the grant… the… the…” 
 
    “The Dewey Conglomerate.” 
 
    “Yesss! Yes. Just so! DG. Well, it seems they want to send two of their men along with you.” 
 
    “Along with us? On the expedition? To Molonga?” 
 
    “Yes. Right along with you. Just to help out, I guess. Always nice to have a couple of extra hands. Help you with your notes, carry your luggage, things like that. The word ‘guide’ came up in the conversation, if I recall. So, that’ll be helpful, don’t you think?” He nodded happily in anticipation of Julius’s agreement. 
 
    Guide? Luggage? This was an unexpected turn of events. From the beginning, Julius had been operating under the assumption that it would just be Talia and him on the island. That was how it had been set out in their proposal. Why was DG suddenly sending its own personnel?  
 
    “To tell you the truth,” the dean said in a conspiratorial tone, looking over both shoulders as if he expected someone might be hiding in the corners of his office eavesdropping, “I think these corporate types just like to tag along so they can get their names in the newspapers. Good for business. Know what I mean?” He winked at Julius. 
 
    “Sure!” Stevenson chuckled. “Nothing like exploring undiscovered lands to draw attention to yourself.” He smiled at the dean, but deep down, he wondered if there might not be more going on behind the scenes. It was strange, this new turn of events, and Julius felt a shadow of suspicion creeping into his brain before the dean’s baritone voice changed tack, obliterating the idea that was beginning to sprout there. 
 
    “Ah yes! Lord, how I wish I were 20 years younger! I’d go with you myself! Molonga! Oh ho! A jungle adventure. Just like back in the day!” 
 
    “And you’d be welcome,” Julius said sincerely. “I still remember that time you talked those two poachers out of shooting me in Mozambique.” 
 
    “Ah yes. I remember it too. A tight fix, that one! Good thing I had a bottle of single malt Scotch under the seat of the Land Rover that day! Though it was a bit of a drag, roughing it with no whisky for the next two weeks. By the end of that trip, I was starting to think I’d made a poor trade!” The old man winked playfully and laughed. Julius joined in.  
 
    When the moment had passed, the old man’s face turned serious. The dean put a hand on his shoulder and fixed him with a gaze that was as clear as it was earnest. “But all joking aside,” he said, “you be careful out there. You wouldn’t be the first academic who didn’t come back from an expedition. And for God’s sake, take care of Natalia. That woman is positively irreplaceable! And I’m not just speaking of her professorial talents. She’s a gem, Julius, a rare gem. Don’t let anything happen to her, my boy! Not a scratch! Promise me!” 
 
    “I won’t,” Julius nodded, more than a little surprised at the dean’s sudden and ferocious concern for his wife. “I promise. I’ll take good care of her.” 
 
    “That’s a good lad. Now, get out of here,” the dean gave him an impish look as he took his seat behind his desk once more. “Some of us still have work to do.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. I’ll see you when I get back.” 
 
    “I very much look forward to it, my boy. Truly, I do.” 
 
    Julius slipped into the hallway and closed the door quietly behind him. That was it then, the last of his professorial obligations before their departure. He’d spend the rest of the week making sure everything was ready and then they’d be off. 
 
    A quick glance at his watch told him that it was almost 3:15. His meeting with the dean had taken longer than he had realized. He wondered what his wife was doing right then.  
 
    As he made his way down the stairs again and reached for his phone, he remembered the coffee he was holding and took a sip. The cool liquid overwhelmed his taste buds with a bitterness that the universe has reserved only for cold, stale coffee. Damn. With a grimace, he tossed it into the trashcan at the foot of the steps in front of the building. Turning his attention to his phone, Julius found the picture of Talia’s face and tapped on it. 
 
    “Hey,” her sweet voice came through the speaker a few seconds later. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Just got done with the dean and wondered what you were up to.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m glad you called. I’m on Trent Street, across from that wonderful frozen yogurt place you hate. I was just about to go shopping for shoes. That’s one thing I can’t do for you. You need to be there to try yours on.” 
 
    “Ugh!” Julius groaned. “You’re breaking up… can’t… hear… a… word.” 
 
    “Nice try, mister!” she giggled. “Get your butt over here and help me. Then, maybe we’ll go out to eat afterwards.” 
 
    “Sounds good. As long as it’s not frozen yogurt. I’ll meet you there in ten minutes.” 
 
    “I’ll be on the lookout.” 
 
    “Bye. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you, too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    When Julius caught sight of his wife fifteen minutes later, she was standing on the street corner with a bulging plastic sack in one hand and an enormous box tucked securely under her other arm. What on earth had she bought, a satellite dish? 
 
    Natalia stood out in the crowd of shoppers moving to and fro along the frozen street. Even wearing her sensible winter attire, she looked sexy. It would take more than wool sweaters, scarfs, and layered outerwear to hide a gorgeous figure like hers. Her full breasts and delightfully curvaceous hips caused more than one man to pause on his way past her.  
 
    She hadn’t seen him yet, so Julius took the opportunity to stand for just a moment and watch his wife. The stark, inky blackness of her shimmering hair contrasted beautifully with the pale, porcelain-like skin of her pretty face as it swiveled slowly from side to side, scanning the bustling crowd for her husband. God, she was beautiful. 
 
    When she finally found him among the sea of faces, she waved broadly. Her face broke into a huge smile and she hurried along the concrete toward him, deftly keeping the box pinned beneath her arm, while the full shopping bag bounced against the tops of her knee-high boots. 
 
    “There you are,” Talia grinned. She leaned forward and planted a kiss on his cheek. “Give me a hand, would you?” 
 
    To Julius’s surprise, she handed him the bag and retained the outsized box. 
 
    “It’s a surprise for later,” she explained. “Now, let’s see if we can get you some proper boots. There’s a little shop just two streets over that looks promising. Come on.” 
 
    He nodded in reply, but Talia didn’t see it. She had already turned her back to him and was moving with purposeful strides down the snow-covered sidewalk, her shapely backside swaying from side to side with each determined step. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, Julius was the picture of exhaustion. It seemed to him as though his wife had forced him to try on every boot in the store. He had been willing to settle on the fifth pair she had handed him, just to put an end to the odious task, but Talia had insisted that they find the perfect boots for their upcoming adventure. 
 
    The “perfect boots” had to be rugged and comfortable, fitting without a hint of pinching, while protecting his feet and providing excellent traction. It seemed a daunting, if not impossible task, finding just such a pair. And unlike her husband, Natalia was more than willing to spend all day searching. 
 
    Pair after pair of boots came down from the shelves and Julius dutifully slid his feet into each one and laced them up, even walking up and down the aisles at his wife’s insistence. As the minutes ticked by and the pile of rejected boots grew larger, he began to lose hope that he would ever be allowed to leave the shoe store, but just as he was about to despair, Natalia declared their search a success. 
 
    The professor, long past caring what boots they bought at this point, looked down to find his feet encased in a beautiful brown pair of lace-up, cowhide hiking boots with thick, heavily profiled soles. “Waffle stompers” his grandmother used to call them. They looked good, and also suspiciously like the fifth pair of boots he had tried on, the ones he wanted to buy almost two hours ago. 
 
    The annoyed, childish part of Julius wanted to mention this, to peevishly protest the fact that they had wasted so much time when they could have simply chosen this pair the first time around, but the salesman returned just as he was opening his mouth. Probably for the best, he thought. No sense starting a fight over something he could no longer change anyway. Besides, he grinned to himself, it hadn’t all been bad. 
 
    Parts of it had been quite enjoyable. For instance, every time his wife had brought him a new pair of boots to try, she had squatted between his legs to hold the boot for him. And every time she did this, the neck of her sweater had gaped open to give him a tantalizing view of her plump titties, white and creamy in the shadows of her V-neck sweater that struggled to contain them.  
 
    The fact that she was kneeling in front of him, so close he could smell her perfume and in a position so reminiscent of the one she had assumed the night before when she had pushed him back against the door and serviced him with that talented mouth of hers made goosebumps spring up along the back of the professor’s neck and turned his dick to carbon steel.  
 
    She had no idea what she was doing. Of that, Julius was certain. Talia might have been European, but she was still far too modest to purposely flash him in public this way. If she had known just how her top gaped open when she squatted, she would have remained standing. And for just that reason, Julius said nothing. 
 
    It was glorious, having her sink to her knees before him time and again, her posture so innocently unintentional and yet deeply erotic. Each time she brought another pair of boots, he could feel himself straining his eyes to catch a glimpse of the lacy bra that seemed to draw his gaze like a magnet. The wonderfully dirty places his mind had gone had almost made up for the outrageous amount of time they had wasted shopping. 
 
    Once they had made their selection, he took his time putting his old shoes back on as the salesman who had patiently assisted them throughout their marathon of shoe shopping accompanied Talia to the cash register, hoping that the erection she had given him would subside before he was forced to join them. It seemed to be working, too. By the time he had retied both shoes, the swelling of his manhood no longer made the front of his slacks look like a circus tent.  
 
    Then, a strange thing happened, something that would trouble Julius for days to come, weighing on him and coloring every interaction he had with his wife. He had simply been tired, he would tell himself later. Very tired and hungry as well. Starving. Low blood sugar would explain it. Wouldn’t it? Or maybe it had been triggered by Talia squatting in front of him. Perhaps that had caused his thoughts to run in the crazy direction they had. It hadn’t really been his fault at all.  
 
    But no matter how many excuses and justifications he came up with, how many explanations he tried, none of them seemed to fit. None of them could quell the unease he felt thinking back on that moment. 
 
    As Julius swung his heavy wool coat over his shoulder and turned toward the front of the shop, his eyes fell on Talia, chatting happily with the shoe salesman behind the counter. And while his wife dug in her oversized purse for her wallet, the tall, muscular black salesman stared brazenly down her sweater with a subtle smirk turning up the corner of his mouth. The young man skillfully averted his gaze just in time to avoid her catching him when she looked back up, giving her a warm smile as he took the credit card from her suddenly small-looking hand. 
 
    Julius had paid him little mind while he had been trying on boots. He had been too busy with the task at hand. Now, he took a moment to size him up a little more closely. 
 
    Somewhere between 18 and 25 years of age, the guy behind the cash register had very dark, almost black skin and closely cropped jet-black hair. A small red nametag pinned to the front of his shirt said “Shaun”.  
 
    He was tall and fit, with a build somewhere between that of a long-distance runner and a professional football player, muscular without being massive, lean without being skinny. He was also strikingly handsome, with kind, almond-colored eyes and brilliant white teeth that flashed when he smiled like a string of pearls. And chatting with Julius’s wife, he was smiling a lot. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time that Julius had been aware of another man checking out his wife. It happened all the time. Especially on campus, surrounded as they were by a veritable herd of hormonally charged young men. And Natalia was a looker by anyone’s standards. He was well aware that his wife’s appearance drew the attention of the opposite sex; that was nothing new. The thing that made this time unique was the professor’s reaction to it. 
 
    Rather than the familiar sense of annoyance that he normally experienced, that strange mixture of jealousy and irritation, Julius felt his cock inexplicably leap back to full hardness. And hot on the heels of his physical reaction, a sudden and thoroughly unwelcome image flashed into his exhausted brain of his sweet young wife standing naked in front of Shaun, the young man who was now ogling her so shamelessly. In his mind’s eye, he saw the man reach out to palm her generous breasts, and his cock gave a mighty twitch inside his pants. 
 
    What the hell?! Julius angrily banished the thought from his consciousness. Where had that come from? he wondered. Never in all the time they had been married had he ever entertained the thought of Natalia and another man. It was unthinkable. Impossible. 
 
    As nonchalantly as he could, the professor took his coat from his shoulder and held it discreetly in front of his crotch as he traversed the remaining distance to where his wife and her admirer stood. No sense advertising his predicament. And although the thought of the young man behind the counter seeing his boner was unsettling, he was absolutely mortified by the idea of Natalia discovering his arousal. How in the world would he explain such a thing to her, when he himself was utterly perplexed by it? 
 
    By the time he joined her at the register, Julius was almost frantic to leave. The longer they stayed and the more he watched her interact with Shaun, the more difficulty he had controlling his thoughts. He could feel it at the back of his mind, struggling to burst forth once again into his consciousness, that dirty, unbidden image of his young wife in the arms of this handsome black man. His eyes strayed to her firm ass. 
 
    “No peeking, Mister!” Talia said, fixing him with a stern gaze. 
 
    Oh God! had he given himself away?! “I… I… What?” 
 
    “Your surprise,” she nodded toward the large box on the floor next to her. “No peeking. You have to wait until later.” 
 
    “Oh,” he breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay. Sure.” 
 
    She gave him a smile, then turned back to Shaun. It seemed to take forever for him to run Talia’s card through the machine. Julius found himself diligently studying a rack of shoe polish situated on the end of one of the store’s many racks of shoes, turning his back on his wife and the young black salesman, wishing his ridiculous erection would go away. When Natalia touched his shoulder a few minutes later, he jumped like someone had shoved an electric eel down his pants. 
 
    “Good grief, Jules!” she giggled as she kissed his cheek. “Looks like somebody’s tense! It’s just me, baby.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. “It’s been one of those weeks.”  
 
    He looked at the toes of his shoes, avoiding her eyes. Though he knew it was irrational, Julius had the feeling that his wife would be able to read his thoughts if he met her gaze. 
 
    “Apparently! So, are you ready to go?” 
 
    “Um, yeah. All ready. Yes. Uh huh.” The words tumbled out of him, rushed and stilted. 
 
    Natalia cocked her head to one side and studied him for a moment with an odd expression on her face, no doubt puzzled by his sudden awkwardness, then flashed him a warm, reassuring smile. “All right, then. Let’s go get something to eat.” She turned to wave goodbye to the young man behind the cash register before heading toward the heavy glass door.  
 
    A quick glance as Julius passed the counter revealed that Shaun was watching Natalia’s retreating backside with keen interest, a lecherous smile on his handsome face. Julius felt his own face flush crimson and his penis immediately surged back to full, almost painful hardness. 
 
    He muttered a clumsy goodbye and quickly followed his wife outside. 
 
    Damn, he thought with exasperation as he pulled the front of his coat closed against the blast of icy winter air that hit him like a brick wall. What the hell is going on with me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Dinner that evening was awkward, at first. Julius’s thoughts kept straying to the way the cashier had ogled his wife as they were leaving. And as soon as that image intruded on his thoughts, he had difficulty meeting his wife’s eyes. It was confusing, bewildering. Why hadn’t he said anything, defended his wife’s honor? More importantly, why had he popped a boner? He had plenty of questions, but no answers. 
 
    In the end, it was the wine that helped to snap him out of his funk. Warmed by two very full glasses of an expensive red whose name was foreign to him, the professor gradually relaxed and was able to focus on something besides the fact that the young salesman had so obviously been lusting after his beautiful wife. 
 
    To be fair, Talia had helped as well. Her unbridled excitement about the upcoming expedition was like a tidal wave, spilling over onto her husband and pulling him along in its undertow. In no time, he had completely forgotten about the shoe store and its lecherous salesman. 
 
    Natalia was eager to talk about their trip, and talk she did. She chattered like a monkey. No sooner had they been seated at a table in the back of a tiny restaurant Julius had never heard of, than his wife had begun to pepper him with questions and updates regarding the various preparations. 
 
    “So, what did the dean have to say?” she asked after the waiter had taken their order. 
 
    “Not much, really. Just wished us well, wanted to know if we were all packed yet. Nothing really out of the ordin…” Julius’s voice faltered as he remembered the mysterious delegation that the Dewey Conglomerate was sending along with them. 
 
    Talia noticed immediately. “What is it, Julius?” 
 
    “Well, actually, there was something out of the ordinary about the little talk I had with the dean.” 
 
    She waited for him to continue, her eyes searching his. 
 
    “So, you know that the Dewey Conglomerate is funding our project, right?” 
 
    “Sure,” she nodded. Talia took a sip of her wine. 
 
    “Well, do you remember any talk of them supplying us with guides?” 
 
    “Guides?” She wrinkled her brow and shook her head. “No. No, I don’t think so. Why?” 
 
    “The dean told me we’re going to have some company. Apparently, Dewey wants to send a couple of their own people along with us. ‘Guides’ he called them. He said they would just be there to help us out.” 
 
    Talia’s scowl deepened as she chewed on his words. The expression on her face told him that her reaction to this new development was much the same as his had been. “That doesn’t make any sense,” she declared a few seconds later. “I mean, think about it. If no one has ever been to Molonga and returned, how could they guide us?” 
 
    Damn, Julius said to himself, I hadn’t even thought of that! The incongruity seemed obvious now that she had pointed it out. 
 
    “And as far as ‘helping us out’…” she continued with a derisive snort, “unless they hold degrees in anthropology or linguistics or something useful, I really don’t see what help they could be.” 
 
    Julius nodded. Talia’s quick brain had immediately seized on all the holes in the dean’s story, the things that had made him dubious and skeptical from the beginning. “My thoughts exactly,” he said. 
 
    “So, why are they really sending them? What do they really want?” she asked. When the glass came to her lips this time, she took a large gulp of the dark red wine before returning it to the table. “What’s their angle?” 
 
    “No clue,” he replied honestly. “Dewey is an enormous, international conglomerate that deals in everything from tractor parts to diamonds to asphalt. I can’t see why they’d be interested in an unexplored island in the middle of nowhere.” 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know either.” 
 
    “Unless they’re planning on selling tractors to the Molongans. Or maybe diamond earrings will become all the rage with the natives. They might stand to make a fortune!” 
 
    She rolled her eyes at his antics and shook her head, smiling. “No. I’m pretty sure that’s not it. But mark my words, Julius: somehow, somewhere, there’s something in it for them.” 
 
    “Maybe they just want the publicity,” offered Julius in earnest now. The idea had suddenly occurred to him. “You know, get some pictures of their people exploring the jungle, running around in khaki furthering mankind’s knowledge. They’ll probably run some ads showing how concerned they are for the environment, buy themselves some goodwill in case one of their tankers runs aground or something. Standard corporate BS. Wouldn’t be the first time.” 
 
    “Could be. I don’t know. Seems like an awful lot of trouble to go to, just for a publicity stunt.” 
 
    Julius shrugged. It was all just conjecture at this point. The situation was strange. That much was certain. 
 
    “Oh well,” Talia smiled and waved her hand dismissively. “I suppose we’ll find out soon enough.” 
 
    Just then, the waiter brought their plates, putting an end to their speculation. For the rest of the meal, they forgot about their mysterious companions, instead running down the list of final preparations to be made. Julius wasn’t surprised to find that his wife had already taken care of practically everything on the list. There remained just a few minor purchases to be made and they would be ready.  
 
    She took another sip of wine. As she set her glass down, she gasped. 
 
    “Oh! I almost forgot,” she said excitedly. “The surprise I bought for you.” 
 
    Talia stood turned to the side and leaned over to reach for the enormous box she had been guarding all afternoon. The mystery box. She placed it between her feet and took the lid off.  
 
    Julius admired her shapely backside, wiggling on the narrow seat of the chair as she removed something he couldn’t yet see. Her modest black skirt did nothing to hide the fine lines of her shapely ass. She looked good from this angle. No wonder Shaun had been so interested, he told himself. 
 
    “Tada!” she chirped as she sat up and spun around. 
 
    In her hands was a brown felt hat with a wide brim, encircled by a broad, black hatband. An old-fashioned fedora. It was a thing of beauty, the sort of hat an old movie star might wear. 
 
    “Is that for me?” he asked stupidly, staring at the obviously expensive hat in his wife’s hands. 
 
    “Well, it was… Unless you think it looks better on me,” she grinned.  
 
    Natalia slipped the hat onto her head and tilted it to a jaunty angle with her index finger. Peering at him from beneath the wide brim, she wrinkled her nose adorably. She looked outrageously sexy. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d rather not say in public. But it rhymes with ‘totally chuckable’.” 
 
    “Pervert!” she giggled in delight. 
 
    Talia carefully removed the hat and passed it to her husband, who turned it in his hands, admiring the fine craftsmanship. This was no stage prop. It was a quality felt hat, and the price tag still affixed to the sweatband inside it attested to that fact. He wondered just where she had found a hat like this. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” he muttered. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Try it on. Let’s see how you look.” 
 
    He held the hat by the crown and eased it onto his head. A perfect fit. Leave it to Natalia to know exactly what his head size was. 
 
    “Well? How do I look?” 
 
    “Kinda sexy, actually.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “For an old man,” she smirked. 
 
    “Oh! Just you wait!” 
 
    “Promises, promises!” Talia stuck out her tongue at him. “But seriously, it looks good on you. It’s just what you needed. The ‘pièce de résistance’. Now, you look like a proper explorer.” 
 
    Julius caught a glimpse of his reflection in the mirror behind the bar and craned his head to the left and right. She was right. He did look pretty damned good. 
 
    “Molonga, here we come!” Natalia exclaimed. 
 
    Julius handed her the hat, and she returned it to its box, chattering the whole time about all that they would do on the expedition, the things they would see, the things they would do. He listened intently, mildly amused at the quaver of excitement that crept into her voice as she talked about their trip to Molonga.  
 
    The more she talked, the more animated she became. It was slight, subtle, just a minor tremble to her voice. It was nothing that anyone else would even notice, but she and Julius had been married long enough for him to pick up on it.  
 
    Over the top of his glass, he studied her. Her cheeks were flushed, and her blue eyes flashed with a spark of anticipation as she chattered merrily, her words quick and light. Apparently, he had underestimated her passion for their upcoming expedition. 
 
    Watching her, Julius began to rethink his initial assessment. This was more than just the usual enthusiasm for a scientific endeavor. Much more. Unless he was mistaken, Natalia was turned on!  
 
    It was possible. After all, his wife had an active libido, one that he frankly sometimes had trouble keeping up with. And that crack about him looking ‘kinda sexy’ showed that her mind was already leaning in that direction. 
 
    On top of that, she had been drinking. While she hadn’t been sipping champagne this time, wine had been known to make Natalia amorous as well. He tried to remember how many glasses of wine she’d had but couldn’t arrive at a definitive number. Not enough to be drunk, but certainly enough to be horny. 
 
    His eyes studied her intently now and saw her right hand come casually up to twirl at the dark tendril of hair that curled beneath her right ear, before lightly brushing the side of her pale neck on its way back to her wine glass. That was her tell, the thing she invariably did when she was aroused.  
 
    While sitting in a dentist’s office with no reading material other than a well-worn stack of women’s magazines, Julius had once read that the neck was a major erogenous zone for women. In Talia’s case, it was definitely true.  
 
    Any time she felt sexy, her hands inevitably found their way up to stroke her neck. Biting back a smile, he saw her unconsciously run her fingertips along her neck once more. If he played his cards right, he had little doubt that she’d be up for an energetic round of sex tonight. Time to go home, he told himself, feeling his cock begin to thicken in his pants. 
 
    As he signaled the waiter to bring them their check, he felt her toe come up to caress the inside of his calf. It was official now. Talia was also ready to go. In more ways than one. He noticed all of the sudden that her chattering had ceased, and her breathing had become rapid and shallow. She was practically panting. Her toe traced lazy circles up his leg beneath the tablecloth, headed for his rapidly expanding manhood. 
 
    It took all of his self-control not to rush across the little restaurant and throw his money at the waiter, but eventually, he guided his wife outside and hailed a taxi. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    With difficulty, Julius managed to fend his wife off for their short ride in the taxi, but as soon as the front door closed, Talia was on him like a cheetah. The passion in her kiss made his heart skip a beat, and the professor felt his already-hard prick turn to solid marble in his pants as her darting, insistent tongue probed his mouth.  
 
    Just when he thought she would suffocate him with her full, warm lips, Talia took a step back and reached for the hem of her sweater. Her eyes burned like two hot coals as she peeled it off and tossed it onto the floor. Julius stared, rooted to the floor, as her hands darted to the middle of her back to undo the black bra that held her large breasts. 
 
    He stripped off his heavy black overcoat and fumbled behind him for the coat hook, all his attention focused with laser-like intensity on the dark-haired, rapidly disrobing beauty before him. Naturally, he missed it, sending the coat to the ground with a soft plop. He bent over to pick it up without taking his eyes off her succulent body and watched her pendulous tits fall free from the constraints of her bra in ardent wonder.  
 
    Natalia’s dark nipples were as hard as bullets, staring defiantly at him, begging to be sucked and caressed. Julius felt his pulse quicken. No matter how many times he saw those twin masterpieces of hers, he was always amazed at their inhuman perfection. With difficulty, he tore his gaze from her tits and met her eyes, and the hunger he saw there took his breath away. 
 
    “Hurry,” she said simply, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her pleated black skirt and turning toward the bedroom. 
 
    After he had kicked off his shoes, the professor fumbled with his belt, his fingers suddenly made of stone. With a herculean effort, he managed to get it unhooked and then tore open his trousers, peeling them down his legs with rapid, angry tugs and almost falling over in the process. The rest of his clothing he shed as he stalked down the hallway to where his wife was waiting for him. 
 
    Julius nearly fainted when his eyes caught sight of Natalia on the queen-sized bed. She hadn’t bothered to turn down the bed, simply throwing herself atop the comforter in her haste. Lying on her stomach, she had her eyes clamped tightly shut and her hands thrust beneath her pelvis.  
 
    In the weak light filtering in from the hallway, he could see the rapid motion of her fingers in the dark gap between her legs. Her slender ribcage heaved with her rapid breathing, clearly audible in the otherwise still bedroom. She was masturbating as she waited for her husband to join her! 
 
    He hadn’t seen her this turned on in years. As he climbed onto the bed behind her, he could smell her arousal and couldn’t help but wonder at her fiery state. What had happened? Why was she so turned on tonight? Was it the wine? The unknown nature of their impending expedition? Or something else…? 
 
    Though he didn’t entirely understand her excitement, it was definitely contagious, making his erection strain and bob against his belly as he knelt over her. Up close, his ears caught the wet, squelching sound of her fingers as they worked in and out of her clearly very wet pussy. 
 
    His trembling fingers eased open the drawer of his nightstand, trying to be as quiet as possible. Still watching his wife pleasure herself, he tore open a condom and rolled it down his throbbing dick. 
 
    There was no time for foreplay, and it was obvious that neither of them needed it. So, Julius took his condom-covered cock in hand, guiding it between her round butt cheeks, down to her swollen labia as he lowered himself into her. 
 
    Even through the latex barrier, Natalia’s pussy was a boiling cauldron of lust, and Julius gasped as her heat travelled inch by inch up his turgid shaft. God! It was like her cunt was on fire. He sank in until his pubic hair touched her upturned ass, then slowly pulled back, enjoying the wet suction of her pussy as it reluctantly yielded its hold on him. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she hissed as he levered forward, sinking his cock into her furnace-like warmth once more. “Yes! That’s right. Fuck me, baby! Fuck me good!” 
 
    Her fingers were still busy on her clit and as he bottomed out, he felt them brush rapidly across his full balls, an unusual sensation which sent a shiver up his spine.  
 
    Her pussy was wonderfully slick and, once again, Julius marveled at just how aroused she was tonight. Then, as he sank his hardness into her for the third time, a thought occurred to him that turned his blood to ice water. What if Natalia’s arousal was due to the young man in the shoe store. What if it was because of Shaun? 
 
    At the memory of the man’s name and the lecherous look on his face as he had devoured his wife’s ass with his hungry eyes, Julius’s prick gave an involuntary jerk. It was possible. After all, he had been a good-looking man, and his flirting had been anything but discreet. She had surely noticed the appreciative looks she had drawn from him. 
 
    The professor pondered this new idea as he began to slowly move in and out of her wet pussy. 
 
    Shaun. Had she been thinking about him after they left the store? Was her amorous behavior in the restaurant and the taxi due to the memory of his lithe, athletic physique? And suddenly another question burst forth into his already addled brain: Was she fantasizing about Shaun now, while they made love?! 
 
    The thought pierced him to the quick, like an arrow to the heart that caused his chest to tighten painfully. He almost choked. Reflexively, Julius clenched his teeth and slammed his hips forward, the unexpected change causing his wife to gasp in surprise beneath him. With a soft groan, he pulled back and then stabbed his aching cock into her cunt anew, even more forcefully than the first time.  
 
    It was all in his head. None of it was real. The rational part of his mind knew that. Yet, the animal part of his being couldn’t help but feel the fiery goad of sexual competition. The usually sedate and cerebral professor was overcome with a sudden and irrational desire to punish his beautiful wife with his cock, to show her she was his. He rammed his hardness into her again, delighting in the feeling of his body crashing into hers, their flesh slapping loudly as he pummeled her cunt. 
 
    “Ungh!” Talia whimpered. She squirmed under his unexpected ferocity. “Easy baby! You’re… oh… ungh!” Her voice trembled slightly, trailing off as his thrusts made it impossible for her to talk. 
 
    He ignored her half-hearted protests, thrusting into her savagely, only to jerk his hips backwards before sheathing his cock in her smoldering depths again, so forcefully that he pushed her body forwards on the bed. If anything, her words seemed only to inflame him further. 
 
    Julius could feel himself losing control of his thoughts, plunging down ever-darker avenues of fantasy, but he no longer cared. In fact, he was enjoying this secret mental journey of his, this exploration of an illicit fantasy so depraved and so foreign, one he had never even considered until this night. 
 
    “Oooh!” she chuffed as another brutal plunge knocked the air from her lungs. 
 
    Talia arched her back, thrusting her pelvis up at him as her own instincts took over. Dimly, through the fog of his lust, Julius was aware of the fact that her fingers left her clit to wind themselves in the fabric of the comforter, clinging for dear life as the pace of his assault intensified. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she gasped as his full balls slapped violently against her sensitive clitoris like twin battering rams. “Oh fuck, Julius!” The pitch of her voice was higher now, more excited. 
 
    In the heat of his passion, the image he had been attempting to chase from the recesses of his mind all evening now came hurtling into full focus. Natalia on her back, her long legs spread wide in welcome as the handsome black salesman lowered himself between them. Like a scene from some perverse pornographic movie, he saw Shaun’s thick ebony cock inch ever closer to his wife’s eager, willing snatch, and felt his balls begin to churn and boil. 
 
    The salesman’s black cock in this fantasy scenario was big, improbably so. Thick and meaty, it dwarfed his own, sending a surge of inadequacy through him that was simultaneously painful and pleasurable. Oddly enough, it was also unfettered by the condoms Julius always wore. 
 
    “Aw fuck!” he gasped through gritted teeth. He pressed hard down into his wife’s wetness, grinding his hips against hers before resuming his thrusting. 
 
    Why was he thinking about these things? Why was Shaun so much bigger than him in this crazy scene? Why did it make his cock so hard to imagine his wife beneath another man? And why was Shaun taking her bareback? What the fuck was going on with him? For the second time that night, Julius realized that he had no answers to these questions. 
 
    Gazing down on his wife’s supple little ass, rippling with each of his savage thrusts, he wondered if she, too, was fantasizing about that big black cock while he fucked her. He wondered if she secretly wished it were filling her now instead of Julius’s. 
 
    The emotions that now flared white-hot within him at that prospect were impossible to define, so utterly beyond rational thought that they overwhelmed the professor’s brain. Convoluted and confused, his feelings ran the full gamut of human experience. It was like nothing Julius had ever known.  
 
    There was anger there, to be sure. Anger aplenty. Red-hot, black, and bilious anger that bordered on hatred. A sort of seething anger at the idea of another man wanting his wife like Shaun so obviously had, anger at the thought of her imagined willingness. And, of course, anger at himself for doing nothing. 
 
    There was jealousy as well, cold and creeping, wrapping itself around his heart like a viper, strangling his ability to think while heaping fuel on the irrational feeling of rage that coursed through his veins. The sense of possessiveness that gripped him was like an ice-cold stone in the pit of his stomach. Natalia was his, damn it! His! And no one was going to take her away from him! No one! Least of all a young punk like Shaun! 
 
    But there was more than anger in Julius as he fucked his wife, more than his petty jealousy and burning rage. So much more.  
 
    Deep down, buried so deeply that Julius was loath to admit it even to himself, there was also a keen and intense arousal, an arousal that colored every other emotion, an excitement more powerful than any he had ever known. So strongly did the idea of his wife with this young black man inflame his passion that he genuinely feared he was losing his mind. Plunging into her supple body with wild abandon, his head full of insane images, he was so turned on that his dick throbbed and ached. 
 
    Julius didn’t understand it. Was wholly incapable of understanding. He should have been revolted by the idea of her with another man. His mind should have rejected instantly the images that flooded his consciousness, rather than seizing on them and eroticizing his wife’s fantasized act of betrayal. 
 
    The conflicting emotions were more than he could deal with, so he closed his eyes and channeled all his jealousy and arousal into the act of sex. The urgent thrusting of his hips and the slippery feel of his wife’s sopping pussy around his cock became his entire world in that moment. 
 
    In and out of her weeping hole his rigid cock flew, with every ounce of force he could muster. He fucked her like a wild animal, rattling the bedframe beneath them. His hands were like claws around her waist, unyielding talons that pulled her back onto his rampant cock as he plunged in and out of her in blind, insensate fury.  
 
    His balls were filled to the bursting point as scene after scene of erotic debauchery played out within his mind. He saw his sweet wife straining on all fours, struggling to take Shaun’s oversized manhood, heard her beg him to fill her with his seed. Tighter and tighter he closed his eyes as if trying to flee from the images that bombarded him, titillating and horrifying him at the same time. 
 
    Through the tumult of his carnal barrage, he became aware of his wife’s voice, keening in the darkness. Over the thump of the mattress, she screamed and grunted into the pillow, her words a shrill jumble of excitement as she peaked violently under him. 
 
    “Aaaagh! Oh… Oh God! Ooooh…. Yes! Fuuuck Meee!” 
 
    He felt her body stiffen. Her hot pussy clamped down on his thrusting cock, and her head rose from the pillow with the arching of her back as wave after wave of pleasure overtook her. Natalia’s screams filled the room, and Julius was surprised to realize that he, too, was about to climax. 
 
    For the briefest of moments, he considered slowing his pace, staving off his impending orgasm, but he was too excited for that. He wanted to cum. No, he needed to cum, to fill her with his seed, to mark her as his own. 
 
    With a throaty growl, he lowered his weight onto her sweaty, writhing back, mashing her into the rumpled comforter, enjoying the slippery feel of her skin against his, the pleasant, womanly swell of her ass beneath him. Like a jackhammer run amok, he pounded his cock into her in short, uncontrolled jabs, bringing his orgasm ever closer. 
 
    His balls drew up tight against his throbbing shaft and he held his breath as that familiar feeling of warmth blossomed at the base of his cock and spread upwards to engulf his entire being in a brilliant wave of ecstasy. 
 
    “Aw fuck!” he grunted as his cock swelled inside his wife’s clutching pussy and then began to pulse rapidly, spitting bolt after bolt of his lava-hot semen into the condom. He throbbed and spurted until the reservoir at the end of the rubber was heavy with semen.  
 
    When it was over, he lay on top of her, exhausted and panting, utterly destroyed by his frenzied efforts. In an instant, the eroticism of the moment evaporated. In its place, a sudden cold and gnawing dread filled Julius’s heart. “Post-coital dysphoria” his highly analytical scientist’s brain told him, but the professor knew there was a little more to it than that. 
 
    In the aftermath of their lovemaking, he was ashamed of himself.  With the urgency of his orgasm past, he felt a pang of regret for the secret, dirty thoughts that he had held within his mind only moments before. 
 
    He moved off her to lie on his back, carefully keeping a grip on the used condom around his flagging penis to keep it from spilling. After he had tossed it in the wastebasket, he lay there staring at the ceiling as he tried to catch his breath.  
 
    Neither of them said a word, and an ominous stillness descended over the room, deepening his sense of shame. He could hear the ticking of the clock in the bookshelf, a fly buzzing on the wall. Julius was suddenly very self-conscious.  
 
    What was wrong with him? He was never so forceful with Natalia. Damn! Had he hurt her feelings? Did she feel used, taken advantage of, disrespected? Why had he fucked her so hard? And, perhaps most importantly, Did she have any idea what he had been thinking? Had he said anything during the throes of passion? Anything that might betray his innermost thoughts? Did she suspect anything? Oh God, what if she did?! What would she think of him?  
 
    The silence between them seemed to stretch out toward infinity, and Julius’s paranoia reached a fever pitch. Just when he couldn’t stand it any longer, when he was certain that her silence betokened her disapproval of his treatment of her and that his best course of action would be to confess all his transgressions and beg for mercy, Natalia raised herself shakily onto one arm and ran a finger across his heaving chest. 
 
    “Wow!” she whispered with a bright-eyed smile. “That was… that was… just wow! So hot!” She was still struggling to catch her breath as well. 
 
    For just a moment, he stared at her in silence. Then, realizing how strange he was acting, Julius smiled wanly. Nothing his wife could have said could have surprised him more at that moment. He had fully expected her to be furious at him for the way he had treated her, but she seemed anything but angry.  
 
    In fact, her eyes sparkled like diamonds in the dim light of the bedroom. Natalia had enjoyed it. She had liked the rough way he had ridden her! 
 
    “Where did that come from, you stud?!” she giggled. “You haven’t taken me like that in… well, ever!”  
 
    With a contented sigh, she laid her head on his chest, stroking his shoulder affectionately. 
 
    Julius ran his fingers through the sweaty mop of her thick, black hair. “Just excited about the expedition, I guess,” he murmured. 
 
    It was a lie. A white lie, one designed not really to deceive his wife, but more to spare her from the awful truth that he still had yet to come to grips with himself. How would she react if he told her that he had just pictured her as an adulteress while they made love? Bending the truth seemed like the best option. Nonetheless, he was acutely aware of the fact that he wasn’t being truthful with her, and that fact stung. 
 
    “And here, I thought I was the only one it was affecting that way!” she chuckled. He could hear the relief in her voice. “I don’t know what it is about this trip, but ever since you told me they had approved our project, I’ve been as horny as a rabbit! Guess I’ve got a lot of extra tension I need to get rid of or something. I could fuck all day long! I’m surprised you haven’t noticed.” 
 
    “Well,” he flashed his most charming smile and gave her a wink, “an oversexed wife is not exactly the sort of thing a man complains about.” 
 
    There it was, then, he said to himself. The answer to his question. The reason Natalia had been so turned on. She was simply excited about their impending voyage, and that excitement translated into an increased sexual appetite. She hadn’t been thinking about Shaun at all. Julius felt a twinge of guilt for having suspected such an irrational thing in the first place, but before he could dwell on it, Talia spoke again. 
 
    “Oh, I can hardly wait! It seems like every hour lasts a whole day. I’m ready to go now. Just imagine! An undiscovered tribe. And we’ll be the first to meet them, to study their culture. In two months’ time, we’ll be on the cover of every scientific journal known to man. Why, I bet we’ll…” 
 
    “Websites,” Julius interrupted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Most of the paper magazines have gone fully digital now. So, if we get any notice at all upon our return, it will most likely be on their websites,” he corrected her. 
 
    “Fine. Websites, then, Mr. Know-It-All.” She stuck out her tongue at him playfully. “And we will be noticed, Julius. We’ll be famous. Our names will go down in history, right up there with all the famous explorers of the 19th and 20th centuries.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    She lifted her head, her damp hair bouncing against his ribs as she turned her face up to meet his eyes. “I’m telling you. We’ll be important scientists.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    She shook her head insistently. “No ‘maybe’ about it. This is big.”  
 
    He made no reply. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps they would become household names. It was well within the realm of possibility. 
 
    If we aren’t killed in the process, he thought grimly. And while he wasn’t really worried about that, the fact remained that almost everything about Molonga was shrouded in mystery. To claim that there was no risk involved was to blatantly ignore the reality of the situation. 
 
    Nevertheless, Julius had no desire to spoil the mood. Especially now that Talia’s hand had strayed between his legs, where she was absently running her fingertips along his sensitive shaft. To his surprise, he was beginning to stiffen again. 
 
    He bent his lips to hers and kissed her gently. “Well, before we get all famous and important, why don’t we get rid of a little more tension. You know, just for the sake of science.” He bounced his eyebrows suggestively. 
 
    Talia giggled and swung her long leg over him, sitting up and rubbing her wet pussy teasingly back and forth along the underside of his cock as she stretched to retrieve another condom from the bedside table.  
 
    For a brief instant, Julius considered not waiting. If he rolled his hips just right, he would be inside her. Unprotected. At last. 
 
    The idea of finally feeling her skin on skin was an enticing one. It always had been. Maybe it was time they ditched the condoms. After all, he reasoned, smiling to himself, if Shaun gets to have her bareback, why shouldn’t I? 
 
    But the moment passed and before Julius could do anything, he felt Natalia’s warm little hands on his cock as she reached between them and deftly rolled a new rubber onto his growing erection. He wasn’t yet fully hard when she fed his tip into her opening, but he was rigid enough for penetration.  
 
    Once he was inside her, Natalia leaned forward with her lips just inches from his ear as she began to rock back and forth on him. “You can make fun if you want,” she whispered, “but this expedition is a watershed event for us. I’ve got a feeling. It’s going to change our lives.”  
 
    She gave his ear a playful nip with her teeth, then sat up and tossed her hair over her shoulder as she slowly moved her slender hips up and down on her husband’s erect penis. 
 
    There was a strange, earnestly prophetic nature to her words that seemed to bring a sudden chill to the room. But Professor Julius Stevenson was a man of science. He didn’t believe in such things. He shook off the strange sense of dread her proclamation had evoked and focused all his attention on the beautiful woman now perched atop his dick. 
 
    With a smile, he took a wriggling ass cheek in one hand and reached for a big, bouncing tit with another. A groan escaped his lips at the exquisite sensations that had begun to radiate out from his crotch. He started to move in time with her in the semidarkness. 
 
    As he climbed toward another climax, he heard the inexplicable echo of her words inside his head. “It’s going to change our lives…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The two men who met them at the airport were polar opposites and nothing like what Julius expected.  
 
    Frank Urbs, the first of the two, was short and fat, a sort of sweaty, overbearing gnome of a man with bad teeth and even worse manners. His thin, combed-over hair and round little glasses left Julius with the distinct impression that he could just as easily have been a sexual predator as the accountant he claimed to be. He was obviously the one in charge, introducing Julius and Natalia to his companion only after he had extracted from them the information he wanted. 
 
    He was accompanied by a large, frighteningly intense black man. This man was tall and ruggedly handsome, in spite of a puckered scar that ran down the entire left side of his face and passed directly through the center of the eyepatch that covered the socket. His one good eye sized up Julius carefully while his firm handshake left little doubt that this was a man who could handle himself in just about any situation life threw at him.  
 
    Obviously a man of action, he had a military bearing about him. He was broad-shouldered with a trim waist and bulging biceps that his button-up shirt struggled to conceal. In total contrast to his appearance, his warm, bass voice was deeply civilized and his speech well-crafted and elegant. His accent was clearly British, with just a hint of his African heritage still intact. 
 
    “Professor Julius Stevenson,” the big man said. “I recognize you from your dossier, professor. I am most pleased to make your acquaintance. My name is Mr. Albert.”  
 
    “Mr. Albert,” Julius repeated. 
 
    “Don’t be offended by my cycloptic friend here,” Frank sneered, not bothering to take his lecherous eyes from Natalia’s long, bare legs. “Not even I know his first name.” The fat slob licked his lips. “If you ask me, it’s just a cheap attempt to make himself seem more enigmatic for the ladies. Either that or his parents just never bothered with a first name.” 
 
    Mr. Albert’s eye flashed to the fat man and Julius saw a deep contempt there for just a second, before the black man blinked it away and turned his back on the unpleasant Frank to face Natalia with a smile of genuine. 
 
    “And you must be the eminent Professor Natalia Stevenson,” he said.  
 
    When Natalia offered her hand to him, he smoothly pressed it to his lips instead of shaking it. Caught off guard, she blushed furiously. “Hello,” she half whispered. 
 
    “I have looked forward to meeting you for some time, Mrs. Stevenson,” he said. “I, too, am a linguist of sorts, and I have read several of your papers.” 
 
    “Th… thank you,” she stammered. “I mean, it’s nice to meet you, too.” 
 
    “I hope that we can talk on the plane,” he said. “I have some information that may be of value to you once we land on Molonga. Information of a linguistic nature.” 
 
    “Uh… Okay,” she nodded. 
 
    “Well then,” Frank offered. “Now that the chitchat is out of the way, why don’t we get this show on the road?” He pointed toward the check-in counter. “We already have our boarding passes. If you don’t mind, we’ll see you two on the plane. No sense all of us just standing around here like a pack of fools.” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, he hurried toward the x-ray machines. 
 
    “I feel I must apologize for my associate,” Mr. Albert said quietly to Julius. “The man is a pig. Unfortunately, it is he who pays my salary. Que sera, sera.” He gave him a resigned shrug and followed the fat man across the white tile floor. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It had been many, many years since Julius had taken such a long flight. Halfway through the first leg of their flight, he found himself wondering in half seriousness whether flying had always been this tedious and uncomfortable or whether it was possible that he had simply gotten old in the meantime. 
 
    When they changed planes in London to head south toward the Dark Continent, the plane had been practically empty, allowing Natalia and the mysterious Mr. Albert the opportunity to sit together to discuss whatever matter of “a linguistic nature” he had alluded to at their meeting. 
 
    It came as little surprise to Julius that the two became fast friends. More than once, he heard the familiar sound of his wife’s laughter while they talked in hushed tones. What little he could hear of their conversation turned out to be in a language that Julius didn’t know. 
 
    The professor sat in the other aisle, poring over his notes. Even though he knew it all by heart, he wanted to refresh his memory one last time before they arrived in Molonga. He opened a manila folder and began to peruse the contents for the thousandth time. 
 
    Julius had always been skeptical of the Molongans’ fierce reputation. Surely, they weren’t as hostile as they had been made out to be. If his years as an anthropologist had taught him anything, it was that people had always been quick to vilify any groups they didn’t understand. Just look at the countless stories of cannibalism among native tribes, almost all of which had been pure fabrication, inventions of European colonial powers who wanted to turn public opinion against groups of people who had resources they wanted for themselves.  
 
    In all likelihood, the Molongans were simply more victims of this same sort of slanderous misinformation. The details he could be certain of were sketchy at best. There simply wasn’t much concrete information. 
 
    To the best of the professor’s knowledge, no one from the western world had had any dealings with the Molongans for almost a hundred years, not since the ill-fated Turner Campaign of 1920. Captain Harrison Turner, a wealthy New Englander who had retired from the army with a hefty pension and fancied himself the next Marco Polo, had landed on the island Molonga with a force of 25 heavily armed men, bent on making a name for himself as the discoverer of one of the last unexplored places on earth. Neither he nor any of his men were ever heard from again. It was as if the jungle island had swallowed them whole. 
 
    Naturally, a disappearance of that sort wasn’t the kind of thing the rumor-mongers were likely to ignore, and the theories advanced to explain it ran the mind-boggling gamut from alien abduction to cannibalism to assimilation into the tribe. But the simple fact was, there was not enough information to even begin to hazard a guess as to the ultimate fate of Turner and his men. It was a total mystery. 
 
    In many ways, the story of the Turner Campaign had awakened Julius Stevenson’s interest in anthropology when he had read about it as a child. The question of what had happened to all of those men had struck a chord in his young mind and set him on the path to becoming the professor he was today. 
 
    Who knew, Julius thought to himself as he glanced out the window at the twinkling blue waves far below him, perhaps they would find some trace of Turner once they penetrated into the interior of the island. Maybe Natalia was right. Maybe they would gain fame as the husband and wife team who finally solved the mystery of the campaign’s disappearance. Maybe. 
 
    While the professor brushed up on the history of the west’s contact with Molonga, the disgusting Frank had busied himself with a forlorn attempt to chat up either of the two blonde stewardesses, both of whom tolerated his advances with a stone-faced, courteous professionalism that Julius found nothing short of heroic. Having finally decided that he wasn’t going to be able to score with them, he made his way back to where Julius sat. 
 
    “Stupid sluts!” he slurred as he plopped down next to him, loud enough for the two young ladies to hear. 
 
    Julius winced at the man’s utter lack of tact. He hadn’t known the obese Mr. Urbs for 24 hours yet, but he had already made up his mind that he detested him.  
 
    “Silly ass bitches don’t know a good thing when they fuckin’ see it, know what I mean? Stuck-up cunts is what they are!”  
 
    Frank elbowed Julius in a conspiratorial manner and scratched his paunch through his unbuttoned shirt. The stale smell of liquor emanating from his sneering mouth was enough to make the professor gag. Julius said nothing. 
 
    “Looks like those two are thick as fuckin’ thieves now,” the fat man announced, gesturing widely toward where Natalia sat with a notepad, listening intently to something Mr. Albert was telling her. 
 
    “Yeah,” Julius nodded. “Looks like it.” 
 
    He thought it best to keep his answers short in order to limit any discussion with Frank, who was obviously intoxicated. He still hoped that he would be able to continue his perusal of his notes. Frank, however, was having none of it. 
 
    “Better watch that one, my friend. That one-eyed devil is a sneaky one. Before you know it, he’ll make a move on your woman there, and those panties she’s wearing will be nothing more than ankle warmers.” 
 
    “I think Natalia can handle herself,” Julius replied venomously without looking up from the sheet of paper in front of him. His dislike for Frank was rapidly escalating to downright hatred. 
 
    “Oh sure, sure,” the gnome said derisively. “In a classroom or one of those fancy dinner parties. Can probably hold her own with the best of ‘em over cocktails. But once we get in the jungle…  
 
    “That’s his turf, man. That’s where he shines. There’s no one can hold a candle to that crafty bastard in the bush. And women like that. They like a manly man who can take charge. Especially if he’s packing a big ole black schlong. Make’s ‘em wet as November. You don’t watch it, she’ll be spreading those long white legs of hers for him.” 
 
    The man’s vulgarity infuriated Julius. Drunk or not, he was crossing the line, talking about his wife that way. 
 
    “Natalia is different than most women. She’s not like that,” he snarled, glaring over the papers in his hands at the disgusting man beside him. “I trust my wife.” 
 
    “All right, okay. So, you trust your wife then. That’s good. It is. I meant no offense. No offense at all,” Frank held up his hands in surrender. Then, he leaned forward and lowered his voice. “‘Cept it aint her you shouldn’t trust, it’s him. He’s a double-crossing bastard, that one. A real snake in the grass. Just ask the rest of those poor souls who followed him in last time.” 
 
    With a disgusted sigh, Julius set his reading material aside and turned to look at Frank. “What do you mean ‘last time’? Last time where?” 
 
    Like many of his sort, Frank Urbs was a garrulous drunk. Sober, he could be as secretive as a cold war spy, but with a few glasses of whisky under his belt, he was just dying to prove to the world how much he knew. 
 
    Frank twisted in his seat, peering over his shoulder to make sure no one could hear him before turning back to Julius. “The last time they sent a team to Molonga,” he said in an exaggerated whisper. 
 
    “What?! But the last expedition to Molonga was in 1920. The Turner Campaign. I’ve got it right here.” He reached for the manila folder on the seat next to him. 
 
    “Save it.” Frank waved his hand. “I know all about that crap. That aint what I’m talking about.” 
 
    “Then, just what are you talking about?” 
 
    “There was another one.” He produced a flask from his back pocket and took a swig before continuing. “Another attempt. A secret one.” The drunk brought his index finger to his lips. “Shhh. Don’t tell no one. It was a secret expedition.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious! Really? A clandestine expedition?” 
 
    Frank nodded emphatically, obviously pleased to be in possession of such valuable information.  
 
    “Yup! Five years ago. The Dewey Conglomerate arranged the whole thing, paid for it with offshore accounts, very hush hush. Probably afraid they’d have to pay taxes to somebody.  
 
    “Anyhow, ten of ‘em went in, all armed to the fuckin’ teeth, only the best equipment. But only one of ‘em came back out again.” He nodded toward the one-eyed man sitting next to Julius’s wife. 
 
    “You mean…?” 
 
    “Uh huh! Just one survivor, and there the black-hearted fucker sits, flirting with your pretty little wife. He was their interpreter. Five years, it’s been.” 
 
    The man was repeating himself. Drunk. Julius followed his gaze to where Mr. Albert sat. As impossible as Frank’s story seemed, it would account for the black man’s obvious linguistic talents. 
 
    “Of course,” Frank offered, “talking foreign languages aint his only talent.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No sirree. The man has skills. You are looking at a genuine special forces commando. Ex-commando, to be precise. He’s what they call a ‘private contractor’ now. That means mercenary. A real fucking hero!” he rolled his eyes and lifted the flask to his lips. “Rumor has it that it was his fighting skills that got him out of that fix in Molonga.” 
 
    “Is that what happened to his eye?” asked Julius. He had subconsciously lowered his voice as he spoke. 
 
    “Damn right! Knife fight while he was escaping, the story goes. He killed the man who cut him. Bandaged it himself with a fuckin’ banana leaf and then outrun all them spear chuckers and made it to the coast. Only one to get away. He made it all sound pretty heroic when he was debriefed. Of course, he was the only one left to tell the story, the mercenary bastard. Anyway, the company paid him a huge bonus. 
 
     “Though, if you ask me, a real man would’ve been able to save his friends too!” the drunk scoffed. “Anybody can save his own ass and lose a fuckin’ eye! Some fuckin’ hero! One-eyed shitbird, I say!” 
 
    “But this expedition,” Julius pressed, “why were they there? What were they doing?” 
 
    Frank suddenly eyed him with suspicion, having made the transition from a talkative drunk to a belligerent drunk. “You sure do ask a lot of fuckin’ questions,” he blurted. “What they were doing there aint none of your fuckin’ concern, professor. None at all.” 
 
    He staggered to his feet and pointed an accusing finger at Julius. “That’s Dewey business. You just do your job and stop asking questions! Now… If you’ll excuse me, I need to go see a couple of stuck-up stewardesses about some pussy!” 
 
    Julius couldn’t say that he was sorry to see Frank Urbs go as he turned and made his way toward the front of the plane. The man was an insufferable jackass and it took all of the professor’s self-control not to tell him so to his face.  
 
    He was, however, disappointed that he hadn’t been able to find out the purpose of the Dewey Conglomerate’s secret mission to Molonga. Something was going on, here. And he and Natalia were now caught in the middle of it. The thing was, he had no idea what it was. 
 
    Frank’s story of the nine men left on the island was definitely disconcerting. It had been fairly easy for Julius to discount the unknown fate of the members of the Turner Campaign when he was making his plans for his own expedition. After all, that had been 100 years ago, and a lot could change over the course of a century.  
 
    Besides, no one had ever proven anything in that case. They were simply gone. Vanished. For all the world knew, they had all fallen into a hole or succumbed to malaria or some other tropical disease. Or maybe they hadn’t died at all. Maybe they had just liked it so well on Molonga that they had chosen to stay there. Anything was possible. 
 
    But this case was different. Now, sitting not 20 feet from him was a battle-scarred veteran of a very recent attempt at exploring the island. Looking at the terrible scar that ran the length of his face, Julius felt a shudder run through him. This was danger, real danger. And that was what they were heading into. 
 
    For the first time since he had hatched this plan to mount an expedition to Molonga, Julius was having second thoughts. Maybe they should just call the whole thing off. That would be the safest thing to do. The Dewey Conglomerate would be pissed. That much Julius knew. But what was one pissed off company compared to losing his life. To say nothing of Natalia’s.  
 
    It wouldn’t be that hard. They could simply get a return flight at the next airport instead of continuing on. Maybe it would be best. He looked at his wife, engrossed in conversation with Mr. Albert, then at his wristwatch. They still had three hours to go until they landed. He would need to talk to her about it before they did. A decision needed to be made. 
 
    There was a crashing sound ahead of him, followed by a string of angrily muttered swear words. He shifted his eyes back to Frank and watched the drunk staggering down the aisle. He’d apparently tripped over a small pillow that had fallen to the floor. Over the fat man’s shoulder, he saw the two blonde flight attendants who were watching his approach like two gazelles being stalked by a lion. 
 
    Julius felt genuinely sorry for them, having to endure another attempt by this drunken slob to get into their pants. He considered getting up and attempting to dissuade Frank, but he knew that his efforts would probably only make the situation worse. Besides, he reasoned, flight crews were trained to handle such situations. And, judging by the difficulty he was having just walking between the rows of seats, Frank would probably just pass out if they could get him to sit still long enough. 
 
    Julius’s eyes returned to Mr. Albert, who was still talking to his wife. Natalia was clearly enjoying his company, laughing merrily at his jokes and talking to him about something he couldn’t quite hear.  
 
    Maybe it was stress-induced, but for some reason, seeing her in animated conversation with this handsome black man immediately sent his mind back to the shoe store and the salesman, Shaun. He glanced down at the new boots on his feet and smiled to himself. What a day that had been! 
 
    True to her word, Natalia had been as horny as a teenager during the final days leading up to their big trip. Julius had been treated to a veritable marathon of sex. They had made love every night, passionately and energetically. Sometimes more than once. They sucked and fucked their way throughout the whole house, on the bed, on the floor, on top of the drying machine. It was like they were newlyweds again. By the time Thursday rolled around, Julius had lost two pounds and his dick was starting to get a little sore.  
 
    A part of him was actually looking forward to the respite that their trip would mean. A jungle expedition would afford them little opportunity to carry on as they had been. There would be no privacy with everyone sleeping in tents and far too many people around. But Julius didn’t mind. He needed a break from sex. His young wife was killing him! 
 
    Though he had tried time and again over the past few days to force the idea from his head, Shaun kept showing up in his thoughts at inopportune times, mostly when he was making love to Natalia. As it did on that first day, the image of the sleek young black man rutting between his wife’s legs never failed to turn his cock to steel. 
 
    Not a word of this did he breathe to Natalia. Julius lived in mortal dread of her discovering his secret. 
 
    He had hoped that this weird fantasy of his would fade away once a little time had passed, but oddly enough, it seemed to grow in intensity with each passing day. Against his conscious will, it was becoming an obsession. The night before their departure, Julius had even had an erotic dream about Shaun fucking his wife, thankfully awakening before he lost his load in his shorts. 
 
    The trip was a welcome change. Surely, he had told himself, the diversion of their expedition to Molonga would wipe away these perverse urges. And it seemed to be working. Focused on the matter at hand, he had no time to indulge his obscene fantasy. In fact, he wasn’t thinking about sex at all. Right up until the moment that he looked up just in time to see Natalia laugh and touch Mr. Albert’s bare arm.  
 
    That single, meaningless act of physical contact was like a switch being thrown in his fevered brain. Suddenly, his fantasy was front and center once more, searing its way into his consciousness like a flaming arrow.  
 
    But this time, it was different. In that instant, it was not young Shaun he imagined with his naked young wife, but their new friend, Mr. Albert, with one of Talia’s slender ankles in each of his powerful hands while he drove his big cock balls deep into her sopping white pussy. Julius felt his cock begin to stir to life in his pants. 
 
    Frank’s prior comments hadn’t helped things, the professor knew. Regardless of how irritating and wildly inappropriate they had been, they had no doubt sowed the seeds of the images that now bombarded him. “You don’t watch it, she’ll be spreading those long white legs of hers for him.” Those hateful words came back to haunt him, shaking him to his core with their obscenely erotic descriptiveness. 
 
    Shit! Julius closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to think about baseball, nursing homes, tree moss, anything but sex. Just stop it! he chided himself angrily.  
 
    When he opened them once more, he avoided looking at his wife at all. He forced himself to concentrate on his notes to keep from popping an erection in the plane. Fuck! he though. What the hell is wrong with me? 
 
    He was going through the sheaf of papers in his lap for a third time, studying each word with a care normally reserved for brain surgery, when he felt someone sit down next to him. When he looked up, he was relieved to see that it was Natalia, rather than Frank. 
 
    “Hi,” she said sweetly.  
 
    Talia leaned over in her seat and kissed his cheek. She was wearing a dark red pair of tight-fitting shorts and a white button-up shirt with the top two buttons undone. When she leaned into him, his eyes could just make out a hint of the red bra she wore beneath it. The look was casual, chosen for comfort while traveling. It was also terribly sexy. Julius had to look away before his thoughts ran away with him once more. 
 
    “Hi,” he said. “Were you able to learn anything useful?” 
 
    “Yeah, actually. I learned a lot. There’s more to Mr. Albert than meets the eye.” 
 
    Julius snorted at the irony of her statement and his wife punched him. 
 
    “That’s not funny, Julius!” she hissed. “Stop it! You know what I mean!” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. It’s just…” He had no real excuse for his juvenile behavior, so he let the sentence hang there, uncompleted. 
 
    Natalia continued, “Anyway, Mr. Albert is a highly intelligent man. And very helpful, as well. I’m glad he’s coming along with us. He knows a surprising amount about Molonga, including their language. He’s been giving me pointers.” 
 
    “Really?” Julius had to remind himself not to find a double meaning in everything his pretty wife said. 
 
    “Yes. It turns out, I was right. Their language is very similar to that of the mainland tribes. Just with a few variations here and there. After hearing him speak it, I’m confident I’ll be able to communicate with the Molongans.” 
 
    “Well, that would certainly be a big help. We don’t need any misunderstandings, if we can avoid them.” 
 
    “I know, right? If I can convince them that we mean them no harm, the rest should be smooth sailing.” She reached for his hand and clutched it to her chest. “Oh, it’s so exciting, Julius! Everything is coming together perfectly!” Her pale blue eyes sparkled like diamonds. 
 
    “That’s great, baby. I’m glad.” Julius was trying to figure out the best way to address his concerns about their exploration of Molonga, especially in light of his wife’s obvious enthusiasm. “I… uh…” 
 
    “Although,” she quietly interrupted him, casting a furtive glance toward where Mr. Albert sat, “I don’t understand how he could know so much about the Molongans.” Her voice was little more than a whisper. “I mean, they are supposed to be an undiscovered tribe. And yet, he’s a fount of knowledge about them. It’s almost like…” She stopped. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Like he’s been there. Like he’s met them or something. But I just don’t see how that’s possible. Do you?” 
 
    It was now Julius’s turn to ensure that he wouldn’t be overheard. He rose slightly in his seat until he could see Frank at the front of the plane. As expected, he had passed out while pestering the two young stewardesses and now lay sprawled across three seats. His two intended victims had moved away from him and were talking quietly with one another in the corner. From the looks on her faces, he could see they were relieved that they no longer had to fend off his unwanted sexual advances. 
 
    “Actually,” Julius began as his took his seat again, “Frank just told me a very interesting story…” 
 
    Natalia held his hand and stared at him in rapt attention that soon gave way to open-mouthed astonishment as he related the strange tale to her. From time to time, she stopped his narrative to pose a series of questions, most of which he was unable to answer. When his story was finished, she shook her head in disbelief. 
 
    “Poor Mr. Albert,” was the first thing out of her mouth, catching Julius completely by surprise.  
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “I said ‘poor Mr. Albert’. Just think, the poor man lost his eye and all his friends on that expedition. I’m sure it’s difficult for him, living with that. You know, ‘survivor’s guilt’ and all that. He must be very sad.”  
 
    Sad? Contrary to what Julius had hoped, Natalia hadn’t focused on the possible dangers of their endeavor at all, choosing instead to feel sorry for their one-eyed guide. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” said Julius. “I suppose he is.”  
 
    “And now, to be going back there, to that place where he knew so much horror and grief. It’s bound to be hard on him.” 
 
    The tenderness and empathy in her voice made him feel a slight twinge of guilt that he hadn’t considered the matter from Mr. Albert’s point of view. She was right of course. Returning to the scene of the failed expedition couldn’t be easy for the man. Nonetheless, it was impossible for him not to feel like his wife was missing the real point here. What was to keep them from suffering the same fate? 
 
    “But the Molongans. Talia, honey, aren’t you worried about our safety?” he tried again. “They’re obviously violent. I mean, from the sound of it, those men were killed by the natives. Don’t you think it’s likely that they’ll do the same to us?” 
 
    Talia thought for a long moment, tapping her lip with her index finger. Then, she shook her head slowly. “No. I don’t think so. Not really.” 
 
    “Honestly? Because I’m not so thrilled about our chances after hearing what Frank had to say. Why do you think we’ll have better luck than the Dewey group?” 
 
    “Well, as you know, most human conflicts are the result of miscommunication. The Molongans somehow felt threatened by the delegation from Dewey. There had to have been something there that triggered them. Someone said or did something. I need to find out what it was, so that we can avoid what happened last time. Now that I know about the other expedition, I can ask Mr. Albert about a few things that may help us in that regard.” 
 
    She went on to explain her planned approach when meeting the Molongans in such detail that Julius’s mind was soon wandering. A few minutes later, he felt his eyelids begin to droop when Talia shifted to an analysis of the language itself. As his wife began to expound upon the Molongans’ unorthodox use of the genitive case, he lost his battle with the sandman and drifted off to a deep and dreamless slumber somewhere around the 15th parallel. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    24 hours later, Julius was thoroughly tired of changing planes. By the time they boarded the final aircraft on a decaying little jungle strip south of the equator, he no longer cared what kind of plane it was or who was flying it or even whether the damned thing had seats at all, just as long as his ordeal came to an end. 
 
    The farther south they got, the more ramshackle and overgrown the “airports” they landed at had been, and in that regard, their last stop did not disappoint. A narrow band of split and broken asphalt flung haphazardly into the vast, verdant expanse of the African jungle, the decaying little airstrip was rapidly losing its fight against the encroaching vegetation, with strips of tropical grass and weeds reaching far out into the cracks of the runway and a rank mat of thick vines covering one whole side of the rusty Quonset hut that served as the airport’s terminal. 
 
    The main building was manned by an impressively overweight woman with a jumbled, confusing hairdo that towered ominously above her wrinkled black countenance like a storm cloud above the Serengeti. The door was guarded by a graying old dog that lay stubbornly across the threshold, refusing to move when they entered and looking more dead than alive. 
 
    Their means of conveyance on this last leg of their trip, was a rickety old DC-3 that was badly in need of a paint job. Baking on the tarmac beneath the hot tropical sun, the corroded old wreck had once seen service during the Second World War, when it was used to drop paratroopers into occupied France on D-Day. After that, it had been sold off as surplus and eventually found its way into equatorial Africa, where it had done hard duty for seventy some years under a dozen different owners, hauling everything from contraband to livestock to mail to human passengers.  
 
    The current owners of the plane had one thing in common with all of the previous owners, they had absolutely no extra money for preventive maintenance. If something broke, they fixed it. Otherwise, they left well enough alone. To put it mildly, the tattered DC-3 that the team boarded that day was in deplorable shape. 
 
    The pilot and co-pilot also served as the plane’s ground crew and mechanics. Sitting in the narrow crescent of shade cast by the Quonset hut, the professor watched from beneath the wide brim of his hat as they refueled the ancient bird with a rusty old hand pump thrust into a dented fuel drum. When they were finished, they rolled the empty drum into the tall grass beside the landing strip, where they left it as they began their pre-flight inspection. 
 
    Both of the men making a half-hearted survey of their twin-engine craft were tall and thin, with weathered ebony faces that reminded Julius of prunes left on a park bench. From what he could see through the heat waves curling up off the hot asphalt, they could have been anywhere between 35 and 65 years of age. Both wore stained, tattered leather flying jackets and mirrored aviators’ sunglasses that made it impossible to see where they were looking, though Julius suspected that they, like practically every other male he had met recently, were looking at his leggy young wife. 
 
    In this case, Julius mused, it might actually prove beneficial that the two fliers had eyes for his beautiful Bulgarian bride. It would make it much more likely that they would agree to the special request the crew had for them. 
 
    On the trip down the continent, Mr. Albert had made a suggestion that everyone on the team had immediately recognized as not only sensible, but bordering on essential. Why, he had asked, didn’t they make a flyover of the island on their way past in order to get the lay of the land before they made their boat trip to Molonga?  
 
    It was an idea so utterly obvious that Julius was embarrassed not to have thought of it himself. The seaport they were headed for, where they would embark on the boat that would take them to Molonga was actually farther south than the island itself. So, in essence, they were going that direction anyway. It would only require a slight course correction to allow the plane to pass over the island itself. And the four of them were the only passengers on board, so the change would inconvenience no one. 
 
    A flyover would make it infinitely easier to orient themselves. Sure, they had all seen the satellite imagery of the island, but one could only glean so much information from a static, overhead shot. Actually being there, physically flying over the terrain would be so much more helpful.  
 
    Everyone had agreed immediately, even the taciturn and hung-over Frank. And since it quickly became apparent that there was not a single soul at the airport who spoke more than a few words of basic English, the question of who should make the suggestion to the pilots came down to Mr. Albert or Natalia. It took about 5 seconds for everyone to decide that she would be the better choice. 
 
    Now, Julius watched his wife step out onto the blazing tarmac, headed with determined steps toward the large tail of the DC-3, where the pilots were engaged in a heated debate about some aspect of the plane’s rudder. She was wearing the convertible pants she had purchased for the trip, having long since unzipped the legs and stowed them in her luggage. In spite of their utilitarian cut, the shorts perfectly accentuated the curve of her hips, caressing the twin globes of her ass cheeks like a fresh coat of paint as she sashayed over the asphalt atop her impossibly long legs. 
 
    The humid, oppressive heat of the equatorial jungle had also persuaded Natalia to change into one of the plain, white tanktops she had brought along. Her original intent had been to use them for sleeping, but as air conditioning became more and more scarce, she had quickly realized that they were the coolest article of clothing she had brought with her. 
 
    To Julius’s delight, Talia had also dispensed with the bra she usually wore. “It’s just too hot,” she had said by way of apology. Unfettered by its constraining influence, her heavy breasts jiggled delightfully with each step she took.  
 
    Her nipples were apparent through the thin cotton fabric, and the professor had the sneaking suspicion that they would be more so once she began to perspire. But he kept this concern to himself, deriving a secret thrill from the thought of her inadvertently displaying her pointy little nipples to the others.  
 
    The two African pilots forgot all about the rudder when they realized that this dark-haired white woman was heading in their direction. Their leathery, expressionless faces immediately adopted wide, friendly grins. Behind their mirrored sunglasses, the professor had little doubt that both of them were staring in unabashed appreciation at his wife’s big titties as they wobbled delectably toward them. 
 
    Watching her talk to them, Julius felt that now-familiar tingling in his nether regions. With her long, bare legs tucked into a surprisingly sexy pair of hiking boots and her skintight top stretched over the most magnificent set of tits, she looked like a porn star. He could only imagine the sort of thoughts running through the heads of the pilots as they listened to her request with their eyes glued to her ample chest. Oh, the things they would like to do to this shapely white girl. As inconspicuously as possible, Julius shifted his growing erection into a more comfortable position. 
 
    She had them eating out of the palm of her hand. They were too far away for him to hear anything but the occasional word, and that was in a language he didn’t speak. Nevertheless, Julius could see that they would be amenable to just about any suggestion she might make. Sure enough, when Natalia was finished speaking, they nodded enthusiastically, flashing her a pair of brilliant white smiles.  
 
    Talia returned their smiles and gave them a cute little wave before turning toward the terminal. It came as no surprise to him that the pilots didn’t immediately return to their preflight inspection, choosing instead to stand and stare at his wife’s well-formed backside as she made her way back to where her husband sat next to the tin building. The grins on their faces were proof enough that they liked what they saw, and Julius felt a swell of pride at their open admiration of her cute little ass.  
 
    The sudden image of the two men fucking his naked wife from both ends brought a secret smile to his face. This time, instead of banning the idea from his mind, he let it play out, savoring the thought of his pale young wife on all fours between the two black pilots. God, she would look beautiful, with her big tits jiggling as they took turns fucking her. 
 
    The professor was beginning to come to terms with this new fetish of his. In fact, he was really starting to enjoy it, even to embrace it. At heart, Julius was a scientist, so he had applied his deductive skills to the matter. Once he had analyzed the problem rationally, his new urges frightened him less.  
 
    Upon careful reflection, he had decided that this secret little fantasy of his was nothing more than a quirky little fascination, an obsession that had become stuck in his head like a catchy tune on the radio. And he reasoned that this obsession would likely pass, once he got bored with it.  
 
    Maybe he shouldn’t fight it so hard, he considered. Maybe he should just let his imagination go where it wanted. That way, he would more quickly tire of this new fascination, and his mind would turn automatically to other matters. The more he considered the matter, the more logical it seemed, and the more certain he was that this was the correct course of action. 
 
    He told himself that it was nothing more than a harmless bit of fun. After all, it wasn’t like anything was actually going to happen. This was just a little mental game he played, imagining his innocent young wife being ravaged by other men. In a way, it wasn’t much different than picturing yourself as a cowboy or an astronaut. Not really. What was the harm in that?  
 
    Everyone fantasized about crazy and impossible things, he told himself. Didn’t they? It was the mind’s way of exploring different possibilities without incurring the risks involved. Take horror movies, for instance. People liked to watch them. They liked to be frightened out of their wits, to let their minds go to dark and impossible places, to explore depraved and obscene acts. It didn’t mean that they actually wanted those things to happen. 
 
    No doubt his recent fixation on his wife being unfaithful was something very similar. Most likely, imagining her in the arms of another man was nothing more than an eroticization of his underlying fears. A sort of sexual Stockholm syndrome, where the mind convinced itself that the thing it dreaded was in some way pleasurable and desirable. 
 
    His logical, scientific brain reasoned that the crazy images that popped into his head didn’t mean that he was a pervert or some kind of freak. He was just a normal, average man with a healthy, active imagination. But his primitive animal brain just thought that it was kind of fun, imagining his big-titted wife as a wanton slut! 
 
    The only thing that put a damper on his newfound enthusiasm for his perverted little indulgence was his instinctual need to keep that part of himself hidden from Natalia. Deep down, some part of him reflexively balked at the idea of sharing his secret fantasy with her. It wasn’t that he hadn’t considered telling her. He had. Normally, the two of them shared everything. But in this case, he had absolutely no idea how she would react. 
 
    Natalia was no prude. That wasn’t even a question. She had always been an energetic and openminded lover, willing to try anything and unapologetic for her own carnal desires. But this was different. This was beyond what society termed “normal”, and though he trusted his wife implicitly, Professor Stevenson couldn’t help but picture her shocked and horrified face when he told her that he was having fantasies of her being fucked by other men.  
 
    The knowledge that her husband thought about her in that way might hurt her, make her feel like he didn’t love her, when nothing could be further from the truth. No. He couldn’t do that to her. He wouldn’t do that to her. And so, for the time being at least, he had decided not to say anything to her. 
 
    “Whatcha thinking about?” Natalia said, tearing Julius from his thoughts. 
 
    “What? Oh, nothing. Just resting.” 
 
    “Well, they’re in,” she said. “They’ve agreed.” 
 
    With the naughty image of his wife being spitroasted by the two pilots still fresh in his head, it took a split second for Julius’s dirty mind to switch gears. It wasn’t a threesome the two men had agreed to, he quickly realized, but a flyover of the island of Molonga. 
 
    “That’s good,” he said. 
 
    He took the fedora from his head and mopped the sweat from his forehead with his handkerchief and gestured toward the tarmac, where the still-grinning pilots had resumed their inspection of the faded DC-3. 
 
    “What do you think of our ride?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s a bloody menace,” growled a voice beside him. 
 
    He whipped his head around to find that Mr. Albert had quietly joined them. The black man stood behind him and off to one side with an enormous duffel bag in one hand, staring at the aircraft with all the distaste his single eye could muster. 
 
    “Just like every other bird in this godforsaken part of the world,” he continued. “A death trap with wings. It’s been that way as long as I can remember. What the west doesn’t want makes its way down here to die.” 
 
    Julius had no reply to their new companion’s sudden monologue on the state of sub-Saharan aviation. Even though he wasn’t a superstitious man, he wasn’t sure he liked Mr. Albert using the word “die” in conjunction with the machine they would soon be boarding. 
 
    “But what the hell,” Mr. Albert shrugged with a wry smirk. “I’ve ridden on a hundred of the creaking heaps and I’m still here. Chances are, this one will get us to our destination in one piece too.” 
 
    Without waiting for a reply, he slung his bag over a broad shoulder and stalked out into the sun in the direction of the airplane. 
 
    “Come on, geniuses,” Frank said as he hurried past them, sweating under the weight of his own bags. “Are you two waiting for engraved invitations?” 
 
    Julius smiled dutifully at his ill-natured joke and put his hat back on his head, stalling until the fat man was out of earshot. When he was satisfied he wouldn’t be heard, he turned back to Natalia. “Have you talked to Mr. Albert about Dewey’s secret trip to Molonga?”. 
 
    “Yes. He told me the same story you got from Frank. Although, I’m sure with fewer expletives.” 
 
    “Did you find out anything useful?” 
 
    “A few things. Quite a few, really. But I still don’t really understand just what happened to make the Molongans turn violent.” 
 
    “Mr. Albert didn’t have any insight into what went wrong?” 
 
    “Actually, that’s just it. I get the impression he knows exactly what happened.” 
 
    “But he’s not talking,” Julius furnished. “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Sometimes, it feels like he wants to tell me, but then he stops short and changes the subject. I don’t know if it’s out of loyalty to the company or shame for what happened. Maybe the whole episode was just too traumatic for him to relive. But he doesn’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “Hmm. So, where does that leave us? You think we should still proceed?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Talia. It seems pretty risky, all things considered.” 
 
    “I agree that there is an element of risk, but if we don’t go, we’re through. Our jobs at the university, our professional reputations. We’ll forever be known as the bigmouths who mounted an expedition to one of the last undiscovered civilizations on earth and then chickened out at the last minute.” 
 
    She was right. Julius knew she was. If they went home now with their tails between their legs, no one would care about their reasons. What proof could they offer, anyway? A rumor about a secret group of corporate explorers being murdered on the island? Something so implausible could scarcely be considered more than a pitiful excuse by any outsider. No. Talia was right. They had to go. 
 
    “Besides,” Talia added, “no one would remember the name of Captain Cook if he had just played it safe.” 
 
    “You do realize that Captain Cook was killed by the natives, right?” 
 
    “Okay, bad example. But you know what I mean, don’t you?” 
 
    He chuckled, “Sure, baby! I know what you mean. So, I guess this means we’re going?” 
 
    “Nothing ventured, nothing gained. Fortes fortuna iuvat!”  
 
    She did that all the time. Natalia seemed to forget that not everyone was a gifted polyglot like herself. In this case, however, Julius’s high school Latin was sufficient for him to take her meaning. 
 
    “Fortune favors the bold,” he nodded. “Maybe it does. All right, then. Let’s grab our bags and board the plane.” 
 
    The professor got to his feet and slapped the dust from his thighs. According to his watch, they should reach Molonga just before sundown if everything went right.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Nothing went right. From the time their airplane took off, it seemed that the fates were against them. First, there was a headwind, slowing their southward progress to a crawling pace that had Julius stealing anxious glances at his wristwatch every minute or so. Damn it! he swore to himself. If this kept up, it would be dark by the time they made their flyover of the island. 
 
    Then, as they were finally nearing Molonga and had swung out over the ocean in the fading twilight, a sudden storm appeared out of nowhere. Julius had unbuckled so that he could lean forward and press his face to the window, eager for a glimpse of the thin line of green on the horizon when the storm hit. The professor was struggling to fasten his seatbelt when the small plane was hammered by a surge of turbulence that rattled his teeth.  
 
    In an instant, the storm blacked out the sun and strong winds howled against the metal skin of the DC-3 with an eerie, banshee-like sound. The small plane was rocked from side to side like a child’s seesaw amidst the boiling clouds. A bolt of lightning split the heavens and lit up tattered seats that lined the narrow cabin, followed immediately by a deafening clap of thunder so loud that it drowned out the sound of the engines. The buckle of the seatbelt slipped out of Julius’s hands and he had to cling to the wobbly armrest to keep himself in his seat.  
 
    The co-pilot swept aside the curtain that served as the only partition between the cockpit and the cabin. Wide-eyed and agitated, he fired off a string of words in a voice that was shrill and choked with emotion. Julius understood nothing of what he said, but his body language was clear: they were in trouble. 
 
    “He says that we’re going to descend. They’re hoping to fly under the storm so that…” 
 
    At that moment, a massive bolt of lightning hit the starboard engine. Julius was seated next to the window, and the flash it made was so brilliant that he couldn’t see anything for several seconds. When his vision cleared, he was horrified to find a gaping black hole in the wing where the engine had been just a few seconds before. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” the anthropologist groaned. He didn’t need to be an aeronautical engineer to know that the airplane was doomed. 
 
    The stricken plane flew on as though nothing had happened for a few seconds, then began to yaw sickeningly to the right. A sharp thud ran through the airframe, and the DC-3 rolled onto its side and began to lose altitude at an ever-increasing pace. Julius abandoned his search for the lost seatbelt buckle in the crazily tilted cabin and held desperately onto both armrests to keep from falling all the way to the cockpit. 
 
    “Julius!” Natalia shouted next to him. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Hold on, Talia!” he said through gritted teeth. “We’re going down!” 
 
    Another series of vibrations shook the fuselage and a loose piece of luggage careened off the side of Julius’s skull before skittering away down the wall, which at that point was facing downwards. The hair on the back of his neck stood on end as his ears were assaulted by what he thought was a woman’s high-pitched scream, followed by another and another.  
 
    To his astonishment, when he looked at his wife, her mouth was clamped shut in a stern grimace. It wasn’t until he turned his head the other direction that he realized the impossibly shrill sounds were coming from Frank. The panic-stricken shrieks of the fat man sitting across the aisle from him lent an additional level of horror to the already ghastly situation. 
 
    They seemed to fall forever, plummeting like a stone through the night sky as the thunder crashed around them. All the while, the plane rocked and bucked like an angry colt as the two pilots struggled valiantly with the controls. After what seemed like an eternity, they succeeded in righting the plane, but the nauseating feeling of rapid descent remained. His ears felt like they would explode as the air pressure changed dramatically with each passing second. 
 
    Another bolt of lightning turned the inky blackness to brilliant day and Julius was surprised to see a distant rocky crag topped by a dark line of trees rising to meet them through the windscreen of the DC-3. At least they wouldn’t be going down in the ocean, some dispassionate part of his brain said. A split second later, the scene was gone, swallowed once again by the darkness. 
 
    What he had seen in that moment of illumination did not bode well for them. Their steep angle of attack was not survivable. Of that, he was utterly certain. If they hit the ground at that angle, everyone on board would be killed instantly. There could be absolutely no question about it. It was simple physics. 
 
    In spite of this fatalistic assessment, Julius felt no fear. His brain seemed to analyze everything around him with a sort of cold detachment. He knew they were going to die and that there was nothing he could do to change that fact, but he was not afraid. 
 
    In the next flash of lightning, he could see the two men hauling back on the yokes in unison in a last-ditch attempt to pull the plane out of its dive. Perhaps it was his imagination, or just wishful thinking, but watching them struggle, Julius thought he could detect a change in the aircraft’s pitch. It was slight at first, but after a few seconds, they no longer seemed to be pointed so hopelessly downwards.  
 
    Then, a pocket of turbulence buffeted the plane, and its nose pitched sharply upwards. Julius felt the G-forces press him down into the seat cushions, and for the first time since the bolt of lightning had destroyed the engine, he felt a faint glimmer of hope. Maybe they weren’t going to die. Maybe the pilots would be able to put them down in a clearing or something. 
 
    Talia’s hand found his in the darkness and squeezed tightly. Natalia. Glancing to the side, he saw her finely featured profile against the lightning flashes of the storm. Suddenly, Julius was very much afraid. 
 
    He opened his mouth, not knowing what he was going to say to her, but before he could speak, there was a tremendous crash. A section of the roof in front of him tore away with a loud screech, letting in a deluge of rainwater. A spray of broken leaves and twigs raced through the open fuselage. Then another, more powerful crash tore Julius’s hand from his wife’s, and he was flying through the air, hurtling headlong through the darkness above the jumbled seats. 
 
    He saw the curved aluminum bulkhead behind which the pilots sat just a millisecond before he hit it. A cloud of stars burst before his eyes, and he both heard and felt his right leg snap. Then, everything went black. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Julius was soaked to the bone when he awakened. He blinked the rain from his eyes, trying in vain to see in the darkness that surrounded him. It took him a second to remember where he was. 
 
    The storm still raging above drowned out all other noises, save a faint groaning sound from somewhere behind him. He was lying on his back with his head on the cold, bare aluminum plating of the aisle, looking up at the angry sky. The wreckage of one of the plane’s seats, dislodged in the crash, was poking agonizingly into the tender skin beneath one of his shoulder blades. 
 
    His first attempt to move brought a searing stab of pain from his injured leg that knocked the wind from his lungs. His leg. He had forgotten about that. Gritting his teeth, he tried to move again and managed to pull himself into a sitting position before a wave of nausea caused him to vomit. 
 
    Julius wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and began to pull himself painfully down the debris-strewn aisle. He had to find Natalia, to make sure she was safe. “Natalia!” he called. There was no answer. “Natalia!” 
 
    He reached out in the darkness, searching for another handhold and felt a seat frame. Taking a deep breath, he heaved with all his might and dragged himself another foot. When he pulled again, his broken leg thumped hard against something, and he lost consciousness again. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When Julius came to again, he was no longer in the airplane. The rain had stopped, and the sun was just peaking over the horizon. Already, it was sweltering. Looking around, he was surprised to find himself propped against a large tree. There was a small fire burning in front of him and his broken leg had been carefully set and splinted. Another bandage encircled his aching head. 
 
    He was sick. Sicker than he could ever remember being. A river of sweat dripped continuously from beneath the bandage to sting his eyes. His stomach churned unhappily, and his throbbing head felt like it was under water. In spite of the heat, he shivered with chill and his hands trembled violently. All of these things, taken together with the general fogginess of his usually razor-sharp mind, told the professor that he had a serious fever. 
 
    His shaky fingers touched the swollen flesh of his leg. It was hot to the touch. It also ached abominably. How long had he been unconscious? he wondered. Where exactly was he? And who had set his broken leg? It was so hard to think. 
 
    He hoped beyond hope that it had been Natalia but judging by the expert nature of the dressings on his leg, he knew that it was unlikely. His wife had many talents, but so far as he knew, stabilizing bone fractures in the field was not one of them. 
 
    He turned his head, searching the thick foliage that surrounded him for his rescuer, but his eyes found nothing but an impenetrable wall of green. “Hello!” he called out. “Is anyone there?” His voice croaked with disuse. 
 
    “Shhh! Quiet, you fuckin’ idiot!” a shrill and angry voice hissed from somewhere to his left. “Do you want the goddamned Molongans to find us?” 
 
    When Julius brought his head back around the other direction, Frank stepped out of the underbrush. He’d apparently been hiding. 
 
    “We… we’re on Molonga?” Julius asked rhetorically. “Natalia! Where is my wife?” 
 
    “Shhh! Damn it! Keep your voice down! You’re tougher’n you look, professor. Shit, I didn’t think you’d regain consciousness. Your little wife’s just fine, which is more than I can say for you. She’s off helping that one-eyed bastard, Mr. Albert.” 
 
    “Helping him? Helping him do what?” 
 
    “Oh, some bullshit about giving those two pilots a ‘proper burial’. Sheesh!” The fat man shook his head.  
 
    “They… they’re dead?” Julius hadn’t really known the two pilots, but the news of their deaths saddened him. It was hard to wrap his mind around. Like everything around him, it just didn’t seem real. 
 
    “Yeah. They’re dead, all right. Either that or really, really sleepy. And those two knuckleheads are back there holding a memorial service or something. Fuck those guys, I say. Let ‘em rot. Dead is dead, and shoveling dirt over them won’t change a thing. It damn sure as fuck aint worth risking getting caught by the Molongans.” 
 
    Julius tried to focus through the haze of his feverish brain. Why was Urbs suddenly so concerned about the Molongans? On the plane, he hadn’t seemed worried at all. 
 
    “You think they’re dangerous?” he asked. “That the Molongans might hurt us?” 
 
    “Fuck yes, I think those little black bastards are dangerous! They’re murdering fucks, is what they are. I told you about the last expedition.” 
 
    “But, then… why did you agree to come along with us? Just the four of us?” 
 
    “Pfft! Listen to you! ‘Just the four of us’!” Frank sneered, mimicking Julius. “Because it was never supposed to be ‘just the four of us’, you genius. Do I look like some brainless, suicidal hero to you? Fuuuck!  
 
    “The Dewey Conglomerate had a team of 50 mercenaries waiting for us on that boat we missed. We were going in hot with enough firepower to blast those ignorant natives to kingdom come. And then, we were going to get what we came for!” 
 
    Julius blinked stupidly, trying in vain to understand what Frank was telling him. It made no sense to him. His head felt like it weighed a ton. Maybe if he just closed his eyes for a second… 
 
    From time to time, faint gray shadows moved in the spinning darkness that existed just beyond his eyelids. They murmured and whispered to one another, their words meaningless to him. He tried to speak to them but couldn’t tell if the words got out or whether they stayed in his mind. He had a vague feeling that Natalia was there, but he couldn’t be sure. Time and again, Julius tried to open his eyes, but they seemed to be made of pure lead. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was dark again when Julius heard his wife’s voice. This time, the words she spoke were clear and intelligible, though it took effort on his part to focus on the meaning. 
 
    “I’m worried about him,” she said. “He’s been drifting in and out of consciousness for two days now.” 
 
    Julius let his eyes fall closed again. Keeping them open seemed like too much effort. He was content just to lie there and listen to the soothing sound of her voice. 
 
    “I know. I am, too. He needs a doctor. I think he has malaria, or maybe yellow fever. I’m not sure. He definitely has a concussion, and his leg… broken for sure. It’s not good.”  
 
    Julius recognized this other voice. He had heard it before, he was sure. Still, it took him a moment to put his finger on just who was speaking. Mr. Albert. Frank’s one-eyed associate. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” Natalia asked. Her voice was filled with emotion, and even though he couldn’t see her face clearly, Julius could tell that she was on the verge of tears. 
 
    “Hey. Hey. It’s okay. It’s going to be all right. Come here.” 
 
    The professor heard his wife sniffling, heard her begin to sob. Then her sobs were muffled, almost as if she were crying on someone’s shoulder. Julius’s eyes popped open. 
 
    Across the clearing, he saw two figures in the flickering firelight. A tall black man with his arms wrapped around a bare-legged white woman. It was Mr. Albert and his wife, Natalia. On the ground nearby, Frank was snoring loudly. 
 
    “Tomorrow, I’ll go for help. We can’t be more than ten kilometers from the coast. Maybe I can signal a passing ship or a plane. I’m certain someone is looking for us by now.” 
 
    “But what if they’re not. Our plane wasn’t supposed to be anywhere near Molonga. What if they are looking in the wrong place. What if there is no one there when you get to the coast?” Natalia asked.  
 
    She fired her questions at him in a quick barrage, scarcely pausing for breath, let alone leaving him time to answer. It was something she did when she was excited or worried. Julius suspected she was both at that moment. 
 
    She had stopped crying but hadn’t stepped away from the man who had comforted her. Julius watched them from the shadows through half-closed eyes. It dawned on him suddenly that they still thought he was unconscious. 
 
    “Then, I’ll do what I did last time,” Mr. Albert said. “I’ll build a raft and make my way out into the shipping lane. Someone will see me.” 
 
    “But that could take a long time,” Natalia protested. “Julius needs a doctor now.” She slipped from the black man’s embrace and stepped forward toward the campfire. She crossed her arms and stood looking at where he lay in the shadows. “If anything happens to him…” 
 
    “I’ll do what I can. I promise. I’ll get help for your husband. You can count on me, Talia. In the meantime, you’ll have to keep him hydrated. I showed you some of the edible fruits and berries. That should get you through until I return.” 
 
    “But what about the natives? The Molongans. What if they find us?” 
 
    Julius could hear the raw fear in her voice, and in his weakened, feverish state, it sent a tremor of dread through him. 
 
    “I haven’t found any sign of them in the vicinity. And we’re a good five kilometers from the crash site.” 
 
    “But if they do find us?” Talia pressed. She gestured derisively toward the sleeping man at her feet. “I doubt Frank will be much help.” 
 
    “No,” Mr. Albert chuckled softly, but there was no humor in his voice. “I think you’re probably right about that.” 
 
    “Well…?” 
 
     “Remember what I told you. About Tara’ana. I really think it’s your best shot. Other than that, you know their language. Talk to them. Try to reason with them. Use what I told you and do whatever it takes to stay alive. I’ll be back with help. Just stay alive.” 
 
    Julius had no earthly idea what Mr. Albert was talking about. What the hell was a Tara’ana? Probably one of the tropical fruits he had mentioned earlier, the professor decided.  
 
    Natalia was silent for a long time, staring into the dying flames of the campfire. 
 
    Mr. Albert moved closer to her, laying a hand on her shoulder. “Promise me, Talia. Promise me that you’ll do what it takes to stay safe.”  
 
    Julius’s breath caught in his throat at the sight of the one-eyed man touching his wife, made all the more poignant when the mercenary used the shortened form of her name. It might have been his mind playing tricks on him, but there seemed to be a new familiarity to their interaction. Despite the circumstances, he found it vaguely exciting. 
 
     “Okay,” she nodded, crossing her arms in front of her. She looked so vulnerable. “What time will you leave?” 
 
    “Sunup. Or just before. I don’t want anyone to see me and trace me back to this camp.”  
 
    It was getting hard to stay awake. Julius could feel himself slipping back into sleep, the darkness closing in on him, beckoning him. His head was pounding again, hurting almost as badly as his legs. Just before he faded back to unconsciousness, he heard his wife speak again and her words seemed to have a tender ring to them, full of hidden meaning. Like words whispered between lovers. 
 
    “Be careful, Victor. Come back to us.” 
 
    In his half-conscious, semi-delirious state, he nearly missed it. Victor. Mr. Albert had revealed his first name to Natalia. What did that mean? As sleep took him, he immediately plunged into the most vivid and detailed dream he had ever experienced. 
 
    It was his now-familiar fantasy, but so much more. Natalia in the arms of another man. Mr. Albert this time. His fevered brain fed off what he had seen in the glow of the firelight but twisting and distorting the scene to conjure images more fantastical and erotic than any his conscious mind could ever fashion. 
 
    In his sweet delirium, he saw them embracing in the selfsame jungle clearing where he now lay, just as they had a few minutes earlier. Only now, they both stood naked in the soft illumination provided by the campfire. 
 
    In a scene fraught with erotic agony, he watched Mr. Albert’s powerful black hands seize ahold of his pale wife. He pulled her beautiful white body hungrily to him and bent his lips to hers, and Natalia melted into his arms. Their kiss was wet and sloppy, driving Julius insane with jealousy. 
 
    “Oh, Victor,” she breathed when he allowed her to come up for air. “Take me. Take me now!” 
 
    And take her he did.  
 
    With a growl of the purest animal passion, the one-eyed black man put his hands on Natalia’s slender shoulders and pushed her to her knees on the carpet of grass that lined the clearing. Staring up at him, her pale blue eyes gleamed in anticipation as he lifted his heavy cock and pressed the plum-sized head to her waiting lips. 
 
    “Get me ready,” he rumbled. 
 
    Without a word of protest, Natalia opened her mouth and flicked her tongue across his glans, then dove on his oversized member. Her lips stretched tightly around the thick shaft as she struggled to take him inside her mouth. Both her hands came up to cup his enormous balls, and she bobbed rapidly on him. 
 
    “That’s it. Show Victor how much you want this black cock.” He glared defiantly down at her with his single eye, daring her to disobey. 
 
    Julius expected his wife to balk at the man’s crude words, but they seemed instead to spur her on. She began to suck him with even more vigor, relaxing her throat and swallowing his impossible length all the way to the root. Julius groaned in his dream and reached for his own dick, now hard as steel between his legs. 
 
    Mr. Albert had had enough of foreplay. He pulled Talia off his cock, which was now fully hard and even larger than before. To Julius, it looked like the man had a third leg growing out of his crotch. 
 
    Victor’s hands brought Natalia to her feet and spun her around, pressing her against a fallen tree trunk as he stepped up behind her. Her face was toward Julius, and he saw with painfully intense clarity the moment the big mercenary pressed his outrageous penis inside his wife. Natalia’s jaw fell open and her eyelids shot up in an expression midway between ecstasy and terror.  
 
    “Oh my God,” his wife screamed. 
 
    She pushed back at him, rolling her hips to take more of his length inside her. Her legs trembled as the big black man hit bottom, then began to saw his big cock in and out of her tight little pussy. Julius had never seen her look so beautiful. He stroked his cock as he watched her being taken, unable to tear his eyes from the perverse scene playing out before him. 
 
    “Look at me,” Natalia suddenly said. 
 
    Julius nearly fainted when he realized she was talking to him. Could they see him? 
 
    “Look at me, husband,” she said, and a taunting sneer curled the corners of her mouth. “Look at your wife, being fucked by another man. Is that what you want?” 
 
    The scene shifted, and they were on the beach, surrounded by hundreds of Molongans wearing fearsome masks, each armed with a long spear. They watched the scene before them with keen interest. Natalia was on all fours in the sand. Her large, heavy tits swung back and forth like pendulums with each of Mr. Albert’s solid thrusts. 
 
    “You never answered, baby,” she smiled sweetly. “Is this what you want?” 
 
    “I… I… Yes. Yes! Yes! It is what I want! I want to watch him fuck you!” 
 
    “Show me. Show me how hard it makes your little dick to watch him fuck me with his big black cock!” 
 
    “My little…?” Julius was confused. Natalia had never expressed any dissatisfaction with his size. He looked down and was astonished to see that his cock, though hard as glass was about the size of a cocktail wiener. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” His wife’s cries of pleasure rang in his ears as he stared in disbelief at his shrunken manhood. “That’s it Victor, cum in me!” 
 
    “Yes!” he heard his voice shout reflexively. “Cum in my wife!” 
 
    As soon as the words left his lips, his tiny dick began to jerk and spit, emptying his balls on the grass beneath him. He looked up to find his wife smiling knowingly at him. Behind her, the battle-scarred Mr. Albert strained and grunted as he filled her with his seed. 
 
    When he was finished, Victor stumbled backwards, gasping for breath. The Molongans surged forwards, knocking Julius sprawling in the sand and trampling him as they rushed to take their turns with his wife. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Mr. Albert had been gone for three days when the survivors’ camp was discovered by the Molongans. 
 
    It had been one of Julius’s better days. After days of intermittent delirium and nights of fitful sleep, he had awoken just before dawn with a relatively clear head. His leg seemed a little better that day, perhaps not as swollen as it had been. The pain seemed to have diminished as well. 
 
    At sunrise, Natalia had left him, resting comfortably, to bring fresh water from a stream about a hundred yards east of them and hopefully collect some fruit on the way. True to form, Frank stayed in camp, preferring to let her do the dirty work. 
 
    If he had been unpleasant before the crash, he was positively revolting now. As foulmouthed as ever, he had now adopted an attitude of perpetual insolence, berating his two companions at every turn, as though his physical discomfort were somehow their fault. Julius was glad Natalia was there. He had little doubt that the unsavory lout would have simply let him die if the matter had been left up to him. 
 
    Without another able-bodied man about to keep him in check, Frank’s tyranny had expanded to include their food and water. He took first pick of whatever fruits and berries Talia collected, leaving them to share what was left. Julius was in no condition to do anything about it, lapsing in and out of consciousness as the fever ran its course. 
 
    When he heard the first twig snap in the thick underbrush, Julius assumed it was one of the many animals they had seen. When it happened again, he took notice. At the third snap, he realized that the forest birds had ceased their singing. Something was out there, just out of sight in the thick foliage. 
 
    There was a soft thud, and Julius looked at Frank. The fat man was sitting on a log opposite him, eating an overripe banana that Natalia had brought in yesterday. In an instant, Julius knew that he had heard it too. The banana was forgotten now hovering in midair before his still-open mouth, as his ears strained to make sense of the odd sounds. A trickle of sweat snaked its way down his puffy face, and the professor could read the fear and apprehension in his expression. 
 
    Suddenly, two large black men stepped into the clearing between them. They were naked, or nearly so. Barefooted and glistening with perspiration, they carried long wooden spears, tipped with wicked-looking iron spearheads. Their freshly whetted edges gleamed threateningly in the broken light of the clearing.  
 
    Without so much as a second’s hesitation, Frank turned his back on the invalid professor and abandoned him to his fate. Screaming in pure terror, he lurched to his feet and ran headlong into the brush.  
 
    The baffled Julius stared after him in utter shock. He could hear the big man’s thick body crashing through the tangle of underbrush as he made his retreat, the sounds of breaking twigs and rending grass growing fainter by the second. So much for Frank’s help, he thought in disgust. Just then, a blood-curdling scream in the distance set Julius’s hair on end. An ominous silence followed. 
 
    His heart pounded like a jackhammer in his chest when Julius turned his eyes back to the two Molongans. He smiled in what he hoped was a friendly manner. 
 
    “Hello,” he said with a wave. 
 
    They looked at each other in wonderment and then back at him. The taller of the two began to speak in low, guttural tones, gesturing at intervals toward the tree where he sat. Julius, of course, understood nothing.  
 
    The man’s companion replied by shaking his head and jabbing his spear repeatedly heavenward. His words were a rapid-fire barrage of unintelligible noises, but he sounded angry. The look on his face also did nothing to allay the professor’s growing fears. 
 
    In what he was starting to recognize as his mind’s default coping mechanism in moments of extreme stress, Julius took a moment to study the two men more closely while he awaited the result of the Molongans’ parley. The anthropologist in him was fascinated by what he saw. 
 
    On second glance, his initial assessment of their attire proved correct. They truly were practically naked. In fact, the only articles of clothing that adorned the muscular bodies before him were two identical loincloths, so small that they barely managed to conceal their private parts. No doubt a result of the oppressive heat of the island, he told himself. 
 
     Heavy golden bands encircled their thick wrists, mirrored by similar bands around their ankles. Their hair was closely cropped, their heads encircled by intricately woven headbands to which a profusion of feathers had been attached in the most artful manner. 
 
    Both of the men were well-muscled, with broad shoulders and slender midsections that indicated a life of physical activity and good nutrition. Their bodies appeared wholly hairless, though whether this was due to some form of hair removal or was the result of their unique genetics, he could not be sure. It was an interesting matter that warranted further study. 
 
    A flicker of movement to his right drew his eyes and he saw that the remainder of the party had stepped into the clearing. A dozen warriors, each dressed like the first two, now ringed the little clearing, watching the proceedings with a keen curiosity. He noted with interest that they were all male and that all of them seemed as muscular and physically fit as the two he had been observing. Fascinating. 
 
    He also saw that they all wore the same golden bands around their wrists and ankles. Apparently, there was a goodly supply of gold on the island. Was that what the ill-natured Mr. Urbs had been talking about when he said that the Dewey Conglomerate was going to get what they came for in Molonga? Had all of this been about gold from the beginning? It certainly seemed likely. 
 
    The professor’s field study of the Molongans came to a sudden end when the more belligerent of the two men who had discovered him lowered his spear and pointed it menacingly at his chest. He spoke sharply over his shoulder to his companion without taking his eyes off Julius. The other man simply shrugged and uttered a one-word reply. 
 
    Julius didn’t need to understand their words to know what had happened. The more aggressive man had obviously argued for dispatching him immediately, whereas the other had apparently been against it. Unfortunately for him, the ‘ayes’ seemed to have carried the debate, and it looked like his death sentence was to be carried out immediately. 
 
    Julius watched in terror as the black man took aim. The muscular arm swept back to behind his ear, the razor-sharp tip of the spear quivering slightly as he steadied it. He saw the man’s eyes narrow in final preparation and closed his eyes. This is it, he told himself. I’m going to die. 
 
    Eyes clamped tightly shut, he could feel himself trembling slightly as he waited for the frightful plunge of the spear. It would be painful. That he knew. The spearpoint was as broad as the palm of his hand. God, he thought, of all the ways to go! 
 
    He flinched as a loud voice behind him shouted something in the Molongan language. It was a woman’s voice, and it sounded stern and authoritative. No doubt giving instructions on just how to skewer the white invader. But when no spear thrust came, Julius carefully opened his eyelids. 
 
    The warriors in front of him now stood stiffly at attention, their faces contorted in various expressions of astonishment. They were no longer looking at him. In fact, they seemed to have forgotten all about him for the moment. Instead, all their attention was riveted on whomever was behind him. The woman who had shouted at them, he realized. 
 
    Slowly, oh so slowly, he turned his head so that his eyes could behold whatever wonderous sight kept the Molongan warriors so spellbound. When he did, he nearly fainted. It was Natalia. 
 
    She had apparently been bathing in the stream when she had heard Frank’s screams and hurried back to the camp without dressing, because she was still nude. The beads of water on her still-wet skin glistened in the early morning sunlight of the jungle clearing like a thousand diamonds sprinkled across her perfect body. Her nipples, chilled by the cool water of the stream stood out proudly from her big round breasts like two pink marbles. And her legs… They seemed to go on for miles. 
 
    He could see why the Molongans were awestruck. How could they not be? She looked amazing. In spite of the fear that gripped his heart like a vise, Julius’s fevered mind wondered briefly how many of these natives would masturbate that night, thinking about his wife’s perfect breasts.  
 
    Dammit! he grumbled inwardly. Here you are, about to be killed, and you can’t stop with this imbecilic fantasy! Fuck! You’re losing it, old man! 
 
    Julius’s wife stood with her hands on her hips defiantly glaring at the Molongans, seemingly undisturbed by her own nakedness. She spoke again, and her eyes flashed like lightning. The Molongans gasped like they’d been slapped. When she took a big step toward them, they gave way, retreating backwards toward the jungle. An excited, fearful mutter ran through the small group.  
 
    They weren’t just impressed with her appearance, Julius realized. This was more than a group of men ogling a pair of beautiful titties. They were genuinely afraid of her. What the hell was going on here? 
 
    Natalia spoke again, and the warriors instantly dropped their spears to the forest floor, stepping back from them as though they had been poisonous vipers. Her voice rang out again, heavy with authority, and the men hurried into the jungle, apparently to do her bidding. 
 
    Alone for the moment, Talia turned to him. “We don’t have much time, honey,” she said. “They’ll be back shortly to take you to their village. It’s higher up the mountain, about ten miles, from the way it sounded. Just cooperate and everything will be all right. Trust me.” 
 
    “To take me to the village? What about you? What’s going on? What did you say to them? And why do they look so afraid of you?” he asked. 
 
     Natalia looked embarrassed. Biting back a grin, she said, “Oh, I’ll be going too. They’re not about to leave me behind. They think I’m a goddess.” 
 
    Her words took a moment to sink in. A goddess? But that was crazy. A goddess?! Where in all the world could they have gotten such an idea? 
 
    “It was something Mr. Albert told me,” his wife explained, no doubt reading the confusion on his face. “When we were talking about the Molongan culture on the plane. Apparently, they believe that their island was created by a goddess named Tara’ana. She is their creator, the mother to the Molongan people. She watches over them and protects them from harm. Like any good god or goddess does.” 
 
    “Okaaay… But why would they think you are her?” 
 
    “Because I just told them, silly.” 
 
    “And they just took your word for it?” 
 
    “It’s a bit more complicated than that. They were searching for her, expecting her. They saw our plane go down. You see, in their religion, there is apparently a prophecy that says Tara’ana will one day return from the sky to visit her children, so that she can evaluate their progress, make sure they’re doing what they’re supposed to do.” 
 
    “Like an IRS audit?” 
 
    “Cute! Anyway… Mr. Albert told me this might happen. He told me that if we encountered the Molongans, I was to claim to be Tara’ana. So, that’s what I did. And that’s the story. I am their goddess, and I’m here to check up on them.” 
 
    “But Talia,” Julius shook his head, trying to clear the constant fog that seemed to engulf his brain. Nothing made sense. “You’re not a goddess. This is crazy. It’s not right. What happens when they find out?” 
 
    “We’ll just have to see that they don’t. They were going to kill you, Julius. It was all I could think of. We can debate the morality of impersonating a deity later, for now, we’re both just going to have to play along.” 
 
    “But this Tara Anne…” 
 
    “Tara’ana,” she corrected. She cast a quick glance over her shoulder, obviously concerned that the war party would be returning soon. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he whispered. “Tara’ana. Do you even know anything about her? I’m not trying to be a spoilsport here, but the bio you’ve given me sounds pretty thin if you’re going to convince them you’re an immortal being that they’ve been praying to for who knows how long.” 
 
    “I know. You’re right. I don’t know enough about Tara’ana. Not yet. But I have a plan.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I just need a little time to feel them out. I’m going to get them to recite their legends to me, pretend I’m testing them. That way, I can find out just how I’m supposed to act, what I’m expected to do.” 
 
    “All right,” Julius nodded. “That makes sense. That could work. But what about her appearance? I mean, do you even look the part? For all we know, Tara’ana could be a fat redhead with one leg and buck teeth.” 
 
    Natalia rolled her eyes, exasperated that even under these circumstances, her husband still found the energy to be a smartass. “Actually, the goddess in their legend is very beautiful and dark-haired. Victor described her as ‘a pale, white goddess with eyes like the sky’.” 
 
    His stomach flipflopped to hear her use Mr. Albert’s heretofore top-secret first name. Just as he was about to comment on it, Julius heard a familiar rustling in the underbrush. It was the Molongans returning. 
 
    “Okay, so you’re their goddess,” he whispered. “So, what does that make me?” 
 
    “My faithful servant, sweetie.” She bent and placed an affectionate kiss on his forehead before the natives returned. “You’re Pipu. The troublemaker. From what I could gather, you’re basically Tara’ana’s mischievous slave.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    To his relief, Julius discovered that the Molongans were excellent hosts to those they didn’t feel obliged to kill outright. Of course, he mused, it probably didn’t hurt that they believed him to be the personal property of their goddess. 
 
    His trip up the mountain to the village had been as comfortable as could be expected, considering that he was still running a fever and had a broken leg. When the Molongans had returned to their camp, they had been carrying a makeshift litter they had made from two saplings and some vines. They had even gone to the trouble to pad it with a layer of soft skins. No one would have confused this primitive conveyance with a stretch limousine, but after the week he had had, Julius was more than content to lie back and be carried through the jungle on a cushioned platform by four muscular young Molongans.  
 
    In his eyes, it looked like he was being afforded the royal treatment. “Royal treatment” didn’t even begin to describe the way they treated Natalia. For “Tara’ana”, the Molongans pulled out all the stops. 
 
    In addition to providing her with a litter and litter bearers of her own, the Molongans wrapped Julius’s wife in the most beautiful fabric he had ever seen. Light and gauzy, it shimmered in the rays of the morning sun like spun gold as they respectfully wound it around her lower body. Oddly, they had left her beautiful breasts uncovered. Was this their custom? the professor wondered. 
 
    Her wrists and ankles were adorned with finely crafted gold bands, as was her slender neck. Julius marveled at the ornate workmanship. A tall headdress of brilliant feathers was placed atop her jet-black tresses, more ornate than that of any other person in the group. Once they were finished with her, even Julius had to admit that she looked the part of a pagan goddess. 
 
    On their bumpy trip through the jungle, the two litters traveled side by side, the villagers probably wanting to keep the wayward Pipu safely within the watchful gaze of Tara’ana. The strength of the Molongans was impressive. Even though they bore the heavy litters on their shoulders, they seemed to make the climb with ease, walking along as if their burden had been made of air. 
 
    From time to time, Julius stole a glance at Natalia, reclining on her makeshift palanquin. She didn’t look at him, choosing instead to maintain her aloof persona. A goddess had better things to do than make eyes at her servant. 
 
    Always beautiful, Talia was positively resplendent now. The fine fabric in which the Molongans had clothed her did more to accentuate her feminine form than to hide it. Almost see-through, it molded itself to her shapely hips like a second skin. And then, there was the matter of her breasts. 
 
    During his time on the island, Julius would later learn that the Molongans considered it improper to conceal a woman’s breasts. In their eyes, they were the fount of all life and should therefore be displayed proudly.  
 
    All that Julius knew at this point was that his gorgeous wife was bare-chested in front of two dozen muscular black men, all of whom were practically naked. Despite the pain that shot through his leg with each step of the strong men carrying him, he felt his penis swell at the naughtiness of that fact. 
 
    As they made their way gradually up the ever-increasing slope of the mountain, Julius couldn’t help but wonder if he was the only one sporting a woody at the sight of his wife’s succulent titties bouncing merrily along.  
 
    Something about Natalia’s aloofness also struck a chord in him. This ruse of hers had elevated her above him. She was the goddess Tara’ana; he was merely her minion. Naturally, she wouldn’t be overly familiar with him. But even though Julius understood the practical side of what was taking place, it was vaguely humiliating.  
 
    And to the professor’s complete surprise, he found that humiliation arousing. Apparently, having his half naked wife ignore his existence while surrounded by two dozen black men had tapped into some hidden well of masochism he didn’t know existed. He checked to make sure no one was looking before easing the position of his now painfully hard boner. 
 
    You just can’t let it go, can you? he mused, shaking his head at his own idiocy. You just can’t keep your mind out of the gutter. This fantasy of his was starting to get out of hand. He knew it, instinctively, but it excited him to much for him to do anything about it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The village of the Molongans was nothing short of astonishing. All along, Julius had expected the Molongans to be the equivalent of a stone age people, especially after seeing their mode of dress. His assumptions in that regard proved to be totally false. 
 
    It wasn’t that the professor somehow looked down on the islanders as primitive and backward. It was just that everything he had ever read about cultures that developed in isolation such as existed on the island of Molonga indicated that their technological advancement would be severely stunted. To his honest and delighted amazement, that was not the case here. The level of craftsmanship he encountered was so far beyond his expectations that he scarcely trusted his own senses. 
 
    The buildings that greeted his eyes when they emerged from the tree line were tidy, stone structures with roofs carefully thatched with rush. They were all meticulously aligned in neat rows that radiated out from the central square of the town. If he had been shown a painting of the scene with no other context, he would have declared it to be a pre-industrial European village. 
 
    Across the ripening fields of grain and vegetables that surrounded the village, his ears caught the telltale sound of a blacksmith’s hammer ringing in the stillness as it smote the hot iron upon an unseen anvil. So, the Molongans were familiar with ironwork, he told himself, filing the fact away for later reference. 
 
    They were also quite accomplished goldsmiths. This he had already determined from the quality of the ornaments that had been placed upon Natalia’s wrists. The closer they got to the village, the more gold he saw. No wonder Dewey was so interested in the island.  
 
    Skilled stonemasons they had as well, as evidenced by the well-built houses that were drawing nearer with each step of the litter bearers’ feet. These structures were the equal of anything preindustrial Europe had to offer. No, Julius decided, the Molongans were anything but primitive. 
 
    Their arrival in the village was met with all the fanfare and excitement one would expect when greeting the arrival of a deity. Three hundred Molongans took to the streets, singing and chanting in ecstatic glee, men and women alike, as they followed the procession to the center of town.  
 
    There, the chief and a man that Julius quickly realized must be the high priest awaited them on the hewn stone steps of the great temple of Tara’ana. At the foot of the steps, the litter bearers carefully set them down on the huge gray flagstones that paved the village’s marketplace, then backed away. A hush fell over the assembled crowd when the high priest raised his hands high into the air and began to speak. 
 
    It was a long speech and full of emotion. Again, Julius could do nothing more than listen attentively to the words, none of which made any sense to him. Lying on the crudely padded litter, his leg throbbed from their bumpy trek up the mountain. He watched Natalia carefully, trying to read the expression on her face. From what he could see, she looked pleased with whatever the priest was saying. 
 
    Once the old man was finished, Natalia stepped from her litter and ascended the steps, stopping in front of the two native potentates. Bowing low in reverence to their goddess, the chief presented her with a scepter that looked from a distance as though it too were made of gold. 
 
    Natalia gave a cursory bow to each of the two men in turn, then turned toward the Molongan crowd and raised the golden scepter high into the air above her, speaking in a loud and clear voice. A murmur of approval rolled through the masses, swelling to a loud rumble as their excitement grew.  
 
    Julius watched with growing amazement at the ease with which Natalia seemed to be managing her new role. Maybe his fears had been premature. Maybe she really could pull this off. Judging by the faces of the people around him, it seemed as though she already had. 
 
    Natalia waited until the tumult had died, then spoke once more, before turning and handing the scepter back to chief with a polite bow. She accepted the proffered hand of the high priest and following him up the remaining steps to the massive doorway of the temple. There, she gave the people a final wave before she entered. The last glimpse Julius had of his wife was of her beautifully shaped ass swinging seductively from side to side as she disappeared inside the temple of Tara’ana. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until he lost sight of his wife that Julius began to wonder what was to become of him. When the enormous double doors of the temple swung closed, the eyes of everyone around the professor turned on him. 
 
    Pipu. The troublemaker. That was what Natalia had called him. But just who was this Pipu? And how much trouble was he responsible for causing? Would the Molongans revere or resent him? With his protectress gone, would they beat him? Chain him up? He had no way of knowing, and his uncertainty was unsettling to say the least. 
 
    Julius felt ill. Desperately ill. With the excitement of their arrival waning and his growing sense of dread, his leg suddenly ached like fire. His fever, which had been coming and going in waves for days now, also threatened to flare up again. 
 
    Just as he was considering vomiting on the cobblestones beside him, a hideous old woman with a gnarled gray stick clutched in the fingers of her claw-like hand stepped forward from the crowd. He couldn’t begin to guess her age, but if someone had suggested 100, he wouldn’t have argued with them. 
 
    The tattered skirt that was wrapped around her hips was a dingy black, and Julius found it impossible to tear his eyes away from her ancient, withered bosom. Her bare breasts sagged almost to her navel, and they had the unfortunate effect of reminding him of the udder of an old nanny goat he had seen in a petting zoo as a child. They wobbled and flopped terribly with each halting step as the old woman hobbled closer. Julius tried hard not to shudder with the sense of revulsion that he felt. 
 
    A profusion of strange baubles dangled from the top of her staff, among them the fleshless skulls of several small animals. Around her neck hung a heavy golden amulet with various symbols surrounding a large jewel set in the center. Where the headdresses of the other Molongans he had seen were brightly colored and cheerful, hers was solid black, drooping down over her ears like moss hanging from a tree. 
 
    By the time the old woman had reached the litter where he lay, Julius had already decided that she was a witch doctor. Great! Just what he needed. As if to confirm his assumption, she produced a small leather pouch from the folds of her skirt and shook a mound of white powder into her hand. 
 
    “Pipu,” she cackled in a loud voice. Then she took a deep breath, brought her hand to her mouth, and blew the powder in Julius’s face. 
 
    As he coughed and sputtered, the old hag gave him a toothless grin and nodded encouragingly at him. Bending over him, she proceeded to subject his injured leg to a thorough examination. She shook her head and muttered and clucked in dismay, then shuffled forward to clap a wrinkled hand to his clammy brow. There was more head shaking and more muttered disapproval. Apparently, the witch doctor’s opinion of his health matched his own.  
 
    Straightening up, she barked a curt series of orders to the litter bearers, who were standing off to one side, apparently awaiting the strange woman’s instructions. This time, Julius was able to pick out the word “Pipu” from the jumble of vowels and consonants. 
 
    As one man, they stepped forward and grasped the litter, hoisting him above their heads and following the old woman down a narrow street to a tiny hut of a house that was almost hidden from view by the thick growth of medicinal herbs that filled the front yard. A pole next to the front door was adorned with human skulls, making Julius shudder. He hoped they were war trophies and not former patients. 
 
    As though it were the most mundane object in the world, the bearers carried him past the grisly pole and took him up the curving flight of stairs that wound its way to the front door, where the old woman produced a large skeleton key and opened the door wide.  
 
    Ever the anthropologist, Julius made note of the surprising fact that the Molongans possessed locks and keys. He wondered if they had developed this technology themselves or been introduced to it by an outside influence. If he got a chance, he would have Natalia ask them about it.  
 
    Julius was carried inside the house, where the litter was deposited on the floor next to the wall. Without another word to him, the men turned and left. To his chagrin, the professor found himself alone with the witch doctor. 
 
    Shit! Now what? Where was Natalia? He was so sick. So sick he felt like dying, and here he was, separated from the only educated person who might have been able to help him a little. He would be lucky if this idiot of a witch doctor didn’t kill him! Leeches and magic spells might be fine for the Molongans, but he needed real medical care. 
 
    Whatever the powder was that she had blown in his face, Julius was beginning to feel its effects. He tried to look around and size up the room where he was lying, but he couldn’t seem to focus. A profound drowsiness came over him, making it nearly impossible for him to keep his eyelids open. To make matters worse, the old woman sat down on a three-legged stool beside the open fireplace and began to softly sing a rhythmic, soothing song. He wondered again briefly where Natalia was, then his eyes fell shut and he sank into oblivion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Julius had no idea how long he slept. It felt like days. But when he awoke at last and stretched his stiff arms above him in the early morning sunlight, he felt better than he had in weeks. 
 
    The last vestiges of his fever were gone now, and he was pleased to find that he could think clearly once again. In addition, whatever the old woman had done to his leg while he slept had almost totally eliminated the swelling. As long as he didn’t try to move around too much, there was no pain at all.  
 
    At some point, he had evidently been repositioned. Instead of the makeshift litter, he was now laying in a comfortable bed that had been placed along the wall, next to the fireplace. His clothing was gone as well. Beneath the homespun sheet that covered him, he was quite naked. 
 
    The inside of the witch doctor’s house was very much what Julius expected. In the light of day and freed from the fog of the fever, he saw a veritable maze of jars and bottles littering the room where he lay. From the rafters hung dried herbs of every kind. 
 
    The stone walls of the hut were decorated with a colorful patchwork of inscribed symbols and geometric designs. Julius knew that these probably represented spells to drive out evil spirits or good luck charms to ensure a good harvest. It was like a cliché from one of those 30s safari movies. 
 
    The very moment the old woman realized he was awake, she had presented him with a clay bowl filled with mashed roots and made motions to indicate that he should eat it. Orange and lumpy, it looked awful, but to his relief, he found that it wasn’t bad. If he were honest, the concoction tasted delicious. When he quickly finished it and gave her to understand that he wanted a second bowl, the old woman was positively delighted.  
 
    There was something vaguely familiar about the taste of the root, but that couldn’t be. Julius was certain he had never eaten anything like it before. Was it just that it reminded him of something else? The flavor was similar to that of a sweet potato, just with a nuttier, fuller taste. Maybe that was it. 
 
    As she handed it to him, she babbled excitedly, but seeing that her patient couldn’t understand her, she resorted to sign language. She held her index finger up in front of her, drooping downwards, then slowly straightened it until it was pointing skyward, perfectly mimicking a man’s penis achieving full erection.  
 
    Julius nodded in understanding. The root, whatever it was, would restore his masculine vigor. Some sort of homeopathic remedy for erectile disfunction, he surmised. A boner root. Julius snorted. Likely just some superstitious nonsense. Most cultures had something similar. 
 
    But while he remained doubtful about the efficacy of her root concoction, the old woman’s method of communicating did give him an idea. Not speaking their language, this would probably be the most efficient means if he was ever to make her understand him.  
 
    As soon as he had finished his porridge, he returned the bowl to her and made what he hoped was a gesture of gratitude. The old black woman smiled pleasantly, evidently understanding his meaning. This would work! he thought excitedly. 
 
    And work it did, but the going was slow. It took nearly an hour and an abundance of patience on both sides for him to learn that the witch doctor’s name was M’Tola. An hour later, he had the Molongan name for their village: Ojalla. God! With no real frame of mutual reference, it took forever to communicate even the simplest of concepts. At this rate, he realized, meaningful conversation would likely take weeks. 
 
    A part of him longed to ask about Frank Urbs. As a member of his expedition, he felt responsible for the man. If he were honest, however, there was also a morbid curiosity at work there, a dark desire to know the intricate details of the man’s fate, though Julius was pretty certain he could guess what it had been. But, the topic seemed too complicated to address with his limited means of expression. M’Tola might not even know about Frank. And then there was the matter of his own secret identity.  
 
    Would Pipu, the servant of Tara’ana, be concerned about such a shameful and cowardly companion? The man’s attempt to escape had been anything but honorable. Had he not deserted the goddess, his mistress, in her hour of need? 
 
    Some cultures would have refused to speak the name of such a spineless fool after such an ignominious episode. He had no way of knowing how such things would be viewed by the Molongans. They might begin to doubt that he was who he said he was. In the end, he decided not to try to bring up the subject. 
 
    He did, however, ask M’Tola about Natalia, or Tara’ana, as he was careful to call her, but he wasn’t able to understand her reply. He therefore resolved to keep inquiring about her, in the hopes that M’Tola would eventually understand that “Pipu” wanted to talk to their “goddess”. 
 
    The professor pursued this strategy for two days and was on the verge of giving up when M’Tola came running in from the herb garden, excitedly repeating the name “Tara’ana! Tara’ana!” Then a figure darkened the doorway, and at last, Natalia was there, striding boldly into the witch doctor’s humble dwelling with the bearing of a medieval princess. Close behind her came two young women carrying bottles of what looked like wine. 
 
    “Natalia!” the professor exclaimed, forgetting himself. 
 
    His wife shook her head sharply in silent warning, then turned and said something to the two women and M’Tola, who nodded happily and clapped her hands. The old woman hurried the other two outside, leaving them alone. 
 
    No sooner had the old woman left than Natalia slipped out of her goddess role. “Julius!” she said, rushing to him and kneeling beside his sickbed. “Are you okay? Have you eaten? Is she taking good care of you?” 
 
    Her hands stroked his head with a nervous intensity, like he was a wayward puppy, found once more after running away from home. “God, I’ve missed you so much! I’ve been so worried!” 
 
    “What have you been doing? Is your leg feeling better? Did you miss me?” Her words came out in a jumble. In her excitement, she gave him no time to answer any of her questions. “Julius! Say something!” 
 
    “Er, yes… yes to everything, I guess. Talia, where have you been?” 
 
    “Oh God, honey. That’s a long story.” She sat down on M’Tola’s stool next to his bed and took his hands in hers. “Where should I begin?” 
 
    Julius waited eagerly while she organized her thoughts. 
 
    “Okay, so the last time we saw each other, the high priest led me into the temple.” 
 
    “Right. And how long ago was that?” 
 
    Natalia’s brow wrinkled, and she stared at him, evidently surprised that he would ask such a thing. “What?” 
 
    “When was that? How long have I been here? I’ve sort of lost track.” 
 
    Her face softened, and she shook her head. “Oh sweetie! We’ve been in Ojalla for seven days now. A week. Have you … have you been unconscious this whole time?! Oh my God, Julius, I had no idea. Oh, you poor thing! I didn’t realize. You have to believe me. They told me you were being cared for and that you were getting better. When I wanted to see you, they acted suspicious, so I…” 
 
    “I understand. It’s okay, Natalia. Really. And I was getting better… am getting better. I don’t know exactly what she did to me, but M’Tola seems to have gotten rid of my fever. And my leg is feeling much better now. I’m okay, baby. Honest.” 
 
    “Still… I should have been there for you.” 
 
    “These aren’t exactly normal circumstances,” Julius said. “Speaking of circumstances, how do things stand with the Molongans? Are they still convinced that you are a goddess?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but…” 
 
    “Good. Thank God! Excellent. So, we’re safe on that front then?” 
 
    “Um, yeah. We’re safe. It’s just that…” 
 
    “Wait,” Julius said. “Where have you been all this time? Where have you been sleeping? And who were those two women who were with you?” 
 
    “They are my maidservants, assigned to me by the high priest. They assist me with… well, pretty much with everything. And they are with me always. As for where I’I’ve been staying at the temple this whole time. There’s a room inside, known as the ‘bedchamber of Tara’ana’, where I sleep. God, Julius! You should see it! It’s the most ornate, luxurious room I’ve ever seen. It makes a five-star hotel look like an outhouse. It was built centuries ago, along with the temple, to accommodate the goddess when she returned to Molonga. Until I arrived, no one but the high priest had ever even been inside it.” 
 
    “Wow! The ‘bedchamber of Tara’ana’! I guess impersonating a goddess has its perks, huh? So, what about this high priest? I assume you had a long talk with him. Were you able to look at any of their sacred scrolls or anything? Did you find out anything useful? I mean, was he able to fill in some of the blanks in Tara’ana’s bio for you?” 
 
    “Yes. Actually, he provided me with a whole lot of information about her. Listen, Julius, that’s sort of what I need to…” 
 
    “Perfect! And Pipu? Any more info on him?” 
 
    “Um… yeah. Quite a bit, actually. Baby, apparently…” 
 
    “Great! Because, you know, if I’m going to give a convincing portrayal, I sorta need to know a little more about the guy. So, just what can you tell me? What should I be…?” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake! Julius, stop!” Natalia shouted. There was an icy rage to her voice that caused Julius’s questions to die in his throat. “Just stop! God damn it! Stop interrupting me, just stop talking! Fuck! There’s something I need to tell you!” 
 
    Julius stared at his wife openmouthed. For the first time, he realized that something was bothering her. Something big, judging by how agitated she was. And then there was her language. Natalia was no shrinking violet and he had heard her swear before. It was something she did occasionally, but this was taking things to a new level. Something was definitely amiss. 
 
    “I… I’m sorry,” he said. “Please. Go ahead, Talia.” 
 
    “All right. So, this isn’t easy. But I need to tell you something. Something about Tara’ana and Pipu. Something you’re not going to like.” Her bottom lip had begun to quiver, and her big blue eyes brimmed with tears. 
 
    “Okay. Then, tell me. C’mon Natalia. Whatever it is, it’s okay. Just tell me.” 
 
    “Oh, Julius!” she sobbed. She slumped forward on the stool, putting her head in her hands. “I got it wrong. So, so wrong!” 
 
    She began to cry softly. Julius wanted to take her in his arms, to console her and tell her that everything would be all right, but she was just out of reach. He couldn’t stand with his broken leg, so he lay there helplessly, dying inside as he watched his wife cry. After a few minutes, she raised her head and looked at him through eyes still brimming with tears. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, baby,” she whispered, “So fucking sorry.” 
 
    A chill descended over Julius. He was beginning to worry. What had happened to affect his wife so? The past few days had been stressful for her, of that he was certain, isolated amid a throng of very foreign people, having to maintain her charade at all times, but by the way she was talking, there was more to this than a case of too much stress. Whatever it was apparently had to do with the goddess she was impersonating. 
 
    “Tell me,” he said simply. He braced himself for what was to come. 
 
    “Oh God!” she breathed, leaning back with her hands on her knees. She tilted her head back and stared at the ceiling, blinking away her tears. “This is so messed up. So… God. Oh God. I don’t even know where to begin.” 
 
    “Start at the beginning,” Julius suggested. 
 
    She nodded. “The beginning. Yeah. I guess you’re right. The beginning.” 
 
    “Talia, honey. Take a deep breath and just relax. We’ll figure this out, whatever it is. You said you were wrong. What does that mean? Wrong about what?” 
 
    “Wrong about so much. Oh shit, Julius! I wish… I don’t know. I guess I had no choice. They were going to hurt you. But when I told them I was their goddess, I had no idea.” 
 
    “Shhh,” he laid a comforting hand on her arm and the fingers of her other hand came up and clutched his tightly, as though afraid he might slip away. “What is it, Talia? What were you wrong about?” 
 
    “You, for one thing. Or, more precisely, Pipu. It turns out, Pipu isn’t Tara’ana’s servant. He’s not her slave. He’s her husband.” 
 
    “Her husband? Well, that’s not so bad. It’s not like that would be hard for us. I don’t get why you’re upset about that.” 
 
    “Julius,” she said, “wait. There’s more. There’s a lot more!” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, Tara’ana and Pipu. They’re a couple. They’re married…” 
 
    “Sounds simple enough so far!” 
 
    “Stop interrupting, God damn it!” 
 
    She tore her fingers from his and got to her feet, turning away from him. When she glanced back a few seconds later, she saw the hurt look on his face and reached for his hand once more, kissing his knuckles. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Julius. I know none of this is your fault, but you have to let me talk. You have to. Now, just be quiet for a moment and let me get through this. It’s important.” 
 
    He nodded. His wife was scaring him. 
 
    “So, these two deities. Their relationship is sort of complicated. More than ‘sort of’, if I’m honest. Anyway, you remember how I told you that Pipu was known as the ‘troublemaker’?” 
 
    Julius nodded again. 
 
    “Well, that’s one way of translating the word. A better one would probably be ‘cheater’. As in, an unfaithful husband. Pipu is a real piece of work. He’s a manwhore, basically running around screwing anything with two legs and a heartbeat.” Natalia’s voice was filled with venom as she explained.  
 
    “So, basically, I’m an asshole, a holy horndog. Hey, sacrifices have to be made! I can do that!” 
 
    His attempt at levity drew a withering look from his wife, that instantly wiped the grin from his face. He fell silent once more and waited for her to continue. 
 
    “According to their sacred texts, he has fathered a hundred children with other women, while poor Tara’ana had no child of her own. Well, in the Molongans’ legend, Tara’ana finally gets fed up with her husband’s antics and decides to do something about it.”  
 
    Natalia leaned back and put her hands on the top of her head. She took a deep breath, staring at the ceiling above her once more. Julius was dying to know just what Tara’ana did about her husband’s infidelity, but he had no desire to incur his wife’s wrath again. So, he waited patiently for her to continue. When she lowered her eyes to his, he saw the resolve there and braced for what was to come. 
 
    “The prophecy doesn’t say that Tara’ana comes down to earth to check on the people.”  
 
    She paused there, and Julius could hear his heart beating in his chest. His mouth was suddenly as dry as the desert. 
 
    “Tara’ana comes down for revenge.” 
 
    “So… what are we talking about? She…” Julius had a sudden thought that turned his blood to ice water in his veins. “Oh my God! Does she kill Pipu?” 
 
    Natalia shook her head. “No. No, baby. She doesn’t kill him. She does something far worse than that.” 
 
    Worse than murder her husband. Julius could feel himself begin to sweat. Just what had they gotten themselves into? What kind of crazy prophecy did the Molongans have? 
 
    “To get even with her husband for his many infidelities, Tara’ana brings him to earth, where she forces him to watch while… while she…” 
 
    Natalia took a deep breath, closing her eyes as she steadied her nerves. 
 
    “She forces him to watch her mate with the Molongans.” 
 
    Her words hung in the room like a dark cloud. Julius stared at her, wondering if he had understood her correctly. 
 
    “Mate with them?” 
 
    “Yes, Julius. You heard me. Mate with them!” Natalia’s eyes flashed angrily. “As in fuck! As in she’s fucked by more than one of them!” 
 
    Her words were like a slap in the face. Now, Julius understood why Natalia was so distraught. By claiming to be Tara’ana and Pipu, they had unwittingly set a sequence of events into motion from which there was no way of escaping.  
 
    They had two choices. Only two. They could confess their deception, come clean and tell the truth. But Julius remembered all too well the Molongans’ willingness to kill. Or… and this was the only choice really… they could stay the course and act out the Molongans’ prophecy. 
 
    That would mean Natalia having sex with the Molongans. Plural. More than one. And even as he racked his brain to find a way out of this situation, Julius felt that old familiar stirring in his groin at the thought of his beautiful wife servicing a tribe of wild natives. 
 
    “But… I mean… there has to be a way out of this.” He knew better, but his mind refused to accept the inevitability of the situation. Besides, he didn’t want her to know that this was making him hot. 
 
    “Shit, Julius! Don’t you think I told myself the same thing? What do you think I’ve been doing for the past seven days?!” She spat the words at him like venom, then fell silent. Then, sighing heavily, she shook her head and said, “There’s no way out! There’s no escaping it. If they find out we tricked them, we’re dead. I’m sorry, baby, but this is going to happen. This has to happen. They’re already making preparations.” 
 
    “Preparations?” Oh my God! Maybe he was still sleeping. Maybe his fever had returned, and he was hallucinating again. He should have been horrified. That would have been normal. Instead, he was very intensely aroused by what his wife was telling him.  
 
    Her use of the word “preparations” caused a whole host of illicit thoughts to erupt inside his brain. Just how were they preparing for this fuckfest with his wife? Were they busily oiling up their long, black cocks? Gorging themselves on M’Tola’s world-famous boner root stew? The possibilities seemed endless. 
 
    “Yes. Preparations. The whole tribe is readying the village for the big event.” 
 
    “The big event?” It was like that time in college, when he had tried to learn ballroom dancing. He was always behind the music, struggling to catch up. Julius’s brain swam as he tried to focus. 
 
    Natalia nodded, smiling cynically. “‘The Ceremony’, they call it. And I’ll have to give the performance of a lifetime.” 
 
    “So, ‘The Ceremony’… when?” 
 
    “In two days’ time. Two days from now at sundown. From what I can glean, it will be an enormous feast with dancing, singing, the whole works. Followed by… Well, followed by, you know.” 
 
    He nodded. Followed by sex. Lots and lots of sex. “And Pipu? What do I have to know there? What will they expect of me?” 
 
    “Of you?” she snorted. “Nothing.  Not a damn thing. As luck would have it, the fact that you don’t speak their language even fits seamlessly in with Pipu’s persona. The horny fucker is described as being too lazy to learn the Molongan’s language. All he cares about is ass! So, to answer your question, they don’t expect anything of you. You’re just supposed to sit there in your little chair and watch while the Molongans fuck the holy hell out of your wife!” 
 
    She crossed her arms angrily in front of her. “And I have to pretend like I’m having the time of my life! God, Julius! What a mess. Have you seen some of these guys? I probably won’t be able to walk for a week afterwards.” 
 
    Julius felt his heart skip a beat and his cock, now fully hard, bobbed excitedly beneath the sheet. “I guess we’ll just have to do what we have to do,” he squeaked, wishing that his voice sounded more resigned and fatalistic. The last thing in the world he wanted at that moment was for Natalia to realize just how much this new development turned him on. 
 
    ‘The Ceremony’. The professor could hardly wait! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The village was alive with activity when Julius awoke with a raging boner. The second day in a row, he mused with no small amount of satisfaction, smoothing the sheet over his penis to make it less obvious. He couldn’t remember what he had dreamt during the night, but chances were it had something to do with his lovely bride being manhandled by a herd of well-hung, muscular Molongans. 
 
    The sun was barely peeking over the horizon, yet already his ears caught the sound of voices just outside M’Tola’s door, quietly singing as they moved along the narrow, stone-paved street. In the distance, he heard the now-accustomed sound of the blacksmith’s hammer, intermingled with a dozen other sounds he couldn’t identify. Today was the big day, The Ceremony, and the Molongans seemed bent on making it perfect. 
 
    M’Tola was no exception, already hard at work preparing potions. He watched as she placed varying amounts of herbs in her mortar and ground them. She poured the resulting mixture carefully into tiny brown bottles, speaking an incantation over each one before stoppering it with a miniscule cork. 
 
    He smiled when he saw a giant pot of her magical root concoction boiling in a massive iron pot over the fire. It was the largest batch he had ever seen her prepare. The Ceremony, he realized immediately. If the stuff actually did what she seemed to think it would do, the entire village would soon be one walking boner! 
 
    During his time in her home, the professor had grown quite accustomed to M’Tola’s root. And that was fortunate, because she never fed him anything else. Breakfast, noon, and supper, he received a heaping pile of the delectable mashed root. Sometimes hot, sometimes cold, but always the root. 
 
    In spite of his growing affinity for it, he was still convinced that it was nothing more than an edible tuber of some sort. His morning erections were probably just a sign that he was getting better, nothing more. That did not, however, mean that the porridge the old woman prepared was any less delicious. 
 
    As if she could read his thoughts, the stupid old witch doctor hobbled to the hearth and dished up a steaming bowl of the root porridge. When she handed it to him, she gave him a knowing wink and said something that ended with the name “Tara’ana”.  
 
    When the witch doctor realized that he couldn’t understand her, she raised her hands before her and making a circle with the fingers of one hand, she began to plunge the index finger of the other in and out of it. The universal sign for sexual intercourse. The Ceremony. Julius returned her smile politely and laid back on the soft mattress of his narrow bed to eat his breakfast. 
 
    His leg was better today. No, better wasn’t a strong enough word. It actually felt good. He ran his hands over the crisscrossed network of string that still held the injured limb immobile between the two stout limbs that ran down either side of his leg. He was pleased to find the swelling had subsided.  
 
    It no longer hurt as it had. To tell the truth, Julius felt no pain at all. It was a strange sensation. The pain had so become a part of his very existence that he almost missed it now that it was gone. If he hadn’t known better, he would have sworn the leg was as good as new. How was that possible?  
 
    That it was broken, or at least had been broken, was a matter beyond question. He had felt it snap, and the soul-rending pain he had known at that moment was still fresh in his mind. How long ago had that been? Julius didn’t know. The days had all become a blur to him. Longer than a week, but certainly not a month. Surely not long enough for a broken leg to heal. 
 
    He was probably just feeling so much better than he had that the relative improvement seemed like a return to his former state of health. One thing was for sure: he definitely wasn’t going to try putting any weight on his wounded leg yet. He took another bite of the root porridge and lay back to rest, questioning for the first time whether he might have been a little too quick to dismiss M’Tola’s skills as a healer. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Just before noon, there was a knock at the heavy wooden door, and M’Tola admitted four young Molongan women, so identical in appearance that they could have been sisters. They could not have been more than 21 years old, strikingly beautiful, with lithe, well-formed limbs and even features. Their high cheekbones and smoldering eyes reminded the professor of a famous model he had seen on a campus billboard. 
 
    Their hair they wore in long, intricate plaits that cascaded down their backs like sleek, luxuriant black vines. They had applied just the faintest amount of color to their full, moist lips, drawing attention to them without giving them the garish aspect one so often saw.  
 
    Like all of the women he had seen here, they were bare chested. Perky and cone-shaped, their breasts jutted proudly out from their slender ribcages, scarcely rippling when they walked. Their nipples were two shades darker than their already dark skin.  
 
    Their movements were graceful, with a casual sensuality that was a million times more erotic than if it had been intentional. Julius felt his cock beginning to fill with blood. 
 
    To say that the foursome was sexy would be like calling the sun warm. Faced with this imposing vision of nubile female sexuality, Julius forgot all about the upcoming ceremony for just a moment. 
 
    A second later, it all came rushing back to him as a voice in the street outside shouted the name “Tara’ana!” The Ceremony. Today was the day. Just a few hours from now, the secret fantasy he had harbored these past few weeks would be made blazing reality. He would watch while the men of Molonga fucked his beautiful young wife. It still didn’t seem real. 
 
    M’Tola spoke to him, drawing his attention away from the four sets of pert breasts that had held his rapt attention for the past few minutes. He looked dutifully at her, but when she was finished speaking, all he could do was shrug. 
 
    The old woman rolled her eyes demonstrably and resorted to sign language once more. She made a lifting motion, then proceeded to stagger through the room as though burdened by an immense weight. Next, she gestured meaningfully at the four young women. Julius had no idea what she was trying to say. Were the four women powerlifters? They didn’t look like it. 
 
    With a snarl of disgust at his apparent stupidity, M’Tola turned to the women and spoke. Nodding, they all shuffled quickly outside. Great! he thought. Now, I’ve somehow insulted them. But a moment later, they were back, this time carrying a finely crafted litter. 
 
    It was so unlike the makeshift affair that had been used to transport him out of the jungle that it might have been from a different planet. Fashioned in the shape of a chair, it was made entirely of some dark, dense tropical hardwood. Almost the entire surface of the chair was intricately carved and inlaid with overlapping strips of ivory and gold that threw wild reflections onto the ceiling of the hut as they caught the light coming from the open window.  
 
    The seat of the chair was carefully padded with a thick, red, embroidered cushion, complete with contrasting piping. The carving that decorated the high back depicted what Julius now recognized as Tara’ana descending to earth on the back of an eagle. The scene from the prophecy, he realized. Two long, polished, wooden poles ran through identical pairs of iron hoops on either side, allowing the seat to be carried. 
 
    It was obviously old. Ancient, in fact, although the upholstery looked as if it had never been sat upon. Was it like the ‘bedchamber of Tara’ana’, he wondered, built ages ago for the use of a god who had only just now arrived. Another odd thing about the chair was a pair of straps on both armrests and the front legs. A safety feature of some sort?  
 
    It would make sense. Molonga was a mountainous island. He had seen that for himself. The straps would keep the sitter from tumbling off his perch in the event of a sudden bump. It was a sensible precaution, really. Another shining example of Molongan ingenuity at work. 
 
    As his eyes roamed over the luxurious fittings of the litter, Julius marveled once again at the sophistication of the Molongan’s workmanship. It truly was a chair fit for a god, more beautiful than anything he had ever seen in all the museums he had visited over the years. More than anything, the professor wished he had his camera with him at that moment. Such an extraordinary find! 
 
    M’Tola spoke again, gesturing first at the chair, then at the four young women, and understanding dawned on Julius. The four girls were to be his litter bearers for The Ceremony. They were to carry him to the marketplace tonight where “Pipu’s” fate awaited him. 
 
    He turned to M’Tola and nodded, indicating that he understood. This drew a crooked and toothless smile from the old black woman and a chorus of giggles from the four young women who were to carry his litter. It seemed odd that they should be so enthusiastic over what Julius would consider a rather menial task, but the professor knew enough about different cultures to know that what was considered an odious obligation by one group was a sacred honor for the next.  
 
    He was probably looking at the matter all wrong. Pipu was, after all a god. It only stood to reason that being selected as the god’s litter bearer for an important religious ceremony would be a big deal. No doubt, that is why the young ladies, who were now eyeing him with keen interest, were so excited. 
 
    The Ceremony. What would it be like, this ceremony of theirs? Julius’s curiosity was almost unbearable. From Natalia’s description, it sounded like it was to be a village-wide orgy, with her at its center. Then again, perhaps what he heard was simply the echo of his own wishful thinking. 
 
    In his mind, he saw Natalia taking one cock after another. Hard pricks as far as the eye could see, an endless sea of men, all awaiting their turn with the goddess. But was that really practical? Was it even possible? How many men could one woman fuck? 5? 10? 50? Julius didn’t know. It wasn’t something he had ever given any thought to. How exactly was this ceremony of theirs going to play out? 
 
    For the thousandth time since Natalia had revealed the rest of the Molongans’ prophecy to him, Julius wondered if any of this were actually happening. At this point, there was a part of him that no longer trusted his own senses. How could he after everything that had happened? Since his arrival on the island of Molonga, he had spent the vast majority of his time either unconscious or in the throes of one feverish hallucination or another. This could easily be just the latest in a long line of delusions. To put it mildly, the boundary between the real and the imagined was a fuzzy one for him. 
 
    As much as he would like to, there was no way he could ask M’Tola. Like so many things, such a complicated matter was simply beyond their ability to communicate. The same was true for the four bare-breasted native beauties who now stood giggling in the corner of the witch doctor’s hut. Damn! He was simply going to have to wait and find out for himself. 
 
    A sudden thought occurred to Julius: Maybe he could get them to bring him paper and a piece of charcoal. He could draw pictures. That would be much easier than trying to explain everything with nothing but his hands. Yes. That would probably work. He might even be able to ask about tonight’s ceremony. 
 
    Just as quickly as the idea came to him, he realized it might not be practical. Not once since his arrival had he seen more than a few scraps of paper, and these had been widely scattered. Looking around M’Tola’s hut, he saw only three small sheets. 
 
    Most of the writing he had encountered here had been done on animal skins or chiseled into stone. Of course, he thought. The manufacture of paper was a tedious and time-consuming process for a people who still did everything with hand tools. Although, with him being a god and all, perhaps they would be willing to part with a sheet or two… 
 
    A loud knock at the door interrupted his contemplations on the availability of paper in pre-industrial societies. When M’Tola opened the door, two muscular young men entered, carrying buckets of water, one apparently cold, and one with a vigorous column of steam rising from its surface. 
 
    When they were gone, the old witch doctor spoke to the girls again and, giggling all the while, they bent to grasp the ends of his bed and lifted it from floor. As though he were made of feathers, they carried him effortlessly to the center of the small room, where they put him down again. Before he could react, one of them snatched away the soft sheet that had covered his nakedness. Sponges where plunged into the steaming water bucket, and four pairs of dark hands began to bathe him.  
 
    Julius had never been so embarrassed in his life. Here he was, stark naked in front of four young women he had never seen before, and they had their hands all over his body. He clapped both hands over his penis, trying to retain at least that much of his modesty, but in the end, it was to no avail.  
 
    The four young women were nothing if not thorough, and they had no intention of letting that particular part of his anatomy escape their cleaning. They nudged and gestured at his hands, scolding him in words that were meaningless, but which he understood completely. With a sigh of surrender, he finally took his hands away and let them continue with their work, blushing a little as one of the girls giggled when his penis flopped into sight. 
 
    He needed a bath. Julius knew that. It’d been days, perhaps weeks since he had last bathed. And the humid clime of the island of Molonga had done him no favors. He stank badly of stale sweat and jungle. And as he gradually resigned himself to his fate, he discovered that he was actually beginning to enjoy his impromptu sponge bath. 
 
    It really wasn’t so bad. The soothing, hot water seemed to melt away the stress of his ordeal, leaving him feeling fresh and new. The sponges that roamed his body like circling warships sought out every nook and cranny, doing battle with the dirt and grime that had covered him for too long. 
 
    He closed his eyes, trying to concentrate on the pleasant sensation of the cleansing sponges, rather than the fact that he was naked and surrounded by strange women. Their constant giggling did little to ease his discomfort.  
 
    Every now and then, a warm sponge passed over his genitals just briefly before circling quickly away toward some other, innocuous part of his anatomy. Each time, Julius flinched at the contact. But he was only human, and he was a man. Little by little, he found himself anticipating the warm passing of the sponge over his cock, which had now begun to stiffen. 
 
    The giggles of the four young women intensified as Pipu’s cock lengthened and stretched out across his belly. They began to pay more and more attention to it, lathering and rubbing, whispering in excited voices to one another. Julius kept his eyes tightly closed while they played with him.  
 
    He was embarrassed by his predicament, unsure how to extricate himself from this situation. It wasn’t his fault, he reasoned. It had simply been too long. Naturally, he’d had no sex since they had crashed on the island of Molonga. And up until now, he’d been far too ill to be interested in such things anyway. 
 
    Any man would react as he had. His erection was an involuntary response to the friction created by his sponge bath. It wasn’t his fault. It was, however, extremely pleasurable. 
 
    In no time at all, Julius could feel an orgasm building. Though he hadn’t realized it until now, his balls were full and aching. It wasn’t surprising, now that he thought about it. The hallucinations and dreams he’d been having had been erotic in the extreme. And ever since “Tara’ana” had told him about tonight’s ceremony, he had fantasized nonstop about what was going to happen. 
 
    He gasped as he felt one of the girls bend forward and playfully kiss his swollen testicles. Another worked a determined fist up and down his straining shaft, twisting each time just below the head of his cock, driving him insane with this new and extremely pleasurable sensation. The other girls ran their hands up and down his inner thighs and across his stomach. 
 
    The face between his legs began to nip and suck on his balls. Their combined efforts grew faster and faster and Julius stiffened, gritting his teeth against the fire that burned within his groin. He was going to cum, and it was going to be glorious, an orgasm for the record books. He was going to go off like a geyser. So much for them making him clean with their sponge bath, he thought with a grin.  
 
    At the thought of spurting for these four young women, the slightest hint of guilt attempted to creep into his consciousness, but he beat it back down. Natalia would understand. And even if she didn’t, at that moment, he didn’t care. After all this time, he was going to cum! 
 
    But he didn’t cum. He almost came. It couldn’t have been closer. He was thrusting his hips into the air, humping the strong little hand around his member with gusto while his balls drew tight in their sack, holding his breath in anticipation of the sweet release of the orgasm that was already making his inner thighs tremble, when the girls suddenly ceased their efforts in unison. 
 
    In all his life, he had never known such a wave of sexual frustration. At the sound of their raucous laughter, his eyes snapped open to find all for standing erect around him, gazing down mirthfully on his bobbing, overstimulated cock. The feeling of shame and disappointment was almost too much to bear.  
 
    Blushing, he followed their eyes down to where his abandoned dick bobbed and jumped in midair. It pulsed once, twice, and he saw one single, enormous dollop of cum ooze out of his bright-red tip, only to slide in a viscous smear down the underside of his cock. It twitched and quivered, staring angrily up at him, demanding that he do something. It felt like his nuts were going to explode. 
 
     “Oh God!” Julius groaned. 
 
    He needed to cum, more badly than he had ever needed it. Past caring what the four girls thought of him, he reached for his penis. If they weren’t going to finish him off, he would do it himself. 
 
    To his bafflement, eight strong hands immediately seized his wrists, pinning his arms to the mattress, leaving his dick to bob helplessly in the void as his orgasm gradually slipped away. 
 
    “Please!” he said. “Oh, fuck! You sadistic little bitches! Please! Let me cum!” 
 
    His words were in vain. None of them spoke a word of English, and even if they had, Julius had the distinct impression that his pleadings would have fallen on deaf ears. They knew exactly what they were doing. 
 
    When they finally released his wrists and resumed their languid sponge bath, Julius wondered if there had been more to M’Tola’s earlier explanation. Maybe the four young women were there to be more than his litter bearers. A little shiver ran down his spine. 
 
    In that moment, the seed of an idea took root in his brain, and the more he thought on it, the more likely it seemed. What if the ceremony involved more than Pipu watching? The prophecy did, if he remembered his wife’s words correctly, speak of Tara’ana’s revenge on her wayward husband. Maybe instead of simply kicking back and enjoying the show, the troublemaker Pipu was to be punished for his sins as well.  
 
    And maybe, just maybe, these four young women were to be the instruments of that punishment… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Sunset is a funny thing along the equator. The day lasts precisely 12 hours, winter as in summer, and when it is finished, the sun seems to plunge suddenly beneath the horizon with a bare minimum of warning. And so it was on the evening of The Ceremony. 
 
    For Julius, the day had seemed interminable, dragging on and on, with him watching the passing of the sun across the endless azure sky like a child on Christmas day. He was so excited he could have burst. Especially after his four young attendants had left him with a near-terminal case of blue balls. 
 
    At times, he felt guilty for his excitement. His poor Natalia would be dreading the setting of the sun. She’d made it clear that she was not at all looking forward to having sex with the Molongans, but as soon as his brain reached that point, his guilt was gone, burned away by the heat of his arousal like a cool morning mist is dissipated by the sun. Natalia and the Molongans… he could hardly wait! 
 
    He wasn’t the only one waiting, he knew. As he counted down the hours, he thought of the Molongans and their wait.  The prophecy foretelling the return of Tara’ana and her revenge on Pipu was many hundreds of years old. This day was something that generations of Molongans had looked forward to, most of them in vain. Seen in that light, his own lot seemed slightly more tolerable. Still, an eternity passed for him as he waited for the fall of night.  
 
    But even the longest of days must come to an end at some point and as the last rays of the dying sun cast up their tribute to the closing day in broad brushstrokes of orange and purple, Julius was aquiver with excitement. 
 
    For The Ceremony, he had been clothed in the traditional costume of the Molongans. His wrists and ankles bore thick gold bands. For the first time, he was able to examine these baubles up close and he was blown away by their skills. Carefully worked and meticulously engraved from one end to the other, they were marvels of the metalworker’s art. 
 
    Over his thinning hair, he wore the ornate headdress of a Molongan warrior, a riotous profusion of tropical feathers in every color imaginable. In place of trousers, he now sported a loincloth made of thin, supple leather. Surprisingly comfortable, it provided only a modicum of coverage. Even though it covered his junk, Julius felt naked wearing it. Modesty, he noted, not for the first time, was clearly not a trait that the Molongans prized overly much. 
 
    As he had expected, his four litter bearers had carefully strapped him into his chair before they hoisted him onto their shoulders. They obviously did not want anything to happen to their charge. Julius had been glad to cooperate. After all, he already had one broken leg. He definitely didn’t want to fall and break the other. 
 
    To his surprise, his hurt leg didn’t bother him at all when he was placed in his ceremonial chair. Not even when one of the four young women had tightened the leather strap securely around it. There was no swelling, no pain. He found himself pondering his seemingly miraculous recovery again.  
 
    Though he knew it couldn’t be, the leg felt as good as new. He was half tempted to try walking on it. In the end, though, he decided that discretion really was the better part of valor. So, he decided to leave well enough alone and carefully avoided putting any weight on it. 
 
    The party was in full swing when “Pipu” made his entrance, born aloft by the four Nubian maidens. Julius had been hearing the drums in the center of town for hours now, but as they drew near the marketplace, their sound became deafening. 
 
    All along their route, people lined the streets, straining on tiptoe for a glimpse at the naughty god whose immortal wife had come down to the island so that she could vent her rage upon her spouse and in so doing bestow her blessing on the Molongan people. Many of them waved cheerfully at him, while others glowered in obvious distaste. 
 
    The bonfire at the foot of the Temple of Tara’ana was the largest the professor had ever seen. “Holy shit!” he mumbled to himself when they rounded the corner. It seemed as though all of Ojalla was there to greet him. 
 
    Around the crackling blaze danced 100 scantily clad Molongans, both men and women. The wild drums to either side of the temple steps pounded out a savage rhythm that kept the dancers in step with one another as they swirled and undulated in the firelight, round and round the leaping flames, their ebony skin wet with the perspiration of their exertions in the cool air of the equatorial night. 
 
    It took him a moment to recognize Natalia. The figure that stood next to the high priest at the top of the temple steps was so unlike his accustomed wife that he had to look twice to be certain that it was indeed she. My God! She was gorgeous! 
 
    Her dark, almost black eyeshadow matched her painted lips, giving her a foreign, mystical look. Like Julius, she wore a Molongan headdress. Hers dwarfed that of everyone else present, only the longest and most perfect feathers having been used in its construction. Protruding from underneath, her long black hair was plaited into two braids that fell down across her shoulders on either side of her large, perfect, exquisitely bare breasts. 
 
    He found it strange that her wrists bore no golden bracelets. Gold was so plentiful on the island, and they were such a ubiquitous part of Molongan dress that their absence was immediately apparent. Likewise, her ankles were unadorned by the anklets worn by every other person around him. Why? It puzzled him. Could it have something to do with the night’s festivities? 
 
    She wore a diaphanous black skirt that extended almost to the ground. It had a long slit that reached to within an inch of the waistband, but instead of being on the side as was common in western apparel, the slit ran straight up the front of the skirt.  
 
    It seemed to have been designed more to frame her womanly attributes than to conceal them, for every time his wife moved, Julius could see her bare legs, and more than once he caught sight of her luxuriant bush peeking at him. It was the strangest, most exotic, highly erotic garment the anthropologist had ever seen. And the fact that his wife was wearing it in front of thousands of people had his loincloth bulging precariously as they made their way through the throng. 
 
    Natalia caught sight of him when the masses parted for his little procession. Even though he saw the light of recognition in her eyes, she didn’t smile or offer any sort of greeting. Instead, she tilted her head back and turned her eyes away from him in an unmistakable gesture of rejection that wounded him like a stab to the heart. 
 
    For a second, Julius stared up at his wife, shocked beyond words. Then, he understood. It was all part of the act. This was not Natalia rejecting Julius. This was Tara’ana expressing her disdain for Pipu.  
 
    As if to confirm the fact, Natalia raised her hands high in the air and made a solemn proclamation to the assembled masses. At the end of it, she turned her accusing gaze on Julius and pointed a slender, reproachful finger at her husband, a gesture that was taken up by the two black maidservants standing on either side of her. 
 
    Whatever she had said, it obviously struck a nerve with the people. The Molongans went wild. The tempo of the large drums grew louder, the pace of the drumbeats quickening to match the mood of the roused crowd. 
 
    Pipu’s seat was placed on a large stone platform in the center of the square, opposite another chair, similar but more intricately carved. His four nubile litter bearers slid the two staves from their sockets and laid them aside, taking up what appeared to be sentry positions around his chair. He was a little surprised that they had forgotten to undo the safety straps that still held his four limbs immobile, but with the language barrier, he was unable to remind them. 
 
    The dancers reached a fever pitch now, spinning wildly and throwing their bodies in wild contortions as they flew in ever-tightening circles around the orange flames that lit the square. The drumbeats reached an impossible pace, frantic and violent, and Julius watched awestruck as the dancers began to tear what little clothing they wore from their bodies. 
 
    Soon, his eyes gazed upon a tide of human flesh, nude, glistening, black bodies swirling like a dark hurricane around the bonfire that was its eye. The drumbeats were no longer separate sounds, producing instead a rolling thunder of noise that seemed to whip up the dancers even more until they fell upon one another in a carnal frenzy. 
 
    A glance at his wife showed that Natalia was apparently unmoved by the scene. She stood between her two ebony maidservants and gazed down on the writhing bodies with benevolent look of indulgence upon her face, as though she were entirely used to such goings-on. 
 
    All around him, dancers began to kiss and caress one another, eager lips and eager fingers exploring nameless partners in the flickering light of the fire. To his left, he saw a woman fall to her knees on the paving stones and immediately take the cock of a fellow dancer in her hungry mouth. Similar scenes played out all over the square while the thundering drums announced their debauchery to the sky. 
 
    Suddenly, just as it looked like the Molongan ceremony was destined to devolve into a general orgy, the drums fell silent, and the blast of a single trumpet pierced the night like a well-sharpened spear. As if felled by an ax, the dancers all fell prostrate upon the ground, unmoving, and an eerie, surreal silence descended upon the square. 
 
    Julius’s heart pounded within his chest as he surveyed the scene before him. The animalistic dance of the Molongans had affected him more profoundly than he would have thought possible. His cock, already hard from seeing his wife displayed so openly, now throbbed with excitement. A quick glance at the crowd around him showed that he wasn’t the only one. 
 
    He jumped when the stillness of the night was abruptly broken by the sound of Natalia’s voice, ringing out with authority from the steps of the temple. A loud murmur rippled through the people, and they all knelt as one, their faces turned down toward the stones beneath them. Julius stared about him at the Molongans in amazement. Even his four attendants were on their knees, heads bowed low. At that moment, he would’ve given anything to know what his wife had said to have such an effect on them. 
 
    A sudden movement caught his eye, and when he looked up, he saw that Natalia was descending the steps of the temple, her two handmaidens flanking her, a step behind. With each swinging step, the flowing fabric of her skirt gaped open, affording him and everyone else present a tantalizing view of her pussy.  
 
    If it bothered her that so many people could see her most private parts, she gave no indication. In fact, she seemed strangely at ease with her exhibitionism, almost as though she were enjoying herself. With her head erect and a haughty smile upon her lips, the goddess Tara’ana came down the steps. 
 
    Unable to keep from staring, Julius was surprised to see that her pubic hair had been trimmed into the shape of an arrowhead. When had she done that? Then a thrilling thought occurred to him: maybe she hadn’t done it; maybe one of the Molongans had done it for her! 
 
    When she reached the bottom, she strode purposefully across the square, straight through the kneeling figures, occasionally laying a hand on the shoulder of one of her worshipers, who would then stand and fall in line behind her handmaidens. Julius noticed that they were all male.  
 
    By the time she reached the center of the square where Julius waited, she had a group of 20 Molongan men in tow, each one with a more perfect physique than the last. They stopped at the edge of the stone platform. Julius tried not to look at their semi-erect cocks bobbing excitedly before them as they stood in a row and awaited her orders. Instinctively, he realized that these were the men who would fuck his wife. 
 
    The knowing smile that had been on Natalia’s lips broadened into a defiant sneer as she stepped onto the platform and stood directly in front of his chair. She turned her head and made a show of letting her eyes survey the 20 men she had chosen. 
 
    “What do you think? Not bad for a random selection, huh? They’re called Tara’ana’s chosen ones. There are always 20. Two days from now, it will be a new group. I can hardly wait! How about you?” 
 
    “Natalia!” he said, his voice scarcely more than a whisper. The world around him seemed to tilt and spin. What was going on? 
 
    His wife shook her head. “No. Not Natalia. Not tonight. Tara’ana.”  
 
    He cast a cautious glance at the waiting men, then cast his eyes toward the four girls who knelt beside his chair. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them,” his wife said. “I’ve already explained to them that you and I speak the ‘language of the gods’. It’s quite safe to talk.” 
 
    “Natalia, honey…” 
 
    “Tara’ana! Tonight, I am Tara’ana!” 
 
    “Okay, Tara’ana. My wrists. They…” 
 
    “I know,” she said, not letting him finish. “That’s part of it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But nothing, Pipu. You’ve been a very bad boy. This is your punishment.” 
 
    Julius was silent as her words sank in. His stomach did a flip. Now, he understood. The straps on the chair suddenly made perfect sense. They weren’t there for Pipu’s safety. They were there to restrain him, to render him helpless, unable to resist his cuckolding at the hands of the Molongans.  
 
    Though the straps made sense to him now, his wife’s behavior was still a mystery. He still didn’t understand Natalia’s seeming acceptance of her situation. What had changed? Two days ago, she had been more distraught than he could ever remember having seen her at the prospect of the Molongan ceremony. And now? Now she seemed almost to be enjoying herself. 
 
    He met Natalia’s eyes and saw the same hunger he had seen in the week leading up to their departure. She was turned on, desperately so by the way she was acting. With a crooked grin, she stepped forward and planted a tender kiss on his cheek.  
 
    “Are you ready, Pipu?” she whispered in his ear, biting his earlobe hard enough that he winced. “Ready to watch them fuck your wife?” 
 
    Her words knocked the air from his lungs. When she pulled back, her eyes danced with an unholy light. Who was this woman? Julius opened his mouth to speak, but no words came. His breathing quickened as the full weight of what was about to happen hit him. 
 
    “Well then, let’s get started!” she said with a wink. 
 
    Before he could make any reply, she reached down and untied the sides of his loincloth, stripping the flimsy garment away with a single flick of her wrist. He was fully naked now, and his face burned with the realization that he would not be able to even cover himself with his wrists bound. Everyone would see the erection now pointing skyward between his legs. There would be no way of hiding his arousal, either from them or from Natalia. 
 
    His wife glanced down at his crotch and smirked. “Hmm! I guess you really are ready!”  
 
    Without another word, she turned her back to him and held the scrap of leather aloft while she spoke in a loud voice to the people, all of whom still knelt in the darkness around her. When she was finished, she flung the tiny garment that had safeguarded his modesty into the raging fire that burned on the paving stones beside them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    With one voice, the Molongans shook the heavens with a savage cry that nearly gave Julius a heart attack. They sprang to their feet, and every face the professor saw wore a smile of excited glee. 
 
    His eyes turned back to Natalia, and he watched her slender back swaying seductively in the firelight as she crossed the stone slab to the other chair. Her hips swayed hypnotically from side to side with each step like a cobra, mesmerizing Julius. God, she was sexy! Did she always walk that way? 
 
    Once she reached the ornate chair, she twirled around with surprising grace and took her seat. Her handmaidens rushed to her side and took her headdress, before falling back to stand behind her wooden throne. Natalia gave her head a shake, causing her two long braids to bounce salaciously against her plump breasts. Her eyes, defiant and taunting, met those of the professor across the 15 feet that separated the two chairs.  
 
    In that moment, he realized, she really was Tara’ana, the haughty cuckoldress who was bent on punishing her cheating husband. Gone was the fearful timidity she had shown two days ago when she had informed him of the pending ceremony. In the intervening period, she had apparently made her peace with what was to happen this night.  
 
    She was confident now, assertive, sexy beyond words. Tara’ana, the cuckoldress. Staring back into her smoldering blue eyes, Julius had never found her more alluring. 
 
    The armrests of her chair had two strange, knob-like projections that angled upwards and curved back toward her. She placed a hand on each of them and settled into the cushions, ignoring the fact that her dress had gaped far open to reveal her entire pussy to the gaze of all. She threw her head back and gave a savage howl, not unlike that of a wolf, which was picked up by the Molongan crowd until it reverberated from the surrounding hills. 
 
    This apparently was the signal that the tribe had been waiting for. No sooner had the howl died away than one man after another began to disrobe around him. A soft rustling sound rippled through the villagers and Julius realized that he was hearing the sound of a thousand loincloths being dropped to the paving stones. He stared about him, wide-eyed as the Molongan men bared their penises. 
 
    Off to one side, he saw a stooped figure moving to the crowd, passing out little bottles. It was M’Tola with her potions. The old woman was ensuring that everyone would be ready and willing to do their duty this night. 
 
    Julius had been so fixated on first his wife and then the bawdy crowd that he had forgotten entirely about the four young women who surrounded him. He was reminded when a pair of warm hands wrapped themselves around his turgid cock and began to slowly jack up and down.  
 
    The other girls joined in as well, one of them stooping to nibble up and down the insides of his thighs, occasionally swiping her tongue across his scrotum, while another took her bare tits in her hands and rubbed them against the side of his face.  
 
    He grunted in surprise when the fourth young woman raked her fingernails along the underside of his swollen, aching balls. But just as suddenly, she stopped, swapping positions instead with the young woman who had been stroking his erection. She gave a series of rapid jerks, then stopped, pressing her thumb to the hole in the end of his cock and rubbing vigorously with a circular motion. 
 
    “Aww fuck!” he hissed. The sensations caused his hair to stand straight up. 
 
    He heard a woman laugh to his left, and when he looked up, he saw that she was watching him. Tall and slender with small breasts the size of ripe peaches, she held his gaze as she slowly stroked the surprisingly large cock of an older man standing next to her. The woman shook her head in silent reproach. A jerk of her head directed his attention once more to Tara’ana’s throne. 
 
    Julius nearly fainted when he saw that two of the men she had pulled from the crowd had moved up on either side of his wife, offering her their very erect, very large penises. Tara’ana was busily attending to them, sucking first one, then the other.  
 
    He watched in awe as his fantasy became reality. Her pink tongue flickered and fluttered over the head of the larger of the two cocks, stopping at the tip to swab away the large bead of pre-cum that oozed from its slit. That done, she immediately turned to the other penis, bathing it with her warm tongue from balls to glans before opening wide to let the man fuck her willing mouth. 
 
    Both of their cocks dwarfed his own, as did the penis of every man she had chosen from the crowd, he suddenly realized. He wondered if that had been her criteria. Had Natalia chosen only the largest specimens for her lovers on her walk through the mass of adoring Molongans? It was a powerfully arousing idea. 
 
    Watching his wife suck cock was the most erotic thing Julius had ever seen, easily surpassing even the most perverse of his fantasies. And of recent, his fantasies had grown very perverse.  
 
    If the young woman who was rhythmically stroking his aching cock hadn’t sensed his excitement and stopped at that moment, he would have cum right then. But, as Julius had seen earlier, his four young attendants were highly skilled masturbatrixes. They knew just how to take a man to the ragged edge of orgasm and then stop there, leaving him twitching and unfulfilled until they decided he should cum.  
 
    He clenched his eyes shut and gulped the cool night air, straining against the straps until the urgency in his balls subsided. God! It was going to be a long night! 
 
    When he opened them once more, his eyes feasted again on the scene before him. He knew what heaven these two men were experiencing. Julius wasn’t perhaps the most experienced of lovers, but he had been around enough to know that his wife was a world-class cock sucker. And anyone could tell that she loved doing it. 
 
    While his wife pleasured the two men on either side of her, another of her chosen ones, a tall, thin man with a long, curved cock stepped up between her legs. In a flash, her two maidservants stepped forward.  
 
    Julius watched as they each hooked a hand beneath each of her knees and gently raised her legs up, draping them over the two horn-like projections on the throne’s armrests, revealing in that moment their intended purpose. Without a word, the two young women took their stations again behind his wife. 
 
    Julius’s mouth was as dry as the desert as he watched the tall man kneel between his wife’s thighs. Down, down went his head toward her carefully groomed crotch. A second later, Natalia moaned loudly and took her mouth from the big cock she had been sucking to gaze down at the man who was lapping at her slit like a starving dog.  
 
    The professor watched, enthralled as the black man ate his wife’s pussy. This guy was good. Really good. Better than Julius. In no time at all, he had her teetering on the brink of orgasm.  
 
    Julius watched his wife’s hand come down to cup the back of the man’s head and pull him into her. Even from where he sat, he could hear how wet she was. Then, Natalia shuddered and clamped her eyes closed as she came softly on this stranger’s tongue. 
 
    When she opened her eyes, Julius heard her speak to the man, then watched in rapt fascination as he stood and shuffled closer, until the tip of his big penis was brushing the goddess’s pink slit. The men she had been blowing backed away and took their place in line. 
 
    Again, the girls stroking the professor abandoned his penis. Even still, it took every bit of self-control he had not to immediately cum as he watched him push inside. 
 
    Fuck, he was turned on! His fantasy was coming true! Julius was actually going to watch another man fuck his wife! It still seemed like a dream! His cock bobbed excitedly in the cool night air, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum. 
 
    Tara’ana’s response was immediate. “Ooohhh!” she moaned as the long member pried her soft petals apart. Julius felt a sudden, not altogether unpleasant stab of jealousy. With only half of the black man’s cock inside her, he was deeper than the professor had ever been.  
 
    Slowly, the tall man pulled back, before advancing forward again, pressing another inch inside her. Steadily, resolutely, he moved in and out. Natalia gasped as each of his subsequent thrusts forced her to take more of this curved behemoth, pushing back at him until his entire length had been sheathed inside her. 
 
    “Oohh! Aaagh! Oh my God!” Natalia wailed, slipping out of character for a moment. “Oh fuck, that’s good! Oh, yes!” 
 
    From his vantage point, Julius could see his wife’s vagina stretched tightly around the invading shaft that was slowly rocking in and out of her. The big black balls were mashed firmly against her pale ass each time the man’s hips moved forward. 
 
    Fuck! Julius never would have believed that she could take such an enormous thing inside her. By the way she was trembling, it looked like she was about to cum again. And the man hadn’t yet begun to fuck her! 
 
    “Oh God, yes! Fuck me!” she encouraged him. “Ooohh!” 
 
    The thin man chuckled to hear his goddess squeal in delight. He spoke softly to her and, when she nodded, began to saw in and out of Tara’ana’s tight pussy. Gradually, his strokes lengthened until he was plunging in and out of her at a wild pace, wrenching a cry of pleasure from her with each movement of his hips.  
 
    The other chosen ones formed a ragged line behind him that stretched past Julius’s chair. As if by some silent order only the Molongans could hear, 19 women moved forward from the crowd to kneel before each of them, sucking the long black cocks of the chosen ones while they waited for their turns. 
 
    The other revelers began to pair up and Julius saw several of them sink to the ground, where they fornicated like weasels while they watched the fulfillment of their prophecy. 
 
    All around him, people fucked. To his left, he watched two men fucking one woman. They both plowed into her relentlessly, one in her pussy and one in her ass. It was like a scene from a porn movie.  
 
    In no time at all, the air was thick with the smell of sex. And at the center of it all was his wife, Natalia. No. Not Natalia. She was Tara’ana now, he reminded himself. And she was glorious. 
 
    To Julius’s disappointment, her first lover didn’t last long. Tara’ana’s orgasm was hovering just out of reach when he threw his head back and grunted. Julius knew by the way he stiffened that he was cumming. Lucky bastard! he thought. 
 
    A sudden chill came over him as he realized that the man was in her bareback. Of course, he was. The Molongans had no condoms. They wouldn’t have even understood its purpose if they had seen one. The man between his wife’s legs was filling her with his cum! 
 
    Julius had never fucked his wife without protection. He had never given her so much as an ounce of his sperm. And now, this black stranger had filled her with his. Julius’s chest tightened. He couldn’t get enough air. What had they done? 
 
    The man leaned back, and his thick cock slurped out of Natalia’s pussy, followed by a gush of thick, white cum. Panic began to set in. Oh my God! Julius thought. What if…?! He couldn’t finish the thought. It was too terrible to contemplate. Oh God, oh God, oh God! Suddenly, this little wife watching fantasy of his wasn’t fun anymore. 
 
    While he struggled with the reality of what had happened, the man who had just fucked his wife removed one of the golden anklets he wore and slid it onto Natalia’s ankle. A tribute of some sort, Julius’s inner scientist reasoned, momentarily detached, distracted from his inner turmoil. A gesture of thanks, perhaps? Was this why Tara’ana wore no baubles at the beginning of the night’s festivities? So that all could see how many men she had sated afterwards?  
 
    The Molongan moved aside, and another man took his place, plunging his cock into Natalia’s sodden hole without the slightest bit of fanfare. For the second time, a hint of possessiveness stirred within him, but unlike his first brush with jealousy, this one was decidedly unpleasant. 
 
    Watching the man’s muscular ass pumping steadily away, he heard his wife cum and her cries of ecstasy were like a searing bolt of jealousy that pierced the professor’s heart. A cold knot of nausea twisted in his stomach until he could taste the bile. 
 
    This wasn’t right! a voice cried in his head. They couldn’t do this! She was his! They had to stop! It was a mistake. All a terrible mistake!  
 
    His head swiveled left and right, as if looking for help. Twenty men stood on the platform with him, their bare cocks jutting menacingly toward the throne where Natalia was once more being fucked. And all of them were going to fuck his wife this night! 
 
    He lunged against his restraints, desperate to stop the two lovers in front of him, but the straps were too strong. Despite his distress, his cock seemed to swell even more. 
 
    “No!” he called out. “Talia, please! No! Stop! You have to stop! They’re not wearing condoms! Natalia, the condoms!!” 
 
    Over the shoulder of the man rutting between her legs, his wife gave him a pitying smile as she was rocked by yet another solid thrust. Then, she closed her blue eyes and leaned back into her throne. Her hands reached for her current lover’s ass and pulled him deeper into her, offering him her lips in a passionate kiss that nearly killed Julius. 
 
    He fell silent. It was no use. All was lost. A great wave of despair washed over him. Tara’ana was past listening to him. Maybe she was past caring. Either way, he was helpless. Like the god in the story, he could do nothing but watch while his wife mated with the Molongans. 
 
    Sensing their charge’s anguish, Pipu’s young attendants renewed their assault on his exposed genitalia with even greater fervor. It was, after all, their job to punish the goddess’s miscreant husband. 
 
    Up and down, they jacked his pale, white cock in time with the horrible man fucking his wife. He was so hard it felt like his dick would shatter under their enthusiastic ministrations. The precum ran out of the end of his penis now like water from a leaky faucet. His balls were so full they felt like they would pop. But every time he felt the beginnings of an orgasm building inside him, his four tormenters released him. 
 
    Oh fuck! Why wouldn’t they let him cum? He needed it so badly! But why? Why the fuck was he even hard? How was that possible? He didn’t want this… did he? She could get pregnant! What the hell was wrong with him? Why did everything about this dreadful situation turn him on so much? He didn’t know, but there was no denying the throbbing, dripping arousal that jutted up from between his legs for everyone to see. 
 
    Julius cursed his traitorous cock. The girls tugged and caressed him, and he watched the second man speed up. This was it! In just a moment, he knew, he would be adding his semen to that of the first man. He dreaded it, deeply, completely, but he also craved it.  
 
    It was true, he realized, shocked at himself. Some part of him loved the fact that this man was about to fill his beloved bride with his semen. How could that be? What the fuck was wrong with him? 
 
    As he pondered this new existential crisis, M’Tola appeared before him, carrying a small golden bowl, which she laid on the seat before him. A crazed Julius blinked at her, his mouth hanging open like an out-of-breath wolf. What was this? He wasn’t hungry. How the fuck could he eat at a time like this?! Had the old woman lost her mind? Get out of the fucking way, so I can seeee! 
 
    M’Tola moved aside, and Julius’s heart leapt with joy. Now, he had an unobstructed view of his wife once more. God, she was beautiful, heartbreakingly so. He realized in that instance that he had been blind to just how alluring she was. 
 
    Her big tits wobbled and danced in the light of the fire as the muscular man between her legs fucked her like jackhammer. With her legs hooked behind the chair’s two horns, her ass and pussy were on display for all to see. There could be no doubt that their goddess was getting a fucking none of them would soon forget.  
 
    She orgasmed again, hard this time. Her cute little toes curled in midair, and her succulent thighs trembled as she screamed her pleasure to the stars above. As if it were an echo, Julius heard a woman nearby cum at the same time. 
 
    Tara’ana’s lover had also reached the crisis point. His thrusts were frantic and erratic now. He lunged into her, hammering her pliant flesh for all he was worth. Gone was the steady rhythm with which he had fucked Julius’s wife until now. In just a few seconds… 
 
    The professor gritted his teeth against the agony he knew was to come. He himself was so close to cumming that he could taste it, and he knew that his tormenters wouldn’t let him.  
 
    He braced himself for the frustration that awaited him. But this time, when the man fucking his wife stiffened and groaned, announcing his orgasm, the hand on Julius’s shaft sped up, sending him careening over the edge as it bent his shaft down toward the waiting bowl. 
 
    “Aaaagh!” he screamed in shock and elation. He was unable to be silent as the almost painful pleasure rattled him to his very core. 
 
    Through the fog of ecstasy, he could feel the eyes of everyone on him, watching him, seeing his perversion. His cock pulsed and began to spurt fire, and the shame of his predicament seemed to intensify the pleasure of his orgasm.  
 
    It was like hot lava gushing out the end of his pulsing dick to spatter into the small golden bowl before him. Time and again he squirted, his semen thick with sperm after his period of denial. The hand around his cock worked him frantically, milking every last drop from his tortured balls, not stopping until he squirmed and whined with pain, his post-orgasmic dick too tender for contact. 
 
    Julius looked down at the bowl in front of him, surprised to see how much semen he had produced. When he looked up, he stared straight into the eyes of a thousand Molongans, all of whom had watched him cum to the sight of his wife being inseminated by another man. His cheeks burned with embarrassment. 
 
    M’Tola came forward again, clapping her hands together in glee. She picked up the golden bowl and held it above her, showing it to the crowd. Then, she turned to Tara’ana and carried it forward, bowing low as she offered it to the goddess. 
 
    The man who had just fucked Tara’ana lay panting beside her throne, sliding a second anklet onto her slender leg while she took the golden bowl from the old woman. Tara’ana peered over the lip of the bowl at the milky contents, then made a disapproving face and returned the bowl to the witch doctor. She gestured toward the bonfire and spoke softly. 
 
    M’Tola nodded in understanding and stepped down from the stone platform with a smile on her grizzled old face. Reciting some sort of incantation, she raised the bowl and tipped Julius’s seed into the flames. The crowd roared with laughter and applause before resuming their fornication. 
 
    The professor was mortified. Never in all his life had anything humiliated him so much as this symbolic ritual. His wife rejecting his sperm in favor of her lovers’! And yet his idiotic prick immediately sprang to life once more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    A soft black hand encircled his hardness again when the third man mounted his wife. He gasped at the contact, still hypersensitive from his recent orgasm, but his tormentors seemed to understand this, and they took it slow, teasing him gently with their talented fingers as he watched his wife with her latest black lover. 
 
    Two men had already cum inside his wife. Two men who had now had her as he never had. The thought broke his heart, killed him, but it also somehow turned him on. It was so bad, so utterly, insanely naughty. His wife had been inseminated by two strangers, something her husband had never been allowed to do, and behind them waited a whole string of men who would seed her. The forbidden eroticism of that thought made him tremble. 
 
    So much of what he felt as he watched his wife being fucked was confusing for him. He was so jealous he could scarcely breathe, and yet some dark part of him liked that.  
 
    He was worried, too. Terrified. This was dangerous territory. She could easily get pregnant. And even that thought was somehow erotic. Why would something so terrible turn him on? Julius was at a loss to explain it, but he vowed to revisit the question when he got a quiet moment. 
 
    It wasn’t really as though he could do anything to stop what was happening anyway. He was tied to a chair and they were both surrounded by thousands of Molongans who would gladly murder them if they even suspected that they were not who they had claimed to be. There really wasn’t much choice. So, he took a deep breath and decided to simply make the best of it. 
 
    Strangely, his massive orgasm seemed to have drained some of the tension from him. Just moments ago, he would have given anything to stop what was happening, but now he realized that he no longer felt the same burning desire to intervene. 
 
    As he watched this new cock sliding in and out of his wife, Julius felt the strangest sense of calm descend over him, a warm, peaceful acceptance of his fate. Or perhaps, if he were honest with himself, an acceptance of his own perverse desires. 
 
    He liked what was happening. In spite of his jealousy, his insecurities, in spite even of the risks, he liked it. He had never felt more attracted to this beautiful sex goddess across from him. 
 
    She liked it too. Either that or she was the best actress the world had ever seen. No, she liked being fucked by these men. Of that, Julius was certain. One look at her face erased all doubt on that front. 
 
    She truly was beautiful, he thought, taking a good long look at his wife. With her long legs and her big, round tits. A face to die for. Too beautiful to belong to only one man. She was absolutely gorgeous. Even more so with this strong native man plowing into her already sloppy snatch. It was a moment so perfect that some part of him almost wished it could go on forever. Almost. But another part was dying to see her filled with semen once more. 
 
     “That’s it, baby,” he murmured under his breath. “Give him that sweet white pussy!” 
 
    It was better than in his fantasies, he realized. More erotic, more sensual, more intense.  
 
    He loved the way the man’s big black balls slapped wetly against the tender flesh of her round bottom. They were wet and sticky with the juices that squelched from his wife’s opening with each stroke, and they were enormous, like those of a bull. How much sperm did they hold? he wondered. Sperm that he would soon give to Tara’ana. 
 
    A third man who would empty his balls inside Julius’s wife, something he had never done. The idea made his balls ache with desire. Before the night was over, the seed of 20 men would swim inside her womb, searching for her eggs. His heart fluttered to think of it. 
 
    This wasn’t his fantasy. It wasn’t how he had envisioned it. Not at all. This was so much more. Like throwing a cup of gasoline on the flickering candle of his fantasy. So fucking perverted! So amazing! 
 
    Oddly, it no longer bothered him that the Molongans were watching him. The worst was behind him now. What was there left to hide? They had seen his fall, seen him pass from husband to cuckold. They had watched as his sperm had been discarded into the flames, and the humiliation of that aroused him. Like almost everything that had transpired that night, it was beyond Professor Stevenson’s ability to explain, though he suspected that deep down, there was perhaps a hidden masochist within him.  
 
    All too soon, the third man reached his peak. Roaring like the bull he resembled, he jammed his heavy cock as far up inside Julius’s wife as he could and held it there, grinding his ass in a circular motion as he began to cum. Julius could see his big balls rise and fall, pumping rhythmically as he delivered to the goddess his life-giving seed. 
 
    The sight was too much, and Julius thrust his hips up into the soft, chocolate hand that held his cock and began to cum as well. Once more, the golden bowl received his seed. Once more, it was offered to the goddess, only to be consigned to the flames as before. 
 
    A third anklet found its way to his wife’s ankle, and a fourth man sank his cock deep into the goddess’s dripping sex. To his astonishment, Julius’s penis rose to the occasion once more. Maybe there was more to M’Tola’s boner root than he had wanted to accept, he pondered as one of his attendants reached for his penis. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Four, five, six, seven… the cycle continued. After each man came, another took his place between the goddess’s pale thighs in the light of the bonfire. On and on through the long night, it happened again and again, until Tara’ana had sated each and every one of the chosen ones.  
 
    When the sun rose, the Molongans lay about his chair like a slain army, completely fucked out. The fire that had been their constant companion throughout the long night was now nothing but a heap of ash and glowing coals. The comingled odor of sweat and semen hung in the air. 
 
    Like the natives, Julius was utterly destroyed. Happy, satisfied, but worn out. His cock was raw, like someone had run it through a meat grinder, and his balls felt like ping pong balls, hollow and light as a feather. 
 
    He couldn’t get hard. Not anymore. Not for the last two hours. They had milked him of everything he had. The last time they made him cum, he hadn’t really cum at all. His cock had bobbed and jumped in the young woman’s hand, red-hot sparks had traveled up his spine, but no semen had actually come out. Empty. It had been the strangest feeling. 
 
    And so, he had watched, limp and unmanned, as Tara’ana coaxed the sperm from her remaining lovers. Until finally, the last man filled the goddess with his virile load and descended from the platform, leaving only the two “gods” in their intricately carved chairs. 
 
    Julius raised his weary head and gazed on his wife, slumped in the chair across from him. He saw that a river of cum poured from Tara’ana’s well-fucked cunt, and twenty gold anklets encircled her pale white leg. With a satisfied smile, she returned his gaze. She sighed contentedly, then closed her legs and sat up straight on her throne, giving a quiet command to the high priest. 
 
    The two young ladies who were the goddess’s handmaidens rushed in with soft towels, swabbing at their mistress’s thighs and pussy until all traces of what had transpired had been erased. The gently closed the front of her skirt, concealing from sight her swollen slit. 
 
    When they were finished cleaning Tara’ana, four beefy men brought the two poles that transformed her chair into a litter and hoisted her onto their shoulders. Pipu’s maiden litter bearers did the same. But instead of taking him back to M’Tola’s house as he expected, they surprised him by following Tara’ana’s palanquin up the steps of the temple. 
 
    When the two litters reached the top, they passed through the enormous doors and into a wide stone hallway that was lit by a row of torches. The hallway opened onto a spacious room with a long trestle table and two benches. The back wall held several closed doors.  
 
    Here, the bearers set the two litters down side by side and, at a word from Tara’ana, left the way they had come. Julius heard the big outer doors close behind them. They were alone now. The silence of the enormous temple was tomblike, oppressive after the tumult of The Ceremony. 
 
    “The priests have gone home,” she explained. “We won’t be disturbed. At least, not until tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Tomorrow night?” 
 
    Julius almost asked what would happen tomorrow night, but Natalia’s sidelong glance at him stopped the words in his throat. Tomorrow night would be a repeat of this night. 
 
    Natalia rose from her seat and moved to his side, reaching for the straps that still held him to his chair.  
 
    “Here,” she whispered. “Let me help you.” 
 
    Her fingers fumbled nervously with the wrist straps. She was different, now that they were alone. More timid, more subdued. No longer Tara’ana, she was Natalia once more, the brilliant young professor with a knack for languages. 
 
    “I… Do you hate me now?” she blurted suddenly when his hands were free. 
 
    “Hate you? No, baby! Of course, not!” 
 
    “I had to, you know. It was the only way. I had to do it!” 
 
    She shook her head, looking for a moment as though she might cry, before bending over to undo the straps that held his feet. The gold bands around her ankle jangled when she moved. When she stood again, she had to steady herself on the armrest. Natalia was running on fumes.  
 
    “There was no choice, Julius. I had to.”  
 
    “I know. I do. You had to play the part of Tara’ana.” 
 
    “Yes. That’s right. Exactly! It wasn’t my… I mean, I had no choice.” 
 
    Julius studied her. God, what a glorious creature! Still bare chested, with her big, round tits proudly on display, her ankle clanked with each step, a constant reminder of the men who had fucked her.  
 
    She still wore the long, strange skirt she had worn all night. In spite of her handmaidens’ efforts, he could still see streaks of cum on the dark fabric, reaching far down her legs. And even from this distance, he could smell her, a heady mixture of sweat, saliva, and semen. 
 
    “I couldn’t think of any way out. Well, you know that. It really was the only way. I had to. You understand, don’t you? I had no choice.” 
 
    She was babbling a little, like tired people do. Repeating herself. That was no surprise. Not after the night she had had. But she was strangely insistent about not having had a choice. That seemed to be foremost in her mind. Who was she trying to convince? Him or herself? 
 
    It was true. She really hadn’t had a choice. Not if they were to survive this. Just as he hadn’t had a choice. Pipu had to sit and watch while his wife was fucked in front of him. It was his fate to be tortured by his litter bearers and have his seed poured into the flames. That was the prophecy. That was the way it had been foretold. Although the prophecy had said nothing about them both enjoying the experience. Then, Julius understood what was bothering Natalia. It was so obvious, he felt like a fool for not realizing it earlier. 
 
    “Did you… did you enjoy it?” he asked.  
 
    It was a rhetorical question really. She had. It had been obvious. But Julius wanted her to say the words. He wanted to hear her admit that she had enjoyed the outrageous spectacle, that she had liked being a wanton slut. 
 
    She turned away from him, facing the wall, suddenly very busy. Too busy to answer. With a hand that trembled slightly, she pointed toward two sets of doors, situated side by side.  
 
    “The temple builders made a chamber for Pipu as well,” she said, ignoring his question. “Right next to that of his bride. You should sleep there. I’ll show you. We need to meet as many of their expectations as we can.” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
     “Julius, don’t. Please. I… Let’s just get some sleep.” 
 
    “Answer my question, Talia. Did you enjoy it? Did you like what happened tonight? Did you like what they did to you?” 
 
    “Can we talk about this in the morning? Please? I’m exhausted.” 
 
    “Just tell me the truth. Did you like it?” 
 
    Natalia sighed, and Julius saw her shoulders droop in surrender. She faced the wall still, unable to meet his eyes. Julius stared at her naked back and the fine curve of her hips. He waited. She looked so small and vulnerable standing there like that in the flickering glow of the torchlight. Julius felt an ache in his chest as he waited for her to reply. 
 
    “Yes,” she said at last, in a weary voice that was just above a whisper. “Yes, honey. I… I know it’s terrible. I know. But yes, I liked what happened.” 
 
    She turned to face him, but the expression on her face wasn’t one he could read. Fearful, maybe. Cautious, definitely, but it was more than that. Some strange mixture of shame and pride, shock and elation. He had never seen that look before. 
 
    “Why?” he pressed. 
 
    “Tomorrow.” 
 
    Julius opened his mouth to protest, but she raised a hand and stopped him. 
 
    “Tomorrow, Julius. Not now. I’m too tired. I can’t even think straight. I need time to process all this. Time to understand it myself. We’ll talk. I promise. Just not right now.” 
 
    “All right,” he muttered. 
 
    He understood. He wasn’t happy about it, but he understood. She needed time. Of course, she did. And maybe he did too. His own emotions were still as raw as a freshly picked scab. She was right. They could talk tomorrow. 
 
    “I need you to help me,” he said, dipping his eyes toward his wounded appendage. “My leg.” 
 
    “You don’t need help, Julius.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? Natalia, my leg is broken, baby. I need…” 
 
    “Not anymore, it’s not. I talked to M’Tola. She assures me that you are fit as a fiddle. Just stand up.” 
 
    “But… I mean, that’s not…” 
 
    “Just try, Julius. Stand up.” 
 
    There was no way. Not enough time had passed for his leg to have healed. And why the hell was his wife taking the word of a witch doctor over his? The exhausted professor felt a flash of anger. But he was too tired to fight with her right now. If she wanted him to try to stand, he would. She’d see. 
 
    Bracing himself against the pain he knew he was going to feel, he slid his leg forward and shifted a small amount of weight onto it. He frowned, puzzled by the fact that he felt nothing. He put a little more weight on it. Still, nothing. With a sigh, he clenched his teeth and tried to stand. 
 
    If he had suddenly sprouted wings, Julius could not have been more shocked. His leg held his weight. Not only that, it didn’t hurt at all. Nothing. It really did seem good as new. He took a tentative step, then another. He walked across the room, then turned and walked back. It felt just like it always had, like he could run a marathon on it. 
 
    “But, how?” he gasped, looking at his wife in astonishment. 
 
    “The root,” she explained. “The Lolo’panaet root.” 
 
    “M’Tola’s boner root?” 
 
    Natalia chuckled and rolled her eyes, “Yes, it does that too. But that’s only the tip of the iceberg. It does a lot more than cure E.D. Unfortunately, that’s a longer discussion. One that will have to wait until tomorrow.” 
 
    She led him to the door on the left and unlocked it. Taking a torch from the wall, she lit a small lamp and handed it to him. 
 
    “Pipu’s chambers,” she said. “You sleep here. I’ll be right next door.” 
 
    “Can’t I sleep with you?” 
 
    “No. I’m sorry, but you can’t. If the high priest finds us sharing a bed, the gig is up. And with my two maidservants as constant companions, there’s no way he wouldn’t find out. Our heads would be hanging on M’Tola’s pole by evening.” 
 
    She was right, of course. The two gods were not supposed to be on good terms. That was the whole reason they had come to earth, so that Tara’ana could take her revenge on her asshole husband. Julius nodded and stepped inside. He held the tiny lamp high above him and peered into the darkened room. 
 
    From what he could see in the dim light of the lamp, “Pipu’s chambers” resembled quite closely a monk’s cell in a medieval monastery he had visited in Germany once. Austerity seemed to have been the primary design consideration. But in contrast to the room in the Monastery, these quarters looked freshly painted and pristine. Like those of Tara’ana, he surmised, they had likely never been used by a mortal man. 
 
    Moving the light around, he could see that the room was devoid of any furnishings other than a narrow bed and what looked like a washstand in the middle of one wall. It had stone floors and a low ceiling. A single, locked window directly above the washstand appeared to open onto the room in which Natalia would be staying. It seemed like a strange arrangement, but the thought of her so close gave him some comfort. Otherwise, his accommodations were bleak. Luckily, he was too tired to care. 
 
    “I’ll see you in the morning, baby,” Natalia said, kissing his cheek. “Sleep well.” 
 
    “Okay. I love you.” 
 
    “Love you, too,” she smiled. 
 
    Natalia closed the door behind him, and he was surprised to hear the lock click into place. He tried it and his suspicions were confirmed; he was locked in. Not that it really mattered, he mused. Where the hell would he go? Even if he could escape from the room, they were on a fucking island. He smiled at his mental slip of the tongue. It really was a fucking island! 
 
    Still smiling at his own wit, he set the lamp on the washstand and plopped wearily down on the bed. With a sigh, he rubbed his face and then lay back on the surprisingly soft mattress. It had been an eventful night. And their island ordeal was far from over.  
 
    As sleep tugged insistently at his eyelids, a million thoughts swirled in Julius’s head, most of them questions. What was the secret of this magical root? He thought of Frank and of Mr. Albert and wondered about their fates. Were they still alive? Would they ever see them again? Would they ever leave this island? Did he want to?  
 
    Maybe he would want to leave, someday. Surely, he would, to return to the life that he and Natalia had built together. Their jobs, their friends. They would have to leave eventually, and he knew that he would want to. 
 
    But not at that moment. Not just yet. It was all too exciting, here away from the prying eyes of civilization. Julius wanted more. He hadn’t had enough. Not yet. He wanted to watch Natalia with her black lovers again, to see them fill her with their potent semen. 
 
    He drifted off to sleep, his mind filled with images of the beautiful Tara’ana being serviced by her chosen ones. And just before the dreamworld claimed him he heard the echo of his wife’s words again: “It’s going to change our lives…” 
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    Return of the Jungle Goddess 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    When he opened his eyes, Professor Julius Stevenson was immediately aware that he was naked. But he had no earthly idea where he was. Everything around him was pitch black. He lifted his head and peered about, searching the darkness for any glimmer of light, but there was none. Not even the numbers on his stereo broke the blackness. Even the streetlight outside his window seemed to be dark. Had there been a power outage? A blackout? 
 
    Then he remembered. He wasn’t in his apartment. He was in Molonga. His mind returned to his current situation, and everything came flooding back. The terrifying memory of the plane crash, their flight through the jungle, the agony of his injuries. 
 
    His hand unconsciously came down to rub the leg he had broken during the crash. He also remembered the Molongans taking them captive, his wife Natalia pretending to be a goddess. Tara’ana, they called her. And then, like the blinding flash of lightning that had taken down their plane, came the recollection of ‘The Ceremony’. 
 
    He was in the temple; he remembered now. Pipu’s Chamber. What time was it? He had no clue. Why was it so dark? When he’d closed his eyes, the room had been lit. The lamp. Damn! 
 
    He’d had a lamp when he entered the room. Small, made of clay. Natalia had given it to him before locking him in, and he had left it burning on the little table against the wall.  
 
    Now it had gone out. Why? The professor had no way of knowing. Maybe it had exhausted all of its fuel, although it had seemed full enough. It should have still been burning. Maybe a gust of wind had blown out the flame or a moth, drawn to the light… There were a hundred possible explanations and no way of knowing for sure. But at that moment, the only thing that mattered to Julius Stevenson was the fact that his room was as dark as a cave at midnight. 
 
    He sat up, groping beneath his bed for his spectacles. It was a miracle that he still had them, after everything that had happened. A happy miracle, for without them, he was as blind as a bat. Finally, just when he was about to panic, his fingers found the cool wires of the earpieces. Thank God!  
 
    It was quiet. More than quiet, it was absolutely devoid of sound, the silence so complete it was oppressive. He strained his ears, hoping to hear someone moving about, but the cell was as still as a tomb. Not a very comforting thought. 
 
    He called out for help, “Natalia!” 
 
    There was no answer, only the ringing echo of his own voice, bouncing back from the stone walls of his cell. He tried again. And then again. Still, no one came. God! Had she forgotten him? The air around him seemed close and stagnant. It was unbearable! He couldn’t breathe! He had to get out of here! 
 
    He staggered to his feet and shuffled slowly across the floor, heading, he hoped, for the door. His hands he kept stretched out in front of him, feeling in the darkness for the wall. On and on he crept in the ink-like blackness, seeing absolutely nothing, his fingers clutching at the empty space. As the minutes turned to hours, he could feel the wave of panic welling up inside him, winding its fingers around his throat. This was terrible! 
 
    Without warning, his fingers touched an unseen object in the darkness. A split second later, his bare cock contacted it as well. Julius gasped and recoiled from it instinctively, both hands clasping his genitals. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves, while his mind spun a thousand improbable and horrifying scenarios to explain the item he couldn’t see. 
 
    Mustering all his courage, goosebumps popping up all down the length of his trembling arm, he forced himself to reach a tentative hand forward again, and he touched something smooth and cold. The wall. At least he’d found the wall. It was a starting point. 
 
    With both of his hands laid flat against the smooth stone, he shuffled sideways, feeling for the doorjamb as he moved to his left. It was a painstaking process, feeling his way, inch by inch, willing his fingers to find the break in the wall that was the room’s only exit. Just as he was certain that he must soon find it, his shoulder slammed into a solid wall on his left. Dammit! He was in the corner of the room. 
 
    Apparently, the point at which he had first contacted the wall had been left of the door. He should’ve gone right. But second-guessing his earlier decision would get him nowhere. The only solution was to start back in the other direction. He ran his fingers through his thinning hair in irritation, then slowly began to grope his way back along the wall in the direction he had come from. 
 
    What was he going to do once he reached the door? That was the million-dollar question. He knew that it was locked. He had heard the lock click into place when his wife had closed the door. Just to be certain, he had tried it. The door was most definitely locked and, of course, he had no key. 
 
    He could pound on it with his fists. Maybe Natalia would hear him and remember that he was locked in this room. Maybe someone else would hear the noise and come to investigate. At this point, he didn’t really care, just so long as he got out of this tiny, horrible room. It might not be the best of plans, but it was a plan. And at the moment, it was the only one he could come up with. 
 
    So, Professor Julius Stevenson, the respected university lecturer, found himself stark naked, shuffling along the wall of an ancient temple in total darkness on a remote island off the coast of Africa, looking for a locked door and trying desperately not to surrender to the terror that gripped his heart like a bird of prey. 
 
    Time meant nothing to him now. In the absence of even a token frame of reference, he had no way to measure its passing. How long had he been searching for the door? Minutes? Hours? Days? Oh God! He didn’t know! He was going to die here, alone in the darkness! He opened his mouth to scream once more. 
 
    At that moment, there was a loud click, followed by the screeching of hinges. Suddenly, the tiny room was bathed in a light so intense that he threw up his arms to shield his eyes from its harsh brilliance. 
 
    “Julius!” a familiar voice said. “I didn’t think you’d be awake already.” 
 
    He squinted against the glare, blinking as his eyes adjusted to the light. He could see a lone figure outlined in the doorway. A woman, judging by the silhouette. Then, she spoke his name again, and he realized that it was Natalia. 
 
    “Talia!” he croaked. “Thank God!” 
 
    He stumbled toward her, staggering like a drunkard as he rushed out of the darkened chamber and into the unimaginable light of the hallway beyond, nearly falling down in the process. Thank God he was free! But why was it so bright? Had he simply been in the dark so long that his eyes no longer tolerated the light? His narrowed eyes roamed left and right, seeking out the source of the meteoric radiance around him. 
 
    When last he had seen the hallway, its only illumination had been that of a series of torches that lined the walls. To his surprise, Julius now saw that these were not in use. Instead, the improbable illumination of the corridor was provided by an ingenious series of polished metal mirrors, arranged to catch the light of the sun and direct it throughout the temple’s interior. Once again, his scientist’s mind paused to marvel at the ingenuity of the Molongan people. 
 
    “Oh my God, Julius!” Natalia gasped. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Yes. I think… Yes, I am. I just…” 
 
    “Why is it so dark in your room? Where’s the lamp I gave you?” 
 
    “I… That is to say… It… It went out.”  
 
    He mumbled, trying to get the words out between gasps of air. His heart was still racing, and his mind felt like someone had poured a quart of thumbtacks into it, his thoughts all ragged and prickly. He wondered if his wife was aware of the fact that her husband had been two steps away from a heart attack when she opened the door. 
 
    “Oh… Oh, you poor thing! It must’ve been dreadful, in there all alone in the dark. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    Natalia threw her arms around him and hugged him tightly. Even after his ordeal in the darkness, he was intensely aware of her two bare nipples, like a pair of ripe strawberries pressed against his heaving chest. She was topless, in accordance with Molongan tradition, a tradition Julius had already decided he fully supported. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “I’m okay now. I just need a moment.”  
 
    “Of course, baby. Of course,” she stepped back from him and smiled. “Take your time.” 
 
    “Speaking of time, what time is it?” he asked.  
 
    “Well, a moment ago, when I told you ‘good morning’, I really should’ve said ‘good afternoon’. I’m afraid we’ve slept away most of the day.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said simply. Julius was actually surprised that it wasn’t later. The terror of being locked in that dark room had caused his mind to play tricks on him. 
 
    “Why don’t you go with the girls? I’ve had them draw a bath for you. Go with them and get yourself cleaned up and we’ll have a bite to eat. We have a lot to discuss before tomorrow night’s festivities. Oh, and Julius?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You might want to think about putting on something a little more appropriate!” she grinned, nodding toward his groin. 
 
    Julius glanced down and blushed, bringing his hands in front of him to cover his bare cock. In all the excitement, he’d completely forgotten the fact that he was naked. 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. “I’ll do that.” 
 
    “Good,” she beamed. “I’ll see you in a moment.”  
 
    Turning to her two handmaidens, she said something in Molongan and gestured toward Julius. The two young black women nodded and immediately took an arm each and led the naked man down the corridor to where his bath awaited him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A hot bath had the professor feeling like a new man. The terror he had felt inside the pitch-black chamber was all but forgotten. It was the first time he’d had anything but a sponge bath since they crashed on the island. The Molongans had even provided him with a crudely fashioned comb. Not that he really needed one, he thought with a wry grin as he looked at his reflection in a small polished mirror. In a few more years, he wouldn’t have enough hair left to even merit combing. 
 
    The loincloth that one of the young women handed him, however, he was genuinely thankful for. While it was true that after last night he had few secrets from the Molongans, as a product of Western civilization, he still wasn’t totally comfortable walking around with his junk hanging out. 
 
    Once he had made himself as presentable as possible, he followed the two girls back down the hallway, where he found his wife waiting, seated at a long, carved, wooden table that was piled high with foods of every sort. 
 
    “Wow!” she giggled when she saw him in the loincloth. “You look good in native attire.” 
 
    Julius had never been one for going to the gym, and he knew that he probably looked ridiculous in the skimpy covering, but his wife’s teasing did nothing to diminish his joy at seeing her. “So do you,” he said with a meaningful dip of his head.  
 
    The difference was that in Natalia’s case, it was 110% true. Good wasn’t the right word. She looked absolutely amazing.  
 
    Even after all these years of marriage, Julius found it difficult not to stare at her exposed tits as he took his seat at the table. Molongan women wore no blouses, no tops of any kind. Everywhere you looked on the island, you saw titties. Though none of them could hold a candle to his wife’s. 
 
    Her breasts were larger than most women’s, certainly larger than those of any of the Molongan women he had seen so far. Still, they had no sag to them, their perfect shapes jutting straight out from her slender rib cage as though they were determined to single-handedly disprove the laws of gravity.  
 
    In place of pants and skirts, the island’s natives wore a short type of sarong made of a gauzy, almost see-through material. This was another perfect fit for Natalia. Her shapely round ass gave the wraparound skirt a tantalizing flare, and her long, muscular legs were enough to give a dead man a boner.  
 
    Underwear was apparently a completely unknown concept for them. And if his wife objected to this, she had yet to show it. 
 
    Yes, Julius mused. If anyone ever had the build to pull off this look, it was his wife. She could easily have been a swimsuit model. Or a porn star, he smiled to himself, judging by what he had seen last night. To compound matters, she was the only white woman on the island. Wherever Natalia Stevenson went on Molonga, she was sure to be noticed.  
 
    Thanks to her Eastern European heritage, Natalia had skin of alabaster and almond-shaped eyes that were as blue as the waters of the Caribbean and guarded by long, black eyelashes that should’ve been registered as lethal weapons. Her black hair was as thick and luxuriant as it was straight, falling down her slender back to just above her hips. 
 
    His eyes traveled over her lovely body, coming to rest on the cluster of gold bands that hugged her slender ankle. The anklets she had been given in tribute of last night. Each one represented a man who had fucked his alluring wife… He forced himself not to think about that, and his eyes roamed back up to her beautiful face. 
 
    “Julius, you’re staring!” Natalia blushed, bringing her hand up to touch her hair. 
 
    As she did, his eyes were drawn to the diamond ring on her finger, sparkling as it caught the light from the temple’s mirrors. It was the only thing she wore that was from that other world, the only thing that said to him ‘Natalia’. Everything else about her was unapologetically Molongan. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said, but it wasn’t true. He wasn’t sorry. Natalia was too beautiful not to stare at. She looked like a goddess. Quite literally. 
 
    And that was a very fortunate thing. Because here on the island of Molonga, a goddess was exactly what she was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    As far as the Molongans knew, Natalia was Tara’ana, their primary goddess, the creator of the world and the people. She was their protector, revered by all. And while it might not have been completely ethical, impersonating a deity, it had come about of necessity. 
 
    After their plane had crashed two weeks ago, they had been discovered in the jungle by the Molongans. Never known for their love of outsiders, the warriors had decided after a lengthy discussion to kill the seriously injured Julius outright. It was only Natalia’s intervention that had saved his life. 
 
    To rescue her husband, she had told the Islanders a little white lie. Okay, perhaps it was a bit more serious than that. Standing naked between their sharpened spears and her husband, she had assumed the persona of Tara’ana, the white goddess that the Molongans worshipped.  
 
    It had been the perfect solution. Or so it had seemed at the time. Hell, there had even been a prophecy foretelling the arrival of Tara’ana and, as luck would have it, she was to have her husband, Pipu, in tow.  
 
    And it had worked. Instead of killing Julius, they had carried them back to their village and treated his wounds, including his severely broken leg.  
 
    But what neither he nor Natalia knew at the time was that the prophecy of Tara’ana foretold more than just her return to the island of Molonga. When she returned, it was to exact her vengeance on Pipu, the god Julius was currently impersonating. 
 
    Tara’ana’s revenge was to be of a very specific nature. Her husband, Pipu, was a notorious ladies’ man, constantly cheating on his wife with anyone and everyone. And rather than simply kill the unfaithful bastard, Tara’ana had hatched a special plan to get even with him. She would come down from the sky and ask for the assistance of the Molongans in turning Pipu into a cuckold. That was the point at which the Stevensons’ impersonation routine got a little dicey. 
 
    In the end, there had been no way around it. Unless they wanted to confess their ruse, which would have doubtlessly led to their deaths, they would have to act out the cuckolding of Pipu. And last night, that was exactly what they had done. 
 
    All night long, Julius had been tied to a chair while he watched his wife being fucked by a long line of Molongan men, 20 in all. So, when Professor Stevenson sat down with his wife at the breakfast table in the Temple of Tara’ana and saw her beautiful bare tits staring him defiantly in the eye, he couldn’t help but wonder what this day had in store for him. 
 
    “We have a lot to discuss,” she had said earlier. Julius couldn’t agree more. There were quite a few items he wanted to talk about. But first, he needed to eat. He was famished. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When he was finished eating, a satisfied Julius slid himself back on the narrow bench. The food had been good, fresh fruits and some kind of fish that had obviously been grilled over an open flame. The smoky flavor still lingered in his mouth. And, of course, the strange root that seemed to pass as both medicine and foodstuff on the island. 
 
    The two young women who were Tara’ana’s maidservants cleared the profusion of golden containers from the table. Everything on Molonga seemed to be made of gold, Julius mused. It was ubiquitous. They used it with the same utilitarian lack of concern that other cultures showed for seashells or leather. 
 
     That was probably why the Dewey Conglomerate had been so eager to fund this expedition in the first place. Though, he still hadn’t worked out just how they intended to steal the Molongans’ gold. Surely, they hadn’t planned on simply killing all of the villagers. Although, now that he thought about it… His years in academia had taught him to never underestimate corporate greed. 
 
    The professor waited patiently until the handmaidens were gone before putting his elbows on the table and turning his gaze on his wife, sitting across from him. 
 
    “So,” he began, “about last night.” 
 
    “I know. Last night,” Natalia nodded nervously, gulping a deep breath. “We need to talk about what happened.” Before he could say another word, though, she blurted, “Do you hate me now?” 
 
    “What? No. Talia, no! I don’t hate you. This is a difficult situation for both of us. And I don’t blame you or hate you.” 
 
    She fixed him with a contemplative gaze, studying him as one would study an insect pinned to a board, trying to decide whether or not he was telling the truth. In the end, she smiled sweetly and shook her head in relief. 
 
    “Oh, I’m so glad to hear you say that. I’m so glad! I was afraid that…” Her big blue eyes brimmed with tears that were threatening to spill down her lovely cheeks at any moment.  
 
    “Why would you even think such a thing?” asked Julius. 
 
    “Well, you know. After what happened last night, the way I acted. I thought maybe… I went so far. God! All those men, all those cocks. They were so big, so amazing, I… But, I had to. You understand that, right? I had to!” 
 
    “I know. I know, baby.”  
 
    His heart skipped a beat to hear his wife mention the Molongans’ cocks. ‘So big, so amazing.’ It was like a slap in the face, a kick to the groin, but with a strange undertone of searing arousal. He pushed his own feelings down and reached for her hand. She was obviously vulnerable at the moment.  
 
    The strength of her grip surprised him. She clung to his fingers like a drowning swimmer clings to a lifebuoy. 
 
    “I know. It’s all right,” he whispered again. “And no, I don’t hate you. Of course, I don’t. I could never hate you, Natalia.” 
 
    “Honestly? You promise?” 
 
    “Of course, baby. You’re my wife, my whole life. I love you more than anything.” 
 
    His kind words brought a smile of the purest joy to her face, even as she let go of his hand to daintily dab at the moist corners of her eyes. “I love you, too,” she said softly. 
 
    They sat there in awkward silence for a moment, neither of them knowing what to say. Natalia’s naked tits stared at Julius, daring him not to look at them. He noticed for the first time that her nipples were erect, two pink little bullets pointed straight at him, and he wondered if she was thinking about last night.  
 
    Of course, she was. She’d already mentioned their penises. At that realization, his thoughts immediately returned to the white-hot events of the previous evening.  
 
    A sudden, starkly detailed image flashed through his brain of Talia with her long, pale legs in the air, squealing in delight while a large black man sank his meaty shaft into her willing pussy.  
 
    Lord, how beautiful she had been, how utterly, heartbreakingly sexy, as she cuckolded him before the entire Molongan village!  
 
    He felt his heart beat faster and his already sore prick stiffened behind the thin layer of leather that was his only clothing. God! Why did all of this turn him on so much?  
 
    It was too much. Too hot. He needed to think of something else, to divert his thoughts to another subject so that he could breathe. Like a piece of red-hot iron freshly pulled from the blacksmith’s forge, he needed to let his thoughts cool off a little before he could even begin to deal with them. 
 
    With a supreme effort, he tore his eyes away from the sight of his wife’s perfect tits and tried to think. There was so much about last night that he wanted to ask her, but he hesitated. What would she think if she knew just how arousing all this was for him? 
 
    At precisely that moment, Tara’ana’s two handmaidens returned, taking up their stations to the left and right of their mistress. Whatever he was about to say died in his throat. He knew it was irrational, knew that they couldn’t understand a word he said, but still, he felt awkward talking about last night with them standing there staring at him. 
 
    Julius needed to change the subject, at least for now, to clear his head. He couldn’t think straight. Then, he remembered his leg. His miraculously cured leg. Now that was a subject he actually could talk about! 
 
    “This root,” he said. “M’Tola’s magic root. What do you know about it?” 
 
    “Her ‘boner root’?” Natalia giggled. “Isn’t that what you called it last night?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I did. That’s what I thought it was. I don’t speak Molongan, so M’Tola and I have been communicating via sign language. Something must’ve gotten lost in the translation.” 
 
    “Apparently! Well, for starters, it’s called the Lolo’panaet root, and when you said ‘magic root’, you weren’t far off. It has amazing healing properties. The Molongans use it for everything from toothaches to broken bones, as you’ve seen.” She nodded toward his leg. 
 
    “So, it’s their panacea, a cure-all, Molongan snake oil…” 
 
    “Don’t!” Natalia said sharply, surprising her husband with her sudden ferocity. “Just don’t. Don’t make fun of them. Especially not about this. The Lolo’panaet root works. I mean, it really works! While you were incapacitated, I’ve been poring over their scrolls and records. They have been using this root for centuries, and its effects are nothing short of amazing.” 
 
    “Don’t forget, it’s those scrolls that have them all convinced that we are gods.” 
 
    “That may be true, but I’ve actually seen the Lolo’panaet at work. One day, I accompanied M’Tola on her rounds. The illnesses she treated… the injuries she healed… You can’t imagine. It was extraordinary.” 
 
    “But how does it work?”  
 
    “That, I can’t tell you. I’m not a chemist, you know. But from what I saw, it seems to naturally activate the body’s own regenerative processes. It slows the aging process. Accelerates healing. What would normally take weeks or months, only takes a few days with the Lolo’panaet root.” 
 
    Julius glanced down at his leg. Not two weeks ago, it had been hopelessly broken. To the best of his knowledge, there was absolutely no medical explanation for the fact that he was now walking around pain-free. And the old witch doctor had certainly fed him a boatload of her strange root concoction…  
 
    Maybe Natalia was right. Maybe this Lolo’panaet root was a miracle of the jungle, some sort of groundbreaking wonder drug. What a discovery! Imagine the possible applications. I wonder what the pharmaceutical companies would pay? he thought. And with that question, the clouds parted, and the sun shone through. Now he understood. 
 
    “Fuck!” the professor spat, consumed in an instant by a vitriol that made him slap the table and startled his wife. 
 
    “What?” When he looked up, his wife was staring back at him wide-eyed as though he had lost his mind. “What is it, Julius? What?” 
 
    “The Dewey Conglomerate!” he snarled. “The fucking Dewey Conglomerate! I know what they’re after.” 
 
    “You do? Then, what…?” She stopped in midsentence as she caught up with her husband’s line of thinking. “Oh my God! The root! You think they were here for the Lolo’panaet?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, dammit! Fuck! All this time, I’ve been assuming that they were here for the Molongans gold. In reality, they were after something far more lucrative. This root, if it does what you say it does… It’s worth a hundred fortunes.” 
 
    “You think they were here to try and negotiate some sort of deal with the Molongans?” Natalia asked. 
 
    “Not likely. They were probably planning on just taking whatever they wanted. In fact, Frank basically told me that just before the Molongans found us. He said Dewey had a small army on the continent, just waiting to come in here.” Julius shook his head, “Frank… What an asshole!” 
 
    Frank Urbs had been an “observer” on their expedition to the island of Molonga, sent by the Dewey Conglomerate to “assist” the two scientists, and the expletive Julius had just used to describe the man had never been more aptly applied to a human being. The guy was a total, irredeemable asshole, a vulgar, sleazy piece of garbage. Until now, other than occasionally wondering if the Molongans had killed him (and half hoping that they had), Julius hadn’t given the man much thought.  
 
    The unpleasant Mr. Urbs had disappeared into the countryside when the Molongans had taken Julius captive. More precisely, he had run screaming into the jungle.  
 
    The professor had no idea what happened to the man after the leaves of the forest closed behind him, but knowing the Molongans like he did, he had been operating under the assumption that he was no longer among the living. He had not found it in himself to regret his presumed passing. 
 
    On the other hand, Urbs had had that slimy sort of malevolent aura to him that made Julius pause to rethink that assessment. Guys like him never seemed to get what was coming to them. His kind seemed destined to survive, to turn up when least expected and make an utter nuisance of themselves.  
 
    What proof did the professor have that the Molongans had killed the fat slob anyway? A distant scream from the trees, heard in the fog of a fever that had seen Julius drifting in and out of consciousness for days. Hardly conclusive. The fact that Frank had not been seen since was equally unconvincing proof of his demise. 
 
    Perhaps he had escaped. It was possible. The Molongans might simply have forgotten all about him when Tara’ana showed up. If he had gotten away, Julius had a feeling that they had not seen the last of Frank Urbs. 
 
    “Bastards!” Natalia swore bitterly. Her voice snapped Julius out of his reverie. “But what was our role in all this? Why fund a research project? Why didn’t the Dewey Conglomerate just come in here and take the root, if that is what they were after? Why involve us?” 
 
    “That, I can’t say. Maybe they needed a cover of some kind. Or they wanted your interpreting skills or my knowledge of foreign cultures. But I’m just guessing here. Truth be told, I have no idea.” 
 
    “Bastards,” she said again. “This was supposed to be a scientific expedition. We were going to further human knowledge, explore the unknown. Not come here to plunder an innocent civilization.” 
 
    “Well, in spite of their best efforts, we certainly seem to be exploring the unknown,” Julius quipped with a grin. Just like that, his mind was back in the gutter. 
 
    Natalia looked at him with her eyebrow raised, uncertain whether her husband was really making the double entendre she thought he was. 
 
    “Although, now that I think about it, there was quite a bit of plundering last night…” 
 
    “Julius! You’re terrible!” Natalia giggled, covering her eyes with her hands. A rosy shade of pink painted her cheeks. 
 
    “Thanks for noticing!” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at him and gave a demonstrative roll of her big blue eyes. Getting to her feet, Natalia jerked her head toward the corridor behind her. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. “Why don’t I show you the temple while we talk.” 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” he agreed. “Lead the way.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    She had seen that their presence made her husband uncomfortable, so before beginning their tour, Natalia had tasked her handmaidens with fetching her a specific set of scrolls from the library in the basement of the temple. 
 
    “That’ll keep them busy for an hour or so,” she explained. “It should give us time to talk.” 
 
    “Do you mind talking about it?” he asked, gazing up at one of the intricately painted frescoes that decorated the bedchamber of Tara’ana. These were Natalia’s quarters, now that she had assumed the guise of the goddess, and their lavishness was breathtaking. “About last night? If you don’t mind, I have a few questions.” 
 
    “Okay. Ask away. Anything. After what you saw, I owe you at least that much. What do you want to know?” 
 
    The colorful scene painted on the wall that towered above them was unlike any Julius had ever seen. It depicted in a stylized, yet clear manner the Molongans’ myth of Tara’ana. It showed every sequence of events from Tara’ana’s creation of the world to her revenge on her husband to her eventual return to the heavens.  
 
    The panel showing the cuckolding of Pipu looked shockingly familiar to Julius. 
 
    “Wow!” he breathed, staring at the red-faced god, strapped to his chair, his hard penis standing in front of him for all the world to see. “Is that what I looked like?” 
 
    “Pretty much!” Natalia nodded. “Pretty much. But don’t complain too much; just look at me!”  
 
    She nodded toward the next panel where the beautiful Tara’ana lay beneath one of the Molongan warriors, with her long, white legs in the air. A long line of men stood waiting their turn with the goddess, their long, black cocks in hand. 
 
    “Yeah!” Julius chuckled. “I seem to remember that!” 
 
    Natalia slugged his arms, a movement that caused her big breasts to jiggle delightfully and brought Julius’s thoughts swinging back around to the questions that had been on his mind since last night. 
 
    “So,” he began, “when we talked two days earlier, you were horrified by what was going to happen at this ceremony, but last night… well, you seemed to cope pretty well. You were like a totally different person. What changed?” 
 
    “Did I really seem so different?” She was twirling her hair absently with her index finger as she gazed at the scenes on the wall above her. It was something she did when she was nervous. 
 
    “Yes. God, yes! The woman I saw last night wasn’t my wife. Anyway, not like I had always seen you.” 
 
    “I was awful, wasn’t I? Julius, I’m sorry. I just…” 
 
    “No. That’s not the way I mean it. Don’t apologize. It’s just that, well… Like I said, I’ve never seen you like that. You were so confident, so commanding… so sensual and sexy. God, Natalia! You were so beautiful last night!” 
 
    The smug little grin that tugged at the corners of her mouth told Julius that his words had pleased her. The tendril of hair that she had wound tightly around her finger fell forgotten from her hand, and her eyes took on that faraway look they got when she was thinking about something. 
 
    Julius would have given anything to see the images that were playing out in her mind. After the juicy fodder it had been given last night, his own imagination was straining at the bit, eager to race headlong down a thousand dark and debauched pathways. The raunchy scenes of the fresco weren’t helping matters. 
 
    “I guess it was just the fact that there was no way out of it,” she said after a moment, shrugging her slender shoulders. The fact that this made her breasts bounce adorably did not escape Julius. “The entire situation was out of my hands. It was something that was going to happen whether I wanted it to or not. So, I just decided to go with it.” 
 
    “Go with it?” 
 
    She shrugged again. Bounce went her tits. 
 
    “Yeah. Make the best of it. Then, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. So, I studied the scrolls and learned as much about The Ceremony as I could. That way, I was prepared for it. Knowing exactly what was expected of me turned a really scary situation into pretty much a no-brainer.” 
 
    “Sort of like an actor studying for a part?” asked Julius.  
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, I guess that’s right. Like a method actor becoming the role he is playing. I hadn’t really thought of it like that, but it fits. I learned my role and then I played it. Last night, I left Natalia behind. I became Tara’ana. In a way, I really was a different person. Does that make any sense?” 
 
     “Quite a bit, actually. I have to say, you were very convincing. And did I mention sexy?” 
 
    Another smile. Broader this time, warmer. She took his hand and led him to the large carved bed in the center of the room, pointing out some of the more intricate carvings. 
 
    It was no wonder she had been nervous, Julius thought as he studied the Molongan craftsmanship. She probably hadn’t known what to expect from her husband after what he had seen last night. Would he be angry, hurt? Most men probably would’ve, he mused. Most normal men. The fact that Julius wasn’t out of sorts was no doubt a welcome surprise for his wife. 
 
    “In a way,” she whispered softly, “the fact that I didn’t have a choice in the matter was kind of liberating.” 
 
    “Liberating?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. It was like… I don’t know, like whatever happened wasn’t my decision, so it also wasn’t my fault. I could just let go of my shame, my guilt, and I could just… just…” 
 
    “Just ‘go with it’?” he furnished. 
 
    “Exactly. That sounds crazy, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “No. Not at all,” Julius said. “In fact, I think it explains a lot.” 
 
    There was another long moment of silence while both of them processed what had been said. Natalia showed her husband the mechanism for raising and lowering the ornate chandelier that hung from the ceiling, itself a masterpiece of the blacksmith’s art. 50 candles it held, enough to chase the shadows from even the farthest corner of the lavish room. 
 
    After he had taken due notice of the intricate ironwork, Julius turned to his wife again. “Last night, or this morning,” he said. The timeline had become a little confusing for him. “When it was over, when we got back to the temple, I asked you if you liked it.” 
 
    “I remember,” she whispered. Her eyes darted nervously to the tiled floor below, and she chewed on her bottom lip. 
 
    “And you said that you did. Not that you really needed to say it. I’m pretty sure that was obvious to everyone there.” 
 
    Natalia snorted, shaking her head at the thought of how she had behaved last night. Julius liked the fact that a crimson blush crept back to her cheeks. There was something adorable about a woman who could still get embarrassed after publicly fucking 20 men, with an enthusiasm normally reserved for porn stars and cocaine junkies. 
 
     “What I want to know is why. Why did you like it? What was it about it that turned you on so much?” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to hear this? You saw how out-of-control things got. You really want to rehash the whole thing?” 
 
    “Yes. Absolutely.” 
 
    “‘Absolutely’, huh? You really are into this, aren’t you? Maybe I’m not the only one who liked what happened last…”  
 
    He heard the question in her voice, the implication. But did he dare tell her just how much he had liked it?  
 
    Acceptance and support was one thing. What would his wife think if she knew just how much Julius had loved watching the Molongans fuck his wife? Would she think he didn’t love her? Or that he somehow thought of her as nothing more than a whore? How would she feel if she knew that he had been fantasizing about something similar for weeks, months now? 
 
    The orgy in the village square last night had been the embodiment of all his erotic fantasies, a veritable dream come true. Even now, it was all he could do to focus on anything else. But could he tell her that? Not just yet, he decided. 
 
    “Tell me,” he said simply. 
 
    “So, all the gritty details?”  
 
    “Please.”  
 
    “Wait,” she said, holding up a hand. “I need to show you something first.” 
 
    Julius was sure that she was just stalling, but he followed her anyway to the wall that separated her room from his. Like the chamber in which he slept, there was a window here, a window that could not possibly open onto the outside air. From its position, it had to be the same window that was in his room. 
 
    When Tara’ana threw the small iron bolt that secured the wooden door and swung it open, Julius saw that he had been correct. The window or ventilator or whatever it was opened onto his own chamber. The great chandelier that hovered above them made enough light that he could make out the bed he had slept on through the small square opening. 
 
    A curious system of interwoven iron bars covered the window, spaced too tightly to admit a person to crawl through. Most likely, that was the intent, Julius realized. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked. 
 
    “Pipu’s chamber,” Natalia replied. 
 
    “I know that. But, what’s with the little window? And what are the bars for?” 
 
    “Well…,” Natalia said, drawing out the word. “Didn’t you notice that there were no internal knobs on the door in your room?” 
 
    “I hadn’t managed to find the door when you opened it earlier. But now that you mention it, you’re right. When you locked me in last night, there was no doorknob, no ring, nothing. Why is that?” 
 
    “Pipu’s chamber is kind of like a prison cell,” Natalia explained. “Don’t forget, Pipu’s not here on vacation. This is his punishment, all of it. Tara’ana locks him in at night, probably to keep him from banging any of the maidservants.” 
 
    Julius smiled at that. “And the window between their rooms?” 
 
    “That’s so Tara’ana can keep an eye on him… And so he can keep an eye on her, if you know what I mean!” 
 
    “Keep an eye on her…? Oh! Oh, you mean… keep an eye on her! Holy shit! One thing I have to give them, these Molongans sure are kinky bastards!” 
 
    “Yeah, I can’t really argue with that.” 
 
    “So, you’re going to… And I’m going to, what? Watch through the grate?” 
 
    “And listen. Is that… I mean, are you okay with that?” 
 
    Was he okay with that? This was his opening, the opportunity for him to confess to her his innermost desires, to tell her just how much he looked forward to lying in his cell and listening to her, fornicating with some nameless man in the next room. But his kinky desires scared him almost as much as his wife’s potential reaction, so he was silent once more. 
 
    “What choice do we have?” he shrugged. “It’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Okay,” Natalia said as she closed the wooden door and bolted it once more. “I just wanted you to know how I was going to be. I thought maybe if you had a little time to get used to the idea that, I don’t know, maybe it would be easier for you.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine, Natalia. Don’t worry about me. When will you… When will I listen?” 
 
    “Tomorrow, there will be another, second mating ceremony like the one last night. After that, you will stay in your cell.” 
 
    “Where I’ll watch and listen to you entertaining friends in the next room?” 
 
    “Something like that,” Natalia grinned sheepishly. 
 
    Julius thought about that. It actually didn’t sound so bad. Judging by his own reaction last night, watching her through Pipu’s little window sounded kind of exciting. A sudden image popped into his head of his black-haired young bride on her back writhing beneath a faceless man on the big bed, and his dick gave a twitch.  
 
    It was so… well, ‘kinky’ was the only word that came to mine. The thought of sitting in the next room, jerking off while his wife was serviced by another… Yeah, he could deal with this arrangement. At least for the time being. 
 
    “What about my question from earlier?” he asked her. “Why did you like it so much? ‘Gritty details’, I think you called it…” 
 
    “All right. Fine,” she said as she ushered him out of her bedchamber and steered him down the brilliantly lit corridor toward the main hall of the temple. “Why was it such a turn on for me? That’s a good question,” she said, sighing deeply as she walked along. “A very good question. And honestly… I don’t know. It wasn’t any one thing, not exclusively, anyway. It was… Oh hell, I’m not sure I understand it.” 
 
    “Try,” Julius said. 
 
    They stopped to admire a pair of statues depicting two minor gods of the Molongans, twins who ruled the winds and the rains. Julius let her set the pace. He wanted to hear what she had to say, her own thoughts, not something she simply said to make him happy. 
 
    “Okay. Well… I mean, the sex was good. God, Julius. Don’t be mad at me, baby, but the sex was sooo good! I get goosebumps just thinking about it.” 
 
    Natalia wasn’t the only one with goosebumps just then. Hearing her rave about the fucking she had received at the hands of the Molongans had his battered dick at half-mast already. 
 
     “But it was more than that,” she continued, resuming their perambulation. “It was so, so much more than that.” 
 
    Natalia fell silent, lost in her own thoughts. The only sounds were the soft thuds of their naked feet as they entered the cavernous main hall, where the Molongans came to worship.  
 
    Not as ornate as the bedchamber of Tara’ana, the great hall was impressive nonetheless. The lighting here was more muted, softer, as one would expect in a place of worship. It was a somber, sober room, a place for reflection and devotion. 
 
    A pair of enormous braziers burned next to what looked like a low altar and threw long dark shadows onto the stone-flagged floor. Large, heavy columns hewn from solid stone rose to meet the vaulted ceiling, so high above them that Julius could scarcely make it out in the semi-darkness. 
 
    Natalia’s long fingers drummed rapidly against her thigh as she pondered her answer to his question. Julius waited patiently for her to speak, but when nothing else came, he finally pressed her. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘so much more’? More, how? More what?” 
 
    He wanted to hear this. Desperately. His own memories were like a pool of molten silver, simmering and popping inside his brain. Now, he wanted to relive last night’s excitement through her eyes. 
 
     “More…” she let the word hang in the air for a second before continuing. “Well, at first, it was just a chore, something I had to get through. I was just going to do what I had to do, grin and bear it. But when I stepped out of the temple and saw all of them down below me, adoring me… It was empowering.  
 
    “God, baby! It was so exciting! Having all their eyes on me, all of them wanting me, worshiping me. I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet. If I could have, I would have fucked every man there. Maybe some of the women, too!” 
 
    Julius blanched, shocked to hear her say such a thing. Natalia with another woman? It was so far beyond the realm of anything he had ever imagined. Before he could ask a follow-up question on his wife’s newfound interest in eating pussy, she went on.  
 
    “After last night,” she said, “I think I finally understand what the term ‘god complex’ really means. It was amazing. I’ve never felt more alive or sexier. And then, of course, there was you.” 
 
    “Me? What about me?” 
 
    “It’s hard to explain,” Natalia said. She showed him to a long, wooden bench along the wall where they both sat down. Taking his hands in hers, she said in a pleading voice, “And I don’t want to hurt you…” 
 
    “It’s all right, baby. We’re in this together. Just tell me. You said something about me? What about me? It turned you on that I was there?” 
 
     “Mm hmm. God yes! Having you there watching me, seeing how hard you were for me, knowing that I was turning you on like that. Oh man! That really got me going! Just the knowledge that I could do that to you… Having you so close, tied up, naked and helpless, with your dick so hard it was leaking! I…”  
 
    Suddenly she stopped, her eyes darting cautiously to his as if she had been about to reveal some dark inner secret that she kept hidden from the world.  
 
    “Go on,” Julius said.  
 
    “I don’t… I don’t know. Maybe we should talk about something else.”  
 
    “Come on, Natalia. Don’t do that. Don’t start to say something and then shut down. Tell me. I’m a big boy. I can handle it. What about having me there, tied up?” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Natalia!” 
 
    “Okay!” she shouted.  
 
    Her voice echoed from the walls, reverberating in the hollow shell of the great hall. She took a deep breath and leaned back against the wall, her eyes traveling up to the vaulted ceiling above them. He could see her pale arm trembling ever so slightly in the dim light of the braziers. 
 
    “Okay. I… I liked that you couldn’t have me, okay? I liked that! It did something to me. It gave me something. 
 
    “Fuck, Julius, I’m getting wet just thinking about it! I liked that they were fucking me and that you couldn’t. I loved it! Do you hear me? I fucking loved it! So close you could fucking smell me, and you couldn’t do anything but squirt in your little bowl!” 
 
    “Wow!” Julius breathed, his heart hammering against his ribs. The weight of her words made his chest ache, while his dick throbbed with excitement. 
 
     Who was this woman, this forceful, demanding, sexy vamp? He whistled under his breath. Natalia’s outburst, rising in pitch with each word, cut him to the quick, dredging up the feelings of humiliation he had suffered last night. His dick was like a crowbar beneath his loincloth, and he folded his hands in his lap, hoping she wouldn’t notice.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but you asked,” she went on, her voice kinder now, more under control. “I know it’s awful, and I’m sorry. I don’t know why. It makes no sense to me. Don’t ask me to explain it, but it’s the truth. It turned me on that they could have me and that you couldn’t.” 
 
    She leaned forward and put her head in her hands. Her long black hair reached almost to the floor. She was breathing hard as though she had run a great distance, and Julius watched her begin to cry softly. 
 
    “God, baby, what the hell is wrong with me?” she sobbed. “What kind of woman gets turned on by tormenting her husband? I love you, God damnit! It shouldn’t make me wet to think of doing that to you!” 
 
    As if by magic, one of Tara’ana’s handmaidens appeared from nowhere, pressing a small white scrap of cloth into her mistress’s hand before disappearing back into the shadows of the great hall. Natalia wiped her eyes and blew her nose before turning to her husband once more. 
 
    “What about now? Do you hate me now?” she asked in a voice that suddenly seemed small, vulnerable. 
 
    “No,” he croaked. “I…”  
 
    He paused. Should he tell her? Tell her that it had turned him on as well? That he had been glad that it had been the Molongans fucking her, rather than him? That even now, the thought had him so hard his dick hurt? One look at her tear stained face made up his mind for him. 
 
    “I liked it, too.” 
 
    Natalia straightened her back and stared at her husband. Her face was such a mask of utter disbelief that Julius wondered for a split second if she had heard him correctly. Her blue eyes blazed in the half dark of the towering hall, seeming to bore a hole into his very soul with their intensity. 
 
    “Really?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded, then looked down at his bare feet, unable to hold her gaze. “I did. I liked watching them fuck you. I liked the things they did to you. And yes, I liked the fact that I couldn’t.” 
 
    “But… I mean, how’s that… Julius, why would you enjoy that?” 
 
    His hands came up in an exasperated shrug, the universal gesture of “I don’t know” and, in so doing, brushed against the front of his leather loincloth. That was all the opportunity his rampant cock needed, and with a mighty jerk, it surged free of its confines, popping up proudly in front of him to declare his undeniable arousal to everyone in sight. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Natalia’s hands flew to her mouth and she stared in surprise at his exposed boner. “Julius! Oh my God! You’re getting turned on just talking about this, aren’t you?” 
 
    If ever he had been asked a rhetorical question, this was it. The professor made no attempt to answer, hurriedly tucking his wayward penis back underneath the leather flap that he had brushed aside. When he met her eyes again, he saw recognition there. And acceptance. She knew now. Knew how he felt, what her slutty behavior did to him. Without him having to tell her, she knew it all. 
 
    The silence between them seemed to drag on toward eternity, as they sat in the semi-darkness, side by side on the bench with their heavy breathing as loud as a steam engine in the empty hall. 
 
    “Were they better than me?” Julius asked. His voice was a whisper no louder than a summer breeze, quavering and trembling with arousal. “The Molongans. The ones who fucked you. Was it better with them?” 
 
    “Yes,” her answer, little more than an excited hiss, came without a hint of hesitation. 
 
    “Because of their size?” 
 
    “That’s terrible of me, isn’t it?” Natalia shook her head and cast a rueful glance at her husband. “But it’s true. I can’t lie. I liked that. I liked that they were big. I… I liked that they were bigger than you!” 
 
    The truth of her words was like a knife, plunged straight into Julius’s aching heart. Wounding and arousing him equally in one fell blow. Julius groaned softly without knowing it, and his perverted prick twitched beneath his loincloth like it was being electrocuted.  
 
    He wanted her now. He needed her, more than he ever had. He’d heard of cuckolded men having a burning desire to reclaim their wives after their infidelity, but he never dreamed he would experience it for himself.  
 
    More than anything else in the world right now, he wanted to fuck his own wife, to put his cock inside her and maker his own once more. He put his hand on her thigh and leaned in to kiss her, but she scooted away. 
 
    “No,” she whispered. “Julius, no! Not while we’re here. Not while I’m Tara’ana.” 
 
    Before he could respond to her rejection, his wife turned her head and spoke into the darkness. He thought he heard the word ‘Pipu’ amidst the jumbled sounds, but he couldn’t be certain. At once, the two handmaidens glided like wraiths from the shadows to do the bidding of their raven-haired mistress. 
 
    Julius nearly fainted when one of them slid onto the bench beside him and, smiling sweetly, reached beneath his breechcloth to grasp his erect penis. Her other hand folded back the thin layer of leather, displaying his arousal for all to see. With a firm, determined hand, she began immediately to stroke his dripping, turgid cock with a steady and relentless rhythm. 
 
    “Wha…?” he gasped. “Talia! What is…?” 
 
    “Shhh!” Natalia hissed. “Let her do this. Remember, Tara’ana is off limits for Pipu!” 
 
    “Oh God!” Julius groaned again.  
 
    It never occurred to him to resist. The goddess’s voice rang with an innate authority that quelled any such desire.  
 
    Gazing down to where the Molongan woman worked on him, he felt that same delicious shiver of humiliation he had felt last night, when his four attendants had jerked him off in front of the assembled Molongan crowd. When had that sensation become so pleasurable to him? 
 
    Natalia scooted closer to him again, her warm hand touching his thigh. Her voice was like a kitten’s purr, low and excited in his ear. “What about you, Julius? Did you like that, too? Did you like how big they were? Does it excite you, the idea of them giving your sweet little wife so much more than you ever could?” 
 
    “Oh! Oh God!” Julius’s entire vocabulary seemed at that moment to have been reduced to these two words. The huge room began to spin around him, and he closed his eyes. 
 
    “That’s okay, baby. You don’t have to admit it. I already know.” 
 
    When his eyes snapped open, she was staring at him. With a raised eyebrow, she dipped her eyes demonstratively toward his very erect penis. 
 
    “Men are so much easier to read than women, especially when they’re naked. It’s like they’re equipped with a built-in arousal barometer. Like I said earlier, I saw how hard you were last night. In spite of anything you might say, some part of you liked what was happening. Just like now!” 
 
    “I… I…” He tried to fight it, tried to hold back, but it was all too much. His brain swirled like a giant cauldron of erotic energy and when he opened his mouth, it all came pouring out in an excited flood of words. “Yes! I liked it. I loved it. All of it. All of it! Oh God! I loved watching them fuck you! I loved that they were bigger than me, loved the way you reacted to them…” 
 
    The black girl stroking his dick was skillful, and Julius had been excited from the get-go. Now, he was beside himself with arousal, burning with need. Her soft, pumping hand had him gulping air in ragged breaths, ready to cum.  
 
    Just when he thought he was going to lose it, the hand around his penis stopped beneath his loincloth, holding very still and squeezing his throbbing dick in order to keep him from cumming. 
 
     “Aaah, Fuck!” Julius grunted.  
 
    He thrust his hips up at the restraining hand that encircled his meat like a python, but it was no use. He couldn’t get enough friction to finish. The black girl waited until his breathing slowed, then resumed stroking him at a leisurely pace. 
 
     “What else?” Natalia’s voice whispered in his ear.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Tell me! What else?”  
 
    Her voice was husky, thick with arousal, and he could feel her hot breath on his ear. A mass of goosebumps popped up all down the side of his neck. Through the fog of his own arousal, he heard a wet, squelching sound that confused him until he turned his head to look at Natalia. 
 
    She was turned toward him, watching her handmaiden stroke her husband’s throbbing cock. One hand was braced on the polished wood of the narrow bench on which they both sat, but the other was thrust beneath the gauzy wrapped skirt she wore, obviously diddling her very wet pussy. 
 
    “Aw fuck!”  
 
    The words came out as a long, snarling moan. He had never seen his wife masturbate, and the sight rocked him to his core. Any last vestige of self-control he possessed evaporated in that moment. 
 
    “Tell me!” she demanded hotly. “What else? What else about it turned you on?” 
 
    “The… The… The condoms… They… Oh my God, Natalia!” 
 
    “I know. I know, baby. It’s so bad. 20 men… but what was I to do?” 
 
    “But you and I… We always… That is to say, I’ve never…” 
 
    “No. Never. Never with you! In all the years of our marriage, you’ve never had me without a condom.” 
 
    Natalia gave a nod to her maidservant and the black girl’s hand became a blur on Julius’s aching cock. 
 
    “Oh Fuck!!” he screamed, thrusting his hips up to meet her, fucking her soft little hand for all he was worth. 
 
    “20 men, Julius. Think about that. 20 men who have had your wife in a way you never have.” 
 
    “God! Oh God!”  
 
    His voice cracked, overloaded by the searing arousal that coursed like absinthe through his veins. The unseen fingers beneath her skirt seemed to drown out the entire world with their wonderful, wet, sloshing. 
 
    “20 men. Sooo much cum!” 
 
    “Oh… Oh fuck! Natalia!” 
 
    “Yes, baby! And that’s just the beginning! There’s a whole tribe just beyond these walls. And every one of them is dying to mate with the goddess Tara’ana!” 
 
    In the end, it was the word ‘mate’ that did it. A blinding flash of white light went off inside Julius’s skull. He felt his balls clench tightly, followed by the hot rush of his semen as it burst out through his dick. He felt the pumping hand direct his throbbing dick downwards and heard the wet slap as his seed splashed across the cold tiled floor, profaning the holy temple of the Molongans. 
 
    “That’s it, Pipu!” his wife’s quavering voice taunted. “On the floor. All of it. Tara’ana belongs to the Molongans!” 
 
    The words were scarcely out of her mouth before she, too, stiffened and began to orgasm. 
 
    As they came together, Julius realized the enormity of what had passed between them. They had both of them bared their souls to one another and emerged with their relationship intact, with a tacit acceptance of what the other wanted and needed. 
 
    They could do this. They could pull this off. They could be Pipu and Tara’ana, with everything that entailed. And to his eternal amazement, he realized that they would both enjoy it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was devoted entirely to relaxation. After their mutual epiphany in the great hall of the temple, a surprising sense of normalcy had returned. They ate, talked, toured the temple. When her handmaidens were absent, they held hands. But they talked no more of the great carnal discovery they had made earlier. 
 
    The library beneath the temple amazed Julius. Great wooden racks held row after row of scrolls, all rolled tightly and carefully filed in accordance with a system that Natalia assured him allowed one to find any scroll within a reasonable period of time.  
 
    Never in a million years could the anthropologist have imagined that these isolated people would be so literate and highly organized. It was unusual to the point of being unheard of. They stood out as the sole example of this level of sophistication among all the cultures he had ever studied. 
 
    All in all, it was the most fascinating day an anthropologist could ask for, and when evening came, Talia led her husband to the wide balcony on top of the temple, where they watched the sun set over the lush green of the Molongan jungle. Far below, he saw a thousand tiny squares of light spring to life as the villagers lit their lamps for the evening. 
 
    Julius was actually happy to think about something besides sex for a while. For the past few days, it had been his entire existence, all he had been able to think about from dusk ‘til dawn. Even before that, he had been having his secret fantasies about Natalia and various, faceless men. This was a welcome break from the mind-numbing sexual tension. 
 
    When at last it was time for them to go to bed, his wife led him to his chamber and lit his lamp. Then, looking around to make sure her two handmaidens weren’t watching, kissed his lips. 
 
    “Good night, my love,” she said to him. “I’ll leave our window open, so I can hear you if you need me.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Julius said. “I’ll see you in the morning. Good night. Love you!” 
 
    “I love you too,” she smiled warmly as she closed the door. 
 
    As before, there was a loud click as the bolt was thrown and Pipu was safely locked in his chamber. Amazingly, he was asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Julius slept like a log, right up until the moment that his wife’s frantic voice tore him from the peaceful repose of his slumber. 
 
    “Julius! Julius, wake up! I found something in the scrolls. Julius, can you hear me? Wake up! This is important!” 
 
    “Huh?” he sat up, rubbing his eyes.  
 
    He had no clue what time it was, but judging by the way he felt, it wasn’t yet morning. The lamp on the table still burned, casting a soft glow through the small room. Above it, the shaft of light streaming through the open window that connected their rooms showed that Natalia’s room was fully illuminated. 
 
    “Julius! Are you awake? Baby! Please wake up!” 
 
    “Yeah. Okay. I’m awake,” he called. “I’m awake. Just give me a sec’.”  
 
    “More or less awake, anyway,” he muttered angrily to himself as reluctantly dragged himself erect and trudged to the tiny window on feet that felt like they were made of rusty iron. 
 
    “Oh, Julius! This… this is not good! You need to… er, we need to… I… It’s not good!” 
 
    “What?” he said. “Slow down. You’re not making any sense. Just slow down and tell me what you found.” 
 
    He was exhausted, blinking and trying to jumpstart his brain. Couldn’t this wait until the morning? What was the big deal? She’d probably run across some obscure conjugation that she felt obliged to share with her husband, regardless of the hour. That would be just like Natalia, enthusiastic linguist that she was.  
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Okay. But, baby, it’s really not good! Oh God! I don’t know… Oh God!” 
 
    “All right. Okay. You said that already. Could you be a little more specific?” 
 
    In spite of his attempt to remain calm, his wife’s obvious alarm was beginning to get to him. She sure was saying ‘oh God!’ a lot. That fact alone had his heart beating faster. What was the matter? What was so bad that she had to awaken him in the middle of the night?  
 
    “Yes. Sorry. Right. So… well, I was reading up on Tara’ana. On her revenge, because… well, you know, I still have to pretend to be her and everything. And tomorrow evening… well, there’s this second ceremony… And it’s… But it’s not what I thought it…” 
 
    Natalia always rambled when she was excited. The way she was talking now, she must have really been freaking out. Julius couldn’t make anything out of the jumbled sentence fragments. 
 
    “Natalia, baby, slow down. Take a deep breath. Just tell me what you found.” 
 
    “Right. Well, as you know, there is a big ceremony where Tara’ana mates with the Molongans to get even with Pipu. She makes him her cuckold” 
 
    “And she looked quite sexy while doing so, if I may say so!” Julius joked, trying to lighten the mood. The effort failed miserably. 
 
    “Just wait, smartass!” His wife snapped. “That isn’t the only thing she does to him! You need to stop making jokes and help me figure this out!” 
 
    “Sorry. Go on,” he said warily. 
 
    “Well, first of all, the ceremony the other night and… well, I guess the next one too… They aren’t just wild gangbangs.” 
 
    “Could’ve fooled me,” Julius muttered, but if she heard him, she gave no indication. 
 
    “They’re more like job interviews, or maybe ‘tryouts’ would be a better term. Yeah, they’re like tryouts.” 
 
    “Tryouts for what? I don’t… Oh!” He stopped. “You mean, she’s auditioning lovers? As in, guys she’ll continue to have sex with? Lovers? ” 
 
    “Lovers, yes. But actually, it’s a little more serious than that. Tara’ana is auditioning men to replace Pipu.” 
 
    “Replace? That’s odd. How can a mortal man replace a god? Does Tara’ana have some magical way of making them immortal as well? An amulet, a potion, something like that? I mean, how does that work in their myth?” 
 
    “I… No, Julius… she doesn’t make the man immortal. They don’t actually become gods. It’s… well… he just takes over Pipu’s role in Tara’ana’s bed. The scrolls refer to him as the ‘new husband of Tara’ana’.” 
 
    “Fascinating! In all my studies, I’ve never seen anything like it! So, what becomes of them when she…?” 
 
    “Julius! Stop!” 
 
    “Hmmm?” He had gotten so caught up with the mythological aspect of this highly unusual development, that he had allowed his thoughts to run away with him, detaching them from reality as they often did. “Yes?” 
 
    “I think you’re missing the point,” Natalia said. 
 
    “Oh? What do you mean?” 
 
    “Once Tara’ana makes her choice, that’s it for Pipu. No more conjugal rights, if you know what I mean. She doesn’t need him for that anymore. That will be taken care of by her new husband.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And since I’m impersonating Tara’ana, and you are impersonating Pipu…” 
 
    “That means I’ll have to watch him fuck you night after night,” Julius finished her sentence. 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “But Talia, we already knew that. When I asked you what the little window between our rooms was for, you told me it was so Pipu could watch Tara’ana with other men. Okay, so maybe the fact that I was going to be watching my replacement husband is a new twist, but I really don’t see what the big deal is. I mean…” 
 
    “Just wait. I’m getting to that. There’s more. Lots more!” 
 
    “All right. Go ahead then.” 
 
    “Okay. So, did you ever wonder why there are two separate mating ceremonies? I know I did. And why are they two days apart? I mean, what is the point in another one? Pipu has already been humiliated. He is a cuckold now, and the whole island knows it. What does Tara’ana gain by putting him through that again? What’s the point?” 
 
    “Um… I don’t know. That’s actually a good question.” 
 
    “Right? Well, it turns out there’s a very good reason why Tara’ana needs a new husband. You see, the second mating ceremony culminates in something called the ‘Sorrow of Pipu’.” 
 
    “I don’t think I like the sound of that,” Julius said. 
 
    “Well then, your instincts are good. This ‘Sorrow of Pipu’… it’s awful. More than that, it’s barbaric! Apparently, she orders the Molongans to… to…”  
 
    Her voice faltered, and Julius felt his heart beat faster. Even through the tiny grate that separated them, he could hear the fear and revulsion in his wife’s voice. What had her so agitated? What had she learned? Had his initial fear proven true? Were the Molongans fated to murder their god, Pipu, after all? 
 
    “Orders them to what?” Julius asked. A black cloud of dread settled over the professor, making the hair stand up on the back of his neck. In spite of the curiosity of that burned hot within him, he wasn’t at all sure he wanted to hear the rest of this. “Orders the Molongans to do what, Talia?” 
 
    “To… Oh my God, Julius! She orders them to… to cut Pipu!” 
 
    “Cut…? Like, with a knife? I don’t… What do you mean, ‘cut’?” 
 
    “For Pete’s sake, honey! She orders them to castrate her husband!” 
 
    “Castr…! What the FUCK?!!!” 
 
    The shock of her words knocked the air from his lungs. Despite his brain conjuring up every morbid image it could, this was the last thing in the world he had expected her to say at that moment. He’d known the Molongans could be a vengeful lot, but this! This was fucking crazy! 
 
    “We’ve got to get the fuck out of here!” the professor said. “As in right the fuck now! Unlock my door. We are leaving!” 
 
    “Julius, we can’t leave.” 
 
    Sheer terror clamped down on Julius’s heart with its icy grip at the thought of Pipu’s ritual mutilation, wiping away all ability to reason. His only thought was to flee, heedless of the reality of that flight. He had to get away, to get out. Now! Right fucking now! 
 
    “The hell we can’t! We are leaving! Open my door! Get the key and open the lock! We’ll take our chances in the jungle. Come on, Natalia. Right now!” 
 
    She didn’t answer, and the stillness seemed to grow in the darkness around him. His wife’s silence ratcheted his panic up two notches. Didn’t she care? What was wrong with her? Why wasn’t she unlocking his door?! 
 
    “Natalia! Please!” he pleaded, pressing his face to the bars that separated him from her. He could just see one of her bare shoulders, standing motionless, facing the grating. 
 
    “Julius, relax. I have…” 
 
    “Relax?! Relax?! Are you crazy?! Have you lost your fucking mind?!”  
 
    “No. But…” 
 
    “Please! We have to go! We have to get away! You… you can’t let them… Oh my God, Natalia! Pleeease!!!” 
 
    “Julius,” she said. “Stop. Calm down. I have an idea.”  
 
    Her voice, unlike before, was now calm and even. He took a breath and tried to force himself to listen to her. What were they going to do?! 
 
    “Just now,” she explained, “when you mentioned the key. You gave me an idea. I think I just figured out a way to save you. I think it will work.” 
 
    “Save me? You think you can save me? That’s not good enough, baby. No. You have to unlock the door! We have to…” 
 
    “Just listen to me! God damnit!” she commanded.  
 
    Julius swallowed hard, staring around him with wide eyes like a cornered animal. But he stopped talking for a moment. 
 
    “Unlocking your door won’t save you,” Natalia explained. “Running off into the jungle won’t save you. They would come after us. And unlike you and me, they know how to move in the jungle. This is their home. The Molongans live with the jungle every day and they are expert trackers. They’d catch us by noon. We wouldn’t have a chance. I’m sorry, Julius, but that just won’t work.” 
 
    The professor knew she was right, but that didn’t change the fear that was clawing up his insides. His need to be away, to escape the knives that he could almost hear the Molongans whetting had his brain sizzling like a skillet full of bacon. 
 
    “So… What are we going to do? You said you had an idea?” he asked hopefully. 
 
    “I do. Although, I’m not sure you’re going to like it. It’s kinda out there, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Will it save my balls?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, it will. The thing is…” 
 
    “I do like your plan. In fact, I fucking love your plan. Now, what is it?” 
 
    “Well,” Natalia sighed, “I think you’re going to want to sit down for this. Do you remember that time we got that bondage catalog in the mail by mistake?” 
 
    “The one that was actually addressed to the previous occupant of our apartment? Sure, I remember. “BDSM Dragon.” I think that was the name of it. Whew! I had never seen anything like it before.” 
 
    “Yeah, me either,” Natalia smiled. 
 
    “I remember we had one hell of a laugh looking at all that crazy stuff. But what does some perverted catalog we got years ago have to do with saving my danglers?” 
 
    “Well, this might sound crazy, but I have an idea. You see, there was one thing in particular…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The ceremony that night was much like the first ceremony, two nights ago. There was dancing, an enormous bonfire, near universal nudity, all to the pounding throb of the wild jungle drums. When the ceremony reached its zenith, he knew that the Molongan villagers would fornicate like weasels all over the stone-flagged square.  
 
    But this time, a pervasive sense of dread hung heavy over the professor like a thundercloud above his head, so that he scarcely noticed the charged emotional atmosphere around him.  
 
    He was also absolutely exhausted. After Natalia had awakened him with her discovery, it had of course, been impossible to get back to sleep. Though he tried hard to distract himself, he had spent the entire day worrying about what was to come that night. ‘The Sorrow of Pipu’. Holy fuck! 
 
    Just after the first dawn rays began to lick at the edges of the temple’s ingenious mirror illumination system, his wife had left him alone, still locked in his cell. He hadn’t seen her since.  
 
    Never before had the professor felt more like a prisoner. The goddess’s handmaidens had seen to his needs, bringing him food and drink and his obligatory ration of the Lolo’panaet root, but he was not allowed to set foot outside his cell.  
 
    To make matters worse, Natalia was nowhere to be found. She was off to consult the sacred scrolls in the temple library again, and from there to talk to the high priest, to try and set her plan in motion. 
 
    Talia’s master plan to prevent her husband’s mutilation… Would it work? Who knew? He’d just have to wait and see. It had sounded good to him when she explained it last night. Or had that simply been wishful thinking on his part? Now that they were down to the wire though, he could feel the doubts flooding his mind. 
 
    The entire scheme hinged on a single word, a Molongan word that meant ‘unmanned’. Usually, the word was used to refer to emasculation or castration in the traditional sense. That was what they were trying to avoid.  
 
    Julius’s mention of the key to unlock his door had given his wife an idea, which had blossomed into a plan to convince the Molongans to ‘unman’ Pipu in an entirely different manner.  
 
    The professor wasn’t exactly thrilled with what this alternative arrangement would mean for him, and Tara’ana still had to convince the high priest, but if she was able to, the result would be much more favorable for her husband. Hell, he mused, anything was preferable to having your nuts put on the chopping block. 
 
    It would have to be dramatic, Natalia had told him. After all, it was the focal point of a centuries-old prophecy. The people had come here tonight expecting to see their goddess render her cheating husband incapable of his rampant infidelity.  
 
    She would have to give them that, and it would have to be convincing. Even the most jaded spectator would have to leave the square that night convinced that Pipu was out of action for good. 
 
    Talia’s plan would provide that. Pipu’s days as a philandering ne’er-do-well would be done. But under his wife’s plan, the effect would also be reversible. If, he reminded himself, she could convince the high priest that the alternative she suggested was actually what was meant in the prophecy.  
 
    It was a very nervous Julius who was strapped into his litter that evening and carried to the center of the village square by the same four young women who had carried his litter two nights before. There, just like last time, they had placed him before the empty throne/litter of Tara’ana on a raised stone slab, so that all could see his shame.  
 
    His loincloth they had removed, baring his flaccid white penis to the gaze of the jeering masses. Julius could feel the eyes of the Molongans on his naked form, sizing him up, and he found himself wishing it weren’t so cold. The shriveled little pod peeking out from between his thighs wasn’t exactly giving an impressive performance. 
 
    As before, Tara’ana’s voice rang out loud and forceful as she spoke to the adoring people from the top of the temple, giving a lengthy and well-received speech. Then, to their universal applause, she descended the steps to take her place in front of her wayward husband, Pipu. 
 
    Just like last time, she was adorned with every ounce of finery known to the Molongans, from her intricate headdress to her shimmering skirt, with its characteristic, bizarre slit up the front, designed it seemed to prominently display the goddess’s beautiful pussy with each step of her long, shapely legs. 
 
    As she made her way through the kneeling crowd, Julius watched her place a hand on the shoulder of first one man, then another, until she had a line of 20 black warriors in tow, all of whom, the professor noted, once again sported penises much longer and thicker than his own.  
 
    These men were Tara’ana’s ‘chosen ones’, he knew from their last experience, the hand-picked studs who would fuck the lovely goddess this night. Pipu’s sexual rivals, they would fill his wife with their life-giving sperm, making her body their own while he watched. 
 
    The professor couldn’t help but be aroused. She was gorgeous beyond words. And with her entourage of well-hung black studs behind her… God! Julius’s bare cock was standing at attention well before she reached him. 
 
    Her wicked blue eyes caught the dancing flames, and her beautiful face wore a cruel smile that made him faint with fear as he watched her saunter across the raised slab toward him. Natalia would never do anything to hurt him, but this was not his Natalia. This was Tara’ana. And what Tara’ana might be capable of, Julius honestly didn’t know. 
 
    She drew closer and bent her lips to his ear, whispering softly to him, “It’s all right. It’s been taken care of.” 
 
    “You mean…? The high priest… He agreed?” he asked, his heart growing lighter as he dared to hope. 
 
    “Yes. With a couple of small adjustments. Compromises, really. Let’s just say he had some concerns. But he’s happy now.” 
 
    “Adjustments? Concerns? Compromises? What the fuck does that mean? We never talked about any compromises! I don’t know if…” 
 
    “If you’d rather,” she hissed in his ear, “there’s always the alternative. I hear the Molongans are very skilled with a blade…” 
 
    “No!”  
 
    Julius shook his head furiously and strained against the straps that held him in his seat. It was no use. They were far too thick. He was trapped. 
 
    “No!” he said. “No, you’re right. Of course, I can compromise. I can compromise just fine.” 
 
    “Good!” she giggled “I’m very glad to hear that! I’d probably miss these little guys.” 
 
    She ran her fingernails playfully over his scrotum. Then, she drew back until her face was just inches from his own, and her eyes took on a soft, wistful look. She shook her head sadly.  
 
    “I’m sorry about all of this, Julius” she whispered. “I really am. I just don’t see another way out.” 
 
    Her sudden concern for his feelings was the last thing the professor expected, but nothing could have been more welcome at that moment. Just knowing that she cared made him instantly feel better. 
 
    “I know, baby. I know. We’ll get through it. Just remember; we’re playing roles here. This is how it’s scripted. Oh, and thanks for dealing with the high priest.” 
 
     “Sure,” she smiled. Then, she seemed to recover and slipped back into the role of Tara’ana’. “Anytime, Pipu! Now, why don’t you just settle down and enjoy the show. We’ll talk later, husband of mine!”  
 
    She kissed his lips then with a passion that made his heart soar. All the stress and worry of the past 24 hours was melted away by the burning hunger of that single kiss.  
 
    Then, it was over, and with a saucy smirk, she straightened up and sauntered away from him toward her waiting throne, putting an extra bit of sway in her curvy hips as she did. God, what a fucking tease! he thought with a smile. 
 
    Even though he should have known it was coming after witnessing it the first time, Julius still jumped in his restraints when his wife threw back her head and gave a lusty wolf howl to the moon above Molonga. All around him, the villagers joined in, their raucous voices shaking the tall trees of the surrounding jungle. The orgy had officially begun… 
 
    Instead of sitting down on her throne this time, Tara’ana stood to one side and leaned over the armrest. She gave Julius a taunting wink as she gathered her long skirt in one hand, exposing her bare ass to the crowd. To the warrior nearest her, she gave a smile, wiggling her hips in invitation. 
 
    A skinny young man, maybe 18 or 19, he had a nice-sized penis, not overly long, not overly thick, but well-shaped and with a gentle upward curve to it. Like all the Molongans, he was uncircumcised. 
 
    He looked around him nervously, as if uncertain whether or not the goddess really meant him. When several of the others gestured impatiently toward the professor’s wife, he hurriedly moved into position with a sheepish grin on his face. But when he returned his attention to her, his sheepishness ended. 
 
    Falling to his knees behind the beautiful Tara’ana, he palmed her exquisite ass and, spreading her cheeks wide, dipped his face between them to run his broad, rough tongue along her pink slit. 
 
    “Mmm!” she hummed, her surprised eyes going straight to Julius. 
 
    The Molongan might’ve been young, but he was apparently not totally inexperienced. As Tara’ana stared into the eyes of her cuckold husband, the thin young man began to feast on her succulent little clam, licking and smacking, kissing and sucking on her skillfully until her succulent thighs began to tremble with the approach of her orgasm. 
 
    Julius saw her eyes close and her chest heave as her breathing got quicker. The man eating her groomed little snatch pushed his searching tongue far up inside her, probing and licking as deeply as he could, and the professor knew she was going to climax hard. Just a few more seconds… 
 
    But the young man didn’t let the goddess cum. Not yet, at least. He took her to the brink, to the very threshold of ecstasy, before standing quickly and, without a word of warning, sinking his hard penis into the goddess’s tight, little pussy with a single, determined thrust. 
 
    “Oh!” Julius’s wife grunted in surprise. “Aaah! Fuck! Oooh! Oh, yes!” 
 
    The young man’s skillful tongue already had her hot and ready, and the sudden intrusion of his steely cock saw her immediately dancing on the ragged edge of a major climax. Wide-eyed and panting, she clung to the chair as the muscles in her legs tightened with pleasure. 
 
    He was young, and perhaps he was too excited at the prospect of actually fucking his goddess. Or maybe his sexual skills simply lay more in the area of cunnilingus, but as he began to fuck Julius’s wife, it soon became apparent to everyone that he wouldn’t last long. 
 
    There was no finesse, no careful buildup. He simply plunged his cock into her and begin to savagely fuck her for all he was worth. 
 
    As for Tara’ana, she was far, far too turned on to complain about his lack of grace and polish. Before her youthful lover could finish, she beat him to the punch, cumming hard on his pistoning cock. 
 
    This triggered his orgasm. Feeling her body stiffen, he followed her over the edge, clutching her round ass as he slammed his narrow hips into her and threw back his head, grunting like a pig as he emptied his balls into her spasming, clutching pussy. 
 
    Julius’s mind exploded with the knowledge of what was transpiring. Even though he had seen the same scene play out over and over again just two days prior, watching this skinny youth seed his raven-haired wife drove him crazy. He groaned and pulled in vain against his restraints, while his jealous cock jerked in protest between his legs, a droplet of clear precum drizzling down its side. 
 
    Her insemination complete, the young warrior reluctantly slid from her back, sweaty and exhausted. He stooped to remove an anklet from his own leg and stooped to put it lovingly around Tara’ana’s pale ankle.  
 
    To Julius’s surprise, the young man did not place his gold band on the same leg that held the tributes from the first mating ceremony, but the other. Once the anklet was securely in place, he faded back into the crowd, and the goddess turned her head to smile at the next man in line. 
 
    This second fellow was a monster of a man, well over 6 feet tall, with shoulders so wide Julius wondered how he was able to walk through the doorway. If the professor had seen him walking along the campus sidewalk, he would immediately have assumed that he was a football player, probably offensive tackle.  
 
    Strikingly handsome with a lantern jaw and intelligent eyes, the black giant had arms like great tree trunks, thick and powerful, with legs to match. His midsection looked like an old-time washboard, deeply furrowed without an ounce of fat. His cock, not yet fully hard, was already awe-inspiring. 
 
    Unlike the young man who had gone before him, this huge Molongan immediately understood what Tara’ana wanted. With a grin of the purest elation on his face, he rushed to take his place behind the goddess’s exquisite derrière, surprisingly agile for a man his size. 
 
    An eruption of laughter and applause from the watching throng shattered the night air when he turned and waved to the people fucking in the square. Apparently pleased with his reception, he bent to place an adoring kiss on the Tara’ana’s upturned ass before getting down to the business of fucking her.  
 
    Taking his heavily veined cock in hand, he lifted the heavy shaft and swiped its thick, dark head through Tara’ana’s already cum-damp folds, massaging her slit, wetting himself with the combination of her precious feminine dew and his predecessor’s sperm, readying his thick spear for penetration. 
 
    From this angle, Julius could just make out his wife’s vulva. No doubt that was why she had positioned herself as she had, he realized with a groan. As the black man rubbed the tip of his dick across her slick opening, he could see her copious wetness glistening brightly in the light of the towering flames beside them.  
 
    A thin trickle of slightly milky fluid escaped from her cleft to make its way slowly down the inside of her slender thigh, forcing a gasp from Julius as he realized what he was looking at. 
 
    The enormous black man seemed wholly unconcerned about the fact that another man’s cum was leaking from his prize. He was focused only on servicing this white-skinned goddess himself. Julius watched, fascinated, as he slid his cock up and down his wife’s already messy sex. 
 
    It was impossible for him not to stare in admiration at the enormous pillar of flesh that was the ebony titan’s penis. Only half hard when he had taken his place behind Tara’ana, it had lengthened and grown impressively. From where the professor sat, it looked to be a foot long, knobby and wildly crisscrossed by veins from the tip of its dark, bulbous head to the thick patch of tightly curled pubic hair from which it sprang. 
 
    Beneath its base swung the largest, most impressive pair of testicles Julius had ever seen. His eyes grew large as he realized that each of them was larger than a chicken egg. They stretched the man’s puckered sack low with their weight, dangling like wrecking balls under his fleshy battering ram.  
 
    How much sperm would two such massive organs contain? Julius wondered. Sperm that was about to be injected into his wife’s unprotected cunt! A shiver of erotic dread ran up his spine at the thought, and the professor’s already straining cock gave a mighty twitch. 
 
    As if he had been waiting all along for precisely that signal, the black savage pressed the head of his cock to Tara’ana’s weeping opening and leaned into her. His bulging black muscles rippled and bunched beneath his ebony skin, straining with effort and betraying the man’s deep excitement. 
 
    For just a moment, nothing happened. His forward motion stopped, halted by the snugness of the slick, pink hole he was trying to enter. Even after being opened up by the skinny youth who had just fucked her, she was too tight for him. 
 
    The assembled crowd held its collective breath, waiting to see if their goddess would be able to take the monstrous penis that now sought entry to her sacred portal. 
 
    The fat head of the big man’s penis covered her entire opening, hiding it from view and flattening out against it as he pushed, clearly too large to fit. Julius, too, found it impossible to breathe as he watched, heart pounding, while his wife’s swollen, cum-slick labia resisted the invader.  
 
    But the Molongan warrior was not one to be put off so easily. Besides, Julius reasoned, with a cock like his, this most likely wasn’t the first time he had encountered this particular problem.  
 
    Placing a strong black hand on each of the goddess’s soft, white butt cheeks, the black hulk sank his strong fingers into her tender flesh and pulled her back onto him as he renewed his efforts. 
 
    This time, Tara’ana’s tight little pussy yielded. Just a bit. A half inch only, at first. Then another half inch. The man’s muscular black ass clenched and rotated, moving in rhythmic, small circles as he increased the pressure. 
 
    The white goddess writhed against her wooden throne, twisting her hips angrily as she fought to take him inside her. Her eyes were closed tightly, her face a mask of impatient concentration. She panted softly through her open mouth. 
 
    Professor Stevenson saw his wife’s leaking pussy begin to blossom around the warrior’s cock, surrendering to the inexorable pressure of his muscles. Her swollen labia stretched and tightened, pulled as thin as a rubber band around the enormous head of the big cock. Then, with a sudden pop, her cunt seemed to suck him inside. 
 
    Everyone within sight of the two lovers knew the instant he achieved penetration. The goddess’s head snapped back over her shoulder blades, and her striking blue eyes flew open wide, her mouth fixed in a giant O as she screamed into the night. 
 
    “Aaaaah!” 
 
    He pulled back and Julius saw that half his length was wet with the mixture of his wife’s juices and those of her previous conquest. Then, he slid into her warm sheath once more. When she resisted him, the hands on her hips pulled harder, forcing her to take more of the thick, unyieldingly rigid cock up her tight little snatch. 
 
    “Oh God! Ooooh my Gooooood!” she shrieked. 
 
    It was a sound her husband had never heard before. Definitely not while he was fucking her. Somewhere between a cry of agony and a squeal of delight. It was the sexiest noise in the world to him. 
 
    In Julius’s lap, a soft black hand encircled his turgid member and began to slowly slide along his length, barely touching his skin. He’d forgotten about his attendants. Up and down the little hand went, back and forth, no more than skimming the sensitive surface of his cock.  
 
    The light, almost nonexistent friction was maddening, causing the anthropologist to thrust his hips upward in an attempt to force the young woman to stroke him properly. But the temptress who held him was too experienced for that. With a sharp word of admonition, she released the professor’s cock, giggling cruelly as his abandoned member twitched in the cool night air. 
 
    Julius sat stock still in his chair, watching his wife’s little snatch stretch to accommodate the enormous pole that held her skewered like a beetle in an insect collection.  
 
    He dared not move, hoping, praying as he watched the unfolding scene before him in rapt amazement that his young attendant would resume her efforts. He didn’t have long to wait. At the moment his wife was finally able to take the full length of the massive black dick, clear to the man’s insanely large balls, he felt a warm little hand wrap itself around his own penis once more and begin to softly stroke him.  
 
    The black giant was fucking the beautiful Tara’ana in earnest now. Once he had managed to force every inch of his thick cock into the goddess’s narrow slit, he began to seesaw steadily in and out of her. 
 
    Tara’ana moaned appreciatively, talking to her new lover in low tones, no doubt urging her black colossus in the Molongan tongue to fuck her even harder. Her slight hands gripped the carved wooden armrest of her throne like two pale claws, steadying herself as best she could while her body was rocked by the raw power of the warrior’s thrusts. 
 
    With each forward rush of his mighty hips, his enormous balls battered Tara’ana’s clitoris. Julius could hear the wet sound of their impact even from where he sat. Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Watching them bounce against her hard little nub, he could only imagine what insane sensations this caused for his wife. 
 
    From her reaction, she seemed to enjoy the feeling. Where at first she had been content to brace herself and let her giant lover use her body for his own pleasure, she now began to slam her shapely hips back at him in time with his savage thrusts. The tendons in her neck stood out, taut and straining. 
 
    Julius watched a large droplet of thick semen, squeezed out of his wife’s snatch by her lover’s forceful fucking, run from the man’s big black scrotum to fall with a splat to the ground beneath their feet. It was so obscene. It was so filthy. And it excited him to no end. 
 
    Suddenly, to the complete surprise of everyone, Tara’ana straightened up and pulled herself off the huge cock that had been pounding her inexorably toward what looked to be a massive orgasm.  
 
    She turned to the big black man and, as she stood on her tiptoes to whisper into his ear, her fingertips played across the shiny, wet skin of his cock. Wet with the semen of another man, wet from being inside her. 
 
    The big man’s furrowed brow showed that he was listening intently to the words of his goddess, and a second later, his broad face cracked into an enormous grin as he nodded enthusiastically.  
 
    She returned his excited smile, then quickly peeled her skirt down over her hips, letting it fall around her feet. She was nude now, save for the twenty golden baubles that adorned her ankle, the tactile symbols of her prior infidelity. 
 
    A hush fell over the watching crowd as the Molongans looked at each other in confusion, wondering what was going on. Had the goddess changed her mind? Did she no longer wish to exact her revenge on her cheating husband? Or was this something else, some new twist they had yet to understand? 
 
    Julius, too, watched the unfolding scene with interest, pondering the nature of the words that had passed between the two lovers. And his confusion was just as profound as that of the Molongans. What the hell was his wife up to now? 
 
    Her eyes met his and the mischief that danced behind them filled him with anticipation. He still didn’t know what was about to happen, but he was quite certain that it would be anything but boring. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    The scene of riotous uproar just a moment before, the village’s main square fell so silent you could have heard a pin drop as the naked goddess Tara’ana slowly walked across the raised stone platform toward the seat to which her husband was bound. Every eye in the village was glued to her succulent form, watching those long legs set one foot in front of the other like the runway model she could have been. 
 
    Even Julius could have easily convinced himself that he was looking at a goddess at that moment. Her breasts, full and womanly, bounced seductively with each footfall, full of promise. Damp with a fine sheen of perspiration, her pale, perfect skin shone in the glow of the flames like fine alabaster. Her shapely hips swayed side to side like a pendulum, mesmerizing the Molongan crowd.  
 
    Behind her, she led her giant ebony-skinned lover, holding him by his outlandish, very erect cock as though it were a leash as she sashayed across the platform. Her lips wore a wicked smile that turned Julius’s cock to carbon steel, while at the same time sending an icy shiver of fear through his gut. All doubt melted away. She was coming to him. 
 
    On she came, as straight as an arrow shot into the sun. She held his gaze all the while, strutting, showing off her perfect, glorious figure for the thousands of adoring Molongans, any one of whom would have given one of his nuts to be the next to fuck this erotic white goddess. 
 
    She didn’t halt until her toes were almost touching his. There, she stopped with her feet a shoulder width apart and put her hands on her hips, staring down at him defiantly.  
 
    Her swollen pussy stared him in the face, just below eye level, sticky and distended. It was beautiful and primal. His breath coming in shallow ragged gulps now, the professor swallowed hard, unable to tear his eyes away from her sweet little slit. 
 
    The young black woman who had been jacking his penis shrank away before the pale goddess, relinquishing her hold on him. He heard more than saw all four of his litter bearers retreat to a position behind his chair. 
 
    With some difficulty, Julius shifted his eyes from his wife’s pussy up to her face and smiled expectantly, with his mouth as dry as the Gobi Desert. All of a sudden, he felt very vulnerable, tied securely to his chair with his hard prick dancing excitedly between his legs. 
 
    “Natalia?” he said in a voice that sounded like he was 12 years old again. 
 
    His wife shook her head, glaring at him as though he were an insect. “Tara’ana!” 
 
    Before he could say anything, she bent at the waist and rested her hands on the armrests of his chair. Their faces were no more than six inches apart.  
 
    “Since you like all this so much,” she whispered, “I thought I’d give you a closer look.” 
 
    “A closer…?” 
 
    Tara’ana glanced over her shoulder and gave a nod to the giant Molongan standing behind her. “That’s right. Boda doesn’t mind you watching. In fact, he likes the idea of taking me in front of you!” she smiled at him. “Enjoy!” 
 
    Over his wife’s shoulder, the huge black man stared into Julius’s eyes as he stepped forward and encircled her waist with his beefy hands. He held the gaze of the cuckold god as he eased himself forward, his big cock searching for her warm snatch once more.  
 
    ‘Boda’. To the best of his knowledge, his wife had never bothered to ask the names of any of her previous lovers. This man had obviously made an impression on her. 
 
    Of course, he had, Julius thought. With a body like that, how could he fail to make an impression on any woman. To say nothing of that tree trunk he called a cock.  
 
    His eyes never flickering away from Julius’s for a second, the confident Boda pushed his hips forward, sheathing his massive organ in the goddess’s welcoming pussy once again, making her eyelids flutter like two butterflies when he penetrated her. 
 
    “Ooooh yes!!” Natalia screeched, so loud it made her husband’s ears ring. A shiver of pleasure seemed to run up her spine, making her tremble visibly in the flickering light. 
 
    The goddess’s voice seemed to break the spell that had gripped the village. The professor’s ears were once again assaulted by the wild sounds of the Molongans’ celebrations.  
 
    Unable to hold the steely eyes of the colossal man who was fucking his wife any longer, the professor glanced to the side and saw that the crowd surrounding his chair had resumed its previous carnal activities, fucking like rabbits in time to the beautiful mating that was taking place on the platform above them. 
 
    Turning to his right, he watched a young woman straddling a man who was lying on the cobblestones with his erect penis pointed toward the stars. She sighed contentedly as she lowered herself down on him syncing on his disappearing shaft until their genitals kissed, his black balls mashed beneath the glistening pink lips of her pussy.  
 
    Off to his left, he saw two middle-aged women sucking on an elderly man with a freakishly long and thin penis. Their pink tongues flickered up and down his iron-hard length, dueling with one another for the right to pleasure this pencil-like appendage. Like a scene from a badly written porno, the old man gave Julius a silly wave and a wink. 
 
    “Oh God, he’s big, baby!” Tara’ana breathed, drawing her husband’s attention back to her. 
 
    Her blue eyes were like sapphires, deep and clear. For the first time in ages, Julius felt that old familiar feeling, that sense that he could get lost in them if he gazed into them too long.  
 
    She was so close that the professor could feel the warmth of her breath on his face. So close he could smell her hair and the faint scent of her arousal wafting in the still air. So close he could hear the black man’s big balls bouncing off his wife’s round, little ass and the mass of anklets jangling on her leg with each of his powerful thrusts. And that proximity made all the difference. 
 
    The last time he had watched, there had been space between them. She had been in her chair, he in his. And in a way, that space had allowed Julius to distance himself from what was happening, at least to some degree. 
 
    Now, everything was right there, in his face. Literally. So close that her hot breath was fogging up his glasses. The sights, the sounds, the smells. They swirled around him, a heady mixture that made him dizzy with lust. 
 
    “He’s so big! So fucking big!” His wife moaned, never taking her eyes off his. “God, baby! He’s…” 
 
    “How…How big is he? Is he so much bigger than me?”  
 
    Through the haze of his almost unbearable arousal, Julius heard himself say the words, but they sounded like they were coming from someone else. Everything felt so unreal, so out of control. Had he really just asked his wife how he measured up to this enormous black stud?! 
 
    “Oh God, yes! Oh, honey!” she nodded, her whole body jostled by her lover’s thrusts. “He’s… He’s twice your size!” 
 
    Why did hearing her say that make his dick even harder than it already was? The professor couldn’t understand it. But that didn’t make it any less true. Some weird part of him enjoyed the humiliation of Boda’s size, of knowing that this man was giving his wife more cock than he ever could. 
 
    Her own words seemed to give her an idea, and once more Tara’ana pulled off of Boda’s thick pole. Whispering something to the hulking giant, she pulled him forward and fell to her knees between the two men. 
 
    “Just look,” she smiled at Julius. “Look at him. Look how much bigger he is than you.” 
 
    She held her lover’s massive organ up in the light, smiling lovingly at it as she slowly pumped it. Her mouth watered as she worked Boda’s foreskin back and forth over the swollen helmet. Bending forward, she placed a tender kiss on its broad head. Then, unable to resist its siren call, she took the big penis quickly into her mouth sucking on it just a second before lifting her chin and speaking to the enthralled crowd in a voice like thunder.  
 
    A roll of laughter and clapping was her answer, and Julius felt the blush rise to his cheeks. He had no idea what his wife had told them, but he was certain that it had to do with the size of his penis. A traitorous, unkind penis which grew visibly harder with the humiliation of their jeers. 
 
    To Julius’s horror, she drew Boda’s enormous member even closer, until the man practically stood on his toes. His huge penis waved in the air before him, so close he could smell his wife’s juices on him. 
 
    “Look, baby!” she taunted. “Look at his big, beautiful dick. Can you see how long and thick it is?” 
 
    “I… um, yes…” 
 
    Tara’ana’s head came between them, and her husband felt her hot breath blow across his throbbing dick. Was she going to…? He tensed, lifting his hips in eager anticipation of the warm heaven that was her mouth. 
 
    With an exaggerated frown of disdain, she turned away from him and took the big black penis into her mouth, bobbing energetically on it. The crowd went wild, cheering as though her little joke was the funniest thing that they had ever seen.  
 
    Julius watched helplessly as his wife sucked on Boda’s rod. What a cock! he thought, feeling a slight twinge of envy. It was so thick that Natalia could take only a couple of inches into her greedy mouth. 
 
    “What do you think, baby? Does it look bigger than yours?” She stopped to swipe the Molongan’s oversized organ with her tongue before going on, “It certainly seems like it to me. What do you think?” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “I think we’d better do a side-by-side comparison, just to be sure. Don’t you?” 
 
    Before her husband could answer, Tara’ana said something to Boda, and the big man knelt between his tied legs, bringing his big, black penis up next to Julius’s. With only an inch separating their tips, the difference in size was shocking. Like a piece of chalk held up against a toilet paper roll. 
 
    “Oh!” Natalia cooed, running her hand seductively over first Julius’s cock, then Boda’s. “Oh my! Gosh, Julius! No wonder I like his so much better!” 
 
    Her taunt was like hot coals poured into his chest cavity burning their way straight down to his crotch. He hated it, hated Boda and his big cock, hated how much his wife loved it, and yet… he also loved it. Deeply and passionately loved it. He couldn’t understand it, couldn’t get his mind to focus clearly. What was going on with him? 
 
    As though sensing her husband’s inner turmoil, Tara’ana tapped the big man on his shoulder, and he smoothly rose to his feet, moving aside so that the goddess could resume her former position in front of her cuckold husband. 
 
    “Don’t you just love what he can do to your wife with that big thingy of his?” She asked Julius as she leaned over him to whisper into his ear. It was hard to think with her doing that. “Do you want to watch him do it again? Wouldn’t you like to see more?” 
 
    Her heavy tits swung beneath her while she talked, bumping into Julius’s chest when she moved forward and put her hands on her husband’s shoulders. Her black hair cascaded all around him, smothering him in a blanket of inky softness. He was so turned on, so jealous, so confused by it all that his wife’s words made no sense to him. She took his silence for assent and muttered something to the man standing behind her. 
 
    Her tits bounced off his chest again, harder this time. Then again, and yet again. Boda was inside her now, fucking her as she clung to Julius’s neck. Slap! Slap! Slap! they went against his skin. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh, that’s so good! So good! You love this, don’t you?” she asked. “My poor sweet Julius. You love being Pipu, don’t you?” 
 
    He couldn’t see anything but his wife’s face, her slender neck, her cleavage, the great mass of her jet-black hair wrapping around them both. Her beautiful body totally obscured the dark giant who was now fucking her with a steady, relentless rhythm. But the even, solid thuds that rocked her slender frame told him that he was there, with his big, ebony cock buried deep inside his wife’s sweet little pussy, fucking her in a way that the professor never could. 
 
    And as that thought seared its way through his brain, he realized that she was right. He did love this. Even though he knew he shouldn’t. 
 
    In that moment, he finally understood what his wife had meant when she had said it was ‘liberating’ to be Tara’ana. That was how he felt now. Being Pipu had allowed him to accept his own deviant desires. 
 
    It was as though a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He was through fighting it. Through trying to hide his proclivities, to deny them even to himself. It turned him on. All of it!  
 
    This was who he was, a man who derived pleasure from seeing his wife have sex with another. As for Natalia… She was a glorious, sexy adulteress, a wanton, cock-loving slut. And he adored her for it. 
 
    “I… I…” Julius tried speak, to tell her how he felt, but his brain wouldn’t work right. 
 
    His wife began to kiss his ear and the side of his neck as Boda continued to plow into her pussy from behind, and all semblance of rational thought flew out the window. The professor’s dick throbbed beneath her swinging boobs, so incredibly hard that it was actually painful.  
 
    Tara’ana spoke again and one of Julius’s litter bearers returned to kneel by his side. The professor gasped, whimpering with excitement when he felt her take hold of his glass-hard dick and begin to stroke him. 
 
    His wife grabbed her jiggling tit and stuffed a rock-hard nipple into his open mouth, and Julius sucked on her like a newborn, feeling each thrust of the man behind her transferred through her supple flesh. Boda’s pace was getting faster, Julius could feel it. 
 
    Over the roar of the crowd, the professor could hear the black man’s balls slapping against his wife’s thighs, so big and full of sperm. He would cum soon, and when he did, he would empty all that sperm into his sweet Natalia. The thought made Julius dizzy with arousal. 
 
    “Yes!” she hissed, and the sound of her pleasure was music to his ears. “So good! Oh, he’s so good!” He loved how turned on she was. 
 
    He lost his hold on her pert little nipple as she slid back down his body to lay her forehead on his. Her open eyes stared into his, taunting and sexy, bold and daring. The world spun around him, and Julius felt like he might faint from sheer excitement. 
 
    “He… Oh my God, baby! He’s soooo big! He… He’s getting close. He’s almost there. I can feel it. Tell me… Tell me that you want this!” she breathed.  
 
    “I do! I do want this! I love it! So help me, Talia, I want him to fuck you with that big dick! And I want him to cum in you!”  
 
    She smiled at his perverted admission and kissed him with a passion that he had never known.  Her tongue flew to meet his, and she moaned into his mouth from the pleasure Boda was giving her.  
 
    It was the wildest experience, kissing his beautiful wife while she was being fucked by another man, with a strange woman’s hand working his throbbing shaft. Like something you read about in men’s magazines, but never expect to happen to you. 
 
    “I told you: not Natalia,” she shook her head when she came up for air. “Not anymore, my love! Now, I’m Tara’ana, the pagan cuckoldress, and you are Pipu, my cuckold!”  
 
    “Yes,” Julius nodded. “Yesss!”  
 
    The hand on his cock had reached a feverish pace, flying up and down over his hardness bringing him closer and closer to the edge. The young woman jerking him was obviously just as turned on by what was going on as they were. 
 
    He could hear the black giant breathing harder behind his wife. No longer did he slam his big cock into the goddess’s receptive pussy with a clock-like regularity. The pace of his thrusting had grown erratic and urgent. Natalia was right; Boda was going to cum soon. 
 
    “Tell me again,” she urged him, and when he met her eyes, they danced with an unholy light. “Tell me again what you want Boda to do to your wife!” 
 
    “I want him… to fuck you. I… I want him to cum inside you, to fill you up with his black sperm!” 
 
    “Yes!” she squealed. “Oh yes, baby. That’s good. That’s good, my sweet cuckold. Now, kiss me. Kiss me while he breeds your wife!” 
 
    With that statement screaming in his already overloaded brain, her hungry lips locked onto his with an urgency that made it seem like she was trying to suck him inside out. Her tongue was like a tiny eel inside his mouth, squirming and thrashing, writhing all about, driving him insane. 
 
    At that moment, he heard his wife’s lover grunt loudly, and knew that the time had come. Natalia felt it too and stiffened, moaning into her husband’s mouth, as she began to orgasm with the enormous Molongan. Again and again the black man groaned and jerked, grinding himself against Tara’ana’s soft, round derrière as his thick black cock painted her unprotected womb with a gallon of his virile seed. 
 
    The hand around his cock grew maniacal in its stroking as the two interracial lovers came with one another, and Julius quickly joined them in the throes of ecstasy.  
 
    Tearing his lips from Talia’s, he threw his head back and cried aloud as he had the most intense orgasm of his life. He thrust his hips upward toward his orgasming wife as his smaller white penis spurted into the air like an angry volcano, spattering the goddess’s perfect tits with his wasted seed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The third man who fucked Natalia that night was a bit of a let-down. So much so, in fact, that Julius had had a hard time concentrating on just what he was doing to his wife.  
 
    The man had sported a dick that was only a little longer than the professor’s with about the same girth, which wouldn’t have been so bad if he hadn’t been constantly on the verge of losing his already spongy erection.  
 
    It had been a frustrating, unfulfilling experience for both Natalia and Julius, and both of them had breathed a sigh of relief when the man blew his load after a whole two minutes of frenzied thrusting and added another gold band to the goddess’s ankle.  
 
    To be fair, Julius had to admit to himself, almost anyone would’ve been disappointing after Boda. The man had been a stud, and it was a simple fact, beyond any doubt, that no one had ever fucked Natalia like he had. And thinking about it logically, Julius had very serious doubts that anyone ever would. 
 
    Whether it was a premonition or simply a case of deductive reasoning, the professor was fairly certain that when it came time for his wife to pick a ‘new husband’, chances were it would be Boda. 
 
    For the fourth man, Natalia returned to her chair, laying back and placing her legs over the two horns that were designed to hold them open. Julius could see little of what was going on, watching from the rear as the black man mounted her and fucked her solidly for a good 10 minutes before adding his seed to the mix. 
 
    This guy was much better, his long confident strokes and equally long dick made Tara’ana cum loudly just before he climaxed. Julius, too, got hard watching. And his attendants quickly milked him into the little golden ceremonial bowl that was set aside to receive Pipu’s sperm. As demanded by the prophecy, his semen was offered to the goddess, promptly refused, and then disposed of in the fire. 
 
    Five men fucked Tara’ana while her husband watched. Six men. Seven. The collection of anklets on her leg grew and grew. Whenever Julius got hard again, his litter bearers took care of his erection. Coldly, efficiently. And each time, his seed was sacrificed to the flames. 
 
    After the 15th or 16th man (Julius had lost count by that time), he stopped getting hard. It wasn’t that the scene before him was any less erotic than it had been at the beginning. His wife was still just as beautiful and desirable as ever, even more so with the tribute of more than a dozen men trickling in sticky rivulets down her long legs. It was just that his tank was empty. He had nothing left. Not even M’Tola’s magical boner root could resurrect his exhausted penis. 
 
    As he watched the last of Tara’ana’s chosen ones take his place between the goddess’s messy thighs, Julius felt a sense of dread descend over him once more. They were nearing the end. Soon, Tara’ana would be selecting a replacement for her husband, the man with whom she would spend her nights in the temple. And then, there was the other thing…! 
 
     In the excitement of the ceremony (and make no mistake, it had been very exciting!), he had almost forgotten about the ‘Sorrow of Pipu’. Now, with the time almost at hand, it all came rushing back to him, and it suddenly became very difficult to think about anything else at all. 
 
    To the left of Tara’ana’s throne stood the high priest, watching the goddess’s final insemination with keen interest. Behind him stood an entourage of five or six men, one of whom held a small, skillfully woven basket. But what the basket contained, Julius could not see. And like just about everything else at that moment, that fact made him distinctly nervous. 
 
    Unlike pretty much every other Molongan on the island at that moment, these men were not naked. Instead, they wore the long and exquisitely decorated knee length loincloths that were the symbol of the holy servants of the goddess Tara’ana. All of their heads were shaved. 
 
    Priests, Julius decided. It fit. Here for the conclusion of the ceremony. They must all be priests. Then his eyes caught a glimpse of a huge man looming in the shadows behind them. All of them but that guy, Julius corrected himself. It took but a glance for the professor to declare that this man was almost certainly not associated with the holy men of Molonga. 
 
    In place of the finely embroidered loincloths worn by his companions, he was clothed in a strange leather apron that covered him from his nipples to his knees. His hair, he wore in a mass of tiny braids that sat atop his head like a jet-black mop.  
 
    With thick arms like two ancient oak trees and a massive set of shoulders that were pockmarked with scars, he carried a hammer in one hand, a set of tongs in the other. There was no mistaking it, in the professor’s mind. This had to be the village blacksmith whose ringing anvil he had been hearing since his arrival in Ojalla. But what was he doing here? 
 
    Before he could come up with an answer to that question, a loud moan drew his attention back to his wife’s throne, where the thrusting of the man who was now fucking her had grown more rapid. In and out of her sopping cunt he flew, his thick cock sloshing in the mess left by his predecessors. By his frenzied pace, Julius knew that this man too would soon cum.  
 
    Then would come the ‘Sorrow of Pipu’, the prophesied ‘unmanning’ of the philandering god of the Molongans. The name itself made him queasy. God, what a barbaric story! Though it was not one that was all that uncommon in mythology, he had to admit, even among cultures that were anything but primitive. 
 
    Tara’ana’s alteration of the Molongan’s myth would stretch things, he knew. While it adhered to the strict wording of the prophecy, it wasn’t exactly what they expected to see this night. Nevertheless, when the goddess speaks… her faithful servants don’t ask questions. At least, that was what he hoped.  
 
    More than anything else in the world at that moment, Julius fervently, desperately hoped that the Molongans would accept her changes. If not, he could say goodbye to his favorite testicles! Either way, he was about to find out. 
 
    The black man rutting between Natalia’s obscenely spread legs gave a final, mighty groan, and Julius saw his muscular ass clench three, four, five times. He was cumming, adding his sperm to the genetic soup that swam within his wife’s flooded womb. And while the thought of that aroused Julius to his very core, his overworked penis gave not the slightest response. 
 
    A sudden, dreadful silence fell over the marketplace as Tara’ana’s final lover raised himself off her limp form, placed his final golden tribute around her ankle, and left the raised platform. The racing of Julius’s heart sounded to him like a bongo drum in the stillness.  
 
    This was it, Julius knew. The moment of truth. Twenty men had fucked his wife. Now, it was time for the next phase of the ceremony. He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves, and he noticed for the first time that his tightly bound hands were shaking. 
 
    An exhausted, thoroughly satiated Natalia sat up and gracefully lowered her legs to the ground. Both ankles were now heavy with golden bands. Twenty anklets per side, forty in all. Forty men who had fucked Julius’s wife since their arrival in Molonga. With a somewhat weary smile toward her wide-eyed and trembling husband, she rose to her feet and turned to the waiting crowd. 
 
    Again, Julius marveled at the commanding presence of his wife as she addressed the Molongans. Naked and covered in semen, Tara’ana stood with her hands on her hips, defiant and unashamed, commanding their respect, bending them to her will. Goddess indeed.  
 
    Like the divine decrees they were, her words poured out across the hungry ears of the villagers, clear and strong in the cool air of the African night, and for the millionth time, the professor wished he could understand what she was saying. Right up to the point when she whirled on him and stabbed a rigid finger in his direction. 
 
    Her blue eyes flashed like lightning beneath the thunderclouds of her lowered brows, and her voice took on a deep and resonant tone that seemed to shake the buildings around them. Julius didn’t have to be a linguist to know she was saying nothing nice at that moment. 
 
    A great din arose from the crowd, angry shouts rising over the swelling scene as a confusion of voices joined in the goddess’s denunciation of her unfaithful husband. Julius had to remind himself that this was all part of their ruse. In order to be believable, Tara’ana had to rouse the people’s ire, to get them fired up for her final act of revenge. 
 
    From the look on the faces of the people closest to him, she was succeeding. He watched as, talking amongst themselves, they nodded appreciatively, seemingly impressed by her heated appeal for justice. The grizzled old woman to his left shouted out a shrill oath, pounding the air with her clenched fist. Oh yes. Tara’ana was succeeding splendidly. Although it remained to be seen just exactly how that success would play out for Pipu. 
 
    Time and again, Natalia stabbed the air with her trembling finger, growing more shrill and angry with each passing moment. She carried the crowd along, stoking their anger with her carefully chosen words, until they were practically foaming at the mouth in their desire to deliver justice to the goddess. And it was at that point, when she had the Molongans seeing red, that she made her appeal regarding her altered plan for her husband.  
 
    Julius heard a grumble of discontent pass through the listening crowd. His wild eyes turned to the left and right, trying to read the mood of the Molongans, but it was impossible. Already angry when Natalia had begun her plea, they looked no happier now. And the looks of hatred he saw directed at him filled him with fear. 
 
    Gestures were made, fast and agitated. Loud voices spoke to the goddess, but the words meant nothing to the professor. What were they saying? For God’s sake, what the hell were they saying?! Had she changed their minds… or was he about to lose his nuts? 
 
    Ignoring his pleading eyes, Tara’ana turned past him to speak to the small knot of men standing behind the throne where she had just been fucked. With a sweep of her hand, she beckoned to her priests, gesturing toward her bound husband, helplessly awaiting his fate. Grim-faced and resolute, the entourage started across the raised platform toward him. This was it. Time was up. 
 
    Avoiding his eyes, the priests placed the basket at his feet. Two of them stepped up on either side of him, grasping him by the biceps and pulling him back against the chair, while two more seized his knees and pried them apart. His eyes darted down to where the basket lay, and he was horrified to see two gleaming knives lying in a small golden bowl, next to a folded white cloth. 
 
    “Talia?” he said.  
 
    His heart was beating inside his chest like a jackhammer. The whole world swam before his eyes. 
 
    “Just relax,” she said. “This will all be over soon.” 
 
    Her words weren’t particularly comforting. In fact, there was an ominous ambiguity to them that turned his blood to ice water in his veins. 
 
    Maybe she hadn’t been able to convince the high priest to go along with her plan. Maybe he had refused flat out. Had she only told him otherwise so that he wouldn’t worry? Had the entire day been some sort of attempt to alleviate his fears, so that he wouldn’t dwell on the inevitable? 
 
    Oh God! This couldn’t be happening! Surely! Surely, she wasn’t going to let them… Oh God! 
 
    “What… What’s going on?! I… I thought you said…” 
 
    He was panting now, his heart beating so loud he could scarcely hear himself think. There had to be a way out! He needed to think! Think, God damnit! 
 
    “Shhh! Be quiet now, Pipu. Just relax and let them work.” 
 
    Let them work?! Let them work?! Had his wife lost her fucking mind?!! What the hell was she talking about?! 
 
    Julius choked as he saw the musclebound blacksmith stoop to pick up one of the wicked-looking, razor-sharp knives from the basket. Oh my God! he thought. Oh no! No! No! No! This can’t be happening! 
 
    Before he could say another word, the high priest stepped up behind him and placed a blindfold across his eyes, pulling his head roughly back into the head rest of the chair. He felt a rough hand grasped his flaccid penis, then the cold steel of the knife against his skin. 
 
    “Natalia! Help!” he sobbed. “No! No! Help me! Please! Help me!” 
 
    He struggled, thinking that maybe he could break his restraints if he could tip the chair over, but the ironlike grip of hands that held him prevented all motion. The blade against his scrotum began to move, the scraping of it against his skin sending lightning bolts of mortal terror shooting up his spine. He opened his mouth to scream, and then everything went black. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    When Julius awoke, he was back in his cell, lying on top of the sheets that covered his bed. It was cold in the room. He no longer had even his loincloth to keep him warm. It was also dark. Not the pitch darkness of two nights ago, but dark nonetheless.  
 
    As soon as his eyes opened, the terror returned, and he sat bolt upright, his eyes darting back and forth in the dim light of the room. His hands sprang to his face, where he was relieved to find his spectacles perched firmly on his thin nose. 
 
    Scanning the room, he found the source of the half-hearted illumination on the small table along the wall. There, a single lamp cast only the feeblest of lights, turned down until its weak flame sizzled and guttered in the murk, threatening to go out at any time. 
 
    What was going on? What had happened? Then he remembered the ‘Sorrow of Pipu’, and his stomach did a flip. Had they…? Even in his own head, he couldn’t bear to form the words. 
 
    It was too dark to see himself. If he concentrated on his balls, he thought he could feel a dull ache. The more he thought about it, the more it ached. But after the night he had just had, everything down there was a little sore anyway. Hell, he couldn’t tell. 
 
    He hesitated. Suddenly, he was no longer curious. He’d just go back to sleep. No need to check out what the Molongans had done to him. He couldn’t change it anyway. Yes, he’d go back to sleep. 
 
    His reasoning was that of a small child pulling the covers over his head to avoid something unpleasant: if you didn’t see it, it wasn’t there. Only his problem wasn’t going away. However natural his reaction was, it was also irrational. Deep down, he knew that, but the primal part of his brain rebelled at the horror of what might be. 
 
    He sighed, disgusted with himself. Why was he being so stupid? He needed to know. He had to know. But the thought of the answer he might discover terrified him beyond anything he had ever experienced.  
 
    Still, it had to be done. So, the professor’s trembling hand made its way slowly down his bare belly, inching closer to his crotch, toward…  
 
    Lower and lower his hand crept, barely moving in the darkness. The hair on the back of his neck stood up and his heart beat loudly against his ribs as he wondered what he would find… or not find. Feeling, dreading, he forced his reluctant hand to explore further. 
 
    He recoiled when his fingertips came into contact with something cold and hard, jerking his hand back. What the hell was that? A bandage! Was it a bandage?! Some sort of jungle wound dressing? Oh God! What had they done to him? Oh, dear God! He was going to be sick. 
 
    All the dark thoughts and fears of a lifetime were distilled down into that single moment. It was like a nightmare, only in this case, it was one from which he could not awaken. Oh, the horror that coursed through every cell of his body! 
 
    Still, not knowing was worse than knowing, so Julius took a deep breath and steeled himself against the terror that was chipping away at his very sanity. Carefully, oh so slowly, his anxious fingers resumed their reluctant search 
 
    Again, he felt something hard and cold. Wood? No. It was harder than that. Harder and colder. He probed along the smooth edge of the object. Metal. It was most definitely made of metal. Not cloth. Not a bandage! No! Not a bandage all! Definitely not a bandage! 
 
    Emboldened, he reached down farther, and his grateful hand closed on a cool metal object the size of his fist surrounding his cock. Beneath it, his fingertips brushed against something soft and plump. Investigating, he discovered that he still had both of his balls. He was whole and unmutilated. Thank God!  
 
    His fingertips encountered a mesh of interwoven bars. He squeezed it carefully, but the metal wouldn’t bend. Iron, he realized. That was why the blacksmith had been there! It all made sense now. 
 
    So, Natalia had been successful, then. He had scarcely dared to hope that she would, but here in his shaking hand he held the proof. She had done it!  
 
    Somehow, Tara’ana had convinced the high priest to go along with her plan. Rather than castrating him, she had managed to convince them that it would be a far crueler fate if her husband’s penis were locked away in a cage, unable to perform the carnal act that Pipu so loved. 
 
    The arguments she had voiced last night when they had discussed what she would tell the high priest had been well thought out and coherent. Castration, in humans as in animals, removed the glands that produced testosterone, and thus basically eliminated the urge to copulate. And while that didn’t make the punishment any less abhorrent or terrifying, it did more or less limit its effect to a single chilling episode. 
 
    On the other hand, a man with both of his testicles intact, but rendered impotent by having his cock caged… Well, that man lived in a burning cauldron of unimaginable lust. Lust that he could not sate. His punishment would go on and on, with no end in sight, always horny, always frustrated. 
 
    It would take a little tweaking, of course. Obviously, the Molongans had never heard of testosterone. From his observations of their village, he knew that they did, however, practice livestock castration. So, they would be well aware of the diminished sexual appetite of the neutered males. 
 
    It was diabolical, really. This plan of Natalia’s. Ingenious. A truly fiendish punishment. But then again, it had to be if she were to convince the Molongans that this was what had been meant by the sacred scrolls’ mention of the ‘unmanning’ of Tara’ana’s wayward husband, Pipu. They had waited centuries to see him get his comeuppance. Anything less than awful would be a letdown for them. 
 
    Yes, Julius smiled to himself, caging the unfaithful god’s penis was a fittingly gruesome penalty for his many crimes. But unlike castration (and for Julius this far and away was the most important difference), a cage could be removed.  
 
    Once they were done playing their roles here on the island, once they were rescued, a simple turn of the key would restore him to his former self. No harm, no foul. And no one would ever know about the professor’s island punishment. It would be like nothing ever happened, and he would never have to wear it again. 
 
    For that matter, anytime the Molongans weren’t around, it wouldn’t be necessary for him to wear it. In his cell, Natalia had assured him, there would be no reason for it. None of the Molongans would be able to see him, so none of them would know he wasn’t properly restrained. And it was good that he would be able to remove it, because Julius had serious doubts about the comfort of such a device. 
 
    In fact, he thought with a puzzled frown, it was a little surprising that Natalia hadn’t removed it already. It would’ve been an easy thing for her to send her handmaids away and then unlock him. Why hadn’t she done so? For that matter, where the hell was she?  
 
    Had she been called away by the priests? Some matter of religious importance that only the goddess could handle? That was probably it. Or maybe the Molongans had been watching more closely than she had anticipated, so she had decided to wait before freeing her husband. That was possible. Then again, he smiled, maybe she was just off taking a bath, trying to wash some of the cum out of her hair. 
 
    No matter. She’d be back soon, Julius was sure. He’d just have to wait. He could wait. Hell, after what he had just been through, he was more than happy to wait as long as he had to. It was no problem. No fucking problem at all. At the moment, he was simply glad to have his testicles! 
 
    In the meantime, however, he wanted to get a better look at this thing he was wearing. He got up and went to the table where the lamp was burning dimly. He turned the little adjustment knob to raise the wick, and the room was immediately bathed in a warm, yellow light.  
 
    That was better. Much better Now, at least he could see just exactly what he was dealing with. 
 
    Julius blanched when he looked down. To his shock, he discovered that his pubic hair was gone. The little knives that the blacksmith had wielded! Of course! They had been straight razors. If he hadn’t been so distracted by the prospect of becoming a eunuch, he would have recognized that immediately. 
 
    Every last vestige of the hair on his genitals had been removed. Cock and balls alike. Starting just below his bellybutton, they had shaved him baby-butt smooth. It was strange to see himself so bare and exposed, although it did make it easier to inspect the cage he now wore. 
 
    The bluish black gleam of the little metal object that peered up at him from between his legs told Julius that he had been correct: it was indeed made of iron. Constructed almost entirely of thin rods that had been artfully interlaced and apparently hammer-welded back into each other, it was formed in the shape of a little basket or cage that entirely encircled his penis. A small hole in the end had been left, to allow the wearer to urinate.  
 
    It was very similar to the one they had laughed at in the catalog they had gotten by mistake so many years ago. Similar, yet different. Essentially, it was the same device, but it had a definite Molongan flair, reflecting their unique aesthetic and craftsmanship. 
 
    He reached for the strange device and gave it an exploratory wiggle. It seemed not to move in relation to his cock. Apparently tailored specifically to his own specific anatomy, the cage fit snugly around his manhood and kept him pointed downwards. He tugged, wondering if he could pull it off, but a sharp pain in his balls was his only reward as the tightly fitting device refused to budge. 
 
    Natalia must have given the smith a very detailed description, not only of the cage she wanted, but also of her husband’s penis, to allow the man to construct so perfect a device. Julius felt himself blush as he imagined her discussing with the black man how big his cock was. Had she held up her thumb and index finger, showing him how long Julius was? Had they both shared a good laugh? Fuck! As much as the idea rankled him, it was also vaguely arousing. 
 
    Julius forced the image from his head and resumed his inspection of his new cage. With its downward curve, it would be quite impossible to achieve even the semblance of an erection with it on, he realized, and he had already proven to himself that escaping was out of the question. The flint-hearted blacksmith had done his job well. Pipu was well and truly out of commission. 
 
    The professor shook his head as he thought back to the long-forgotten bondage catalog. ‘BDSM Dragon’. What a name! God, how the two naïve professors had been scandalized by what greeted them when they opened it. 
 
    He had been prepared to see them offering handcuffs and whips, possibly sex toys. But the things within the pages of the catalog… They went far beyond his relatively staid expectations.  
 
    Like Natalia, he could well remember the various male chastity devices offered. Gazing on the pictures with wide-eyed wonder, neither he nor she could explain why any sane man would ever want to have his manhood locked up. And now, he thought with a wry smile, here he was!  
 
    Thank God, Natalia could unlock him! She would have the key. Probably on her person, so that it wouldn’t be lost. He’d just wait until she returned… 
 
    He heard the loud complaint of the ancient hinges as the door to her chamber swung open. Natalia was back! Now she could take this infernal device off his dick! 
 
    He moved to the little grate that separated their two apartments and peered through. There was a light burning there, somewhere just out of sight. He had a clear view of her bed, but his wife was nowhere to be seen. The door swung closed again and he heard the lock click into place. 
 
    “Natalia!” he whispered. “Is that you?” 
 
    There was no answer. He strained his ears, listening. Yes! There was. He could hear someone moving around in the other room. He cleared his throat and tried again. 
 
    “Talia!” he said, no longer whispering. “Natalia. Can you hear me?” 
 
    Then suddenly, she was there, her face just inches away from him, looking back at him through the little iron grate. A wave of relief flooded through Julius. 
 
    He caught the sweet scent of tropical flowers. So, he had been right; she had bathed.  
 
    “Hey!” she said softly. “How are you doing?” 
 
    He could hear the concern in her voice. It had probably given her a fright when he had passed out earlier. 
 
    “I… I’m okay,” Julius said. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure! No sweat. And hey, things seemed to have worked out. I’m so relieved that you were able to convince them to go along with your plan.” 
 
    She smiled, and a hint of sadness seemed to touch her eyes. Perhaps a touch of guilt after her recent display of carnal appetite? Then again, maybe it was just Julius’s imagination. 
 
    “I thought maybe you’d be upset,” she said, looking down. “Julius, I’m sorry. I…” 
 
    “Upset? Baby, why should I be upset? Don’t be sorry. It worked. You saved me.” 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, I guess. It’s just…” 
 
    “Just what? I’m fine, Natalia. Don’t worry about me. Honestly.” 
 
    “Really? You’re okay with this? I was sure you … I’m glad you’re okay with it.” 
 
    “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be? It’s not like it’s permanent, or anything. And it’s a damn sight better than castration, I can assure you!” 
 
    Natalia giggled at that. “Yes. I guess that’s true. But, is it… I mean… is it uncomfortable?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not like wearing silk boxers,” Julius laughed, “but it’s not as bad as I thought it would be. It fits well, no sharp edges, not too heavy. Yeah, it’s okay.” 
 
    “I’m glad. At least there’s that.” 
 
    Again, he thought he detected an odd hint of sadness in her voice. She was probably just tired. How could she not be? She’d just been fucked by 20 Molongans. Julius had to will himself to think of something else. Until he had this cage off, he didn’t want to risk getting a boner. 
 
    “Listen,” Julius said, “if you could pass me the key, I’d kind of like to take it off now. Like I said, it’s not exactly as comfortable as wearing silk boxers. I’m glad I don’t have to wear it all the time.”  
 
    He gave her a playful grin, but when her eyes snapped up to meet his, the look of shock that he saw there chilled him to the bone. 
 
    “But… I… I thought you knew!” she said. “Unlock?! There is no key! Oh honey! I can’t… Jules, there’s no way to take it off!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson almost fainted for the second time that day. Nothing could have surprised him more than the words his wife had just spoken. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he demanded. “Talia, what do you mean you can’t unlock me?” 
 
    On the other side of the grating, his wife immediately burst into tears. 
 
    “Oh God!” Natalia sobbed. “I’m so sorry, Julius. I’m so sorry. It was the only way!” 
 
    The professor was growing decidedly tired of hearing the words ‘It was the only way’. Nevertheless, it broke his heart to see his wife cry. Always had. So, he reflexively began to try to console her. 
 
    “Natalia. It’s okay. Don’t cry, baby. Please. It’s all right. Just explain it to me. I don’t understand. What did you mean when you said, ‘There is no key’? What does that mean?” 
 
    “It… well, there’s no…” She tried to explain, but her sobs made it hard for her to talk.  
 
    “Baby, settle down. I can’t understand what you’re trying to tell me. Please. Just stop crying and talk to me.” 
 
    “O… Okay. Um. Well… So, remember how I said that some compromises were necessary to get the high priest to agree to my plan?” 
 
    “Yes,” Julius answered cautiously. “I assume that’s why they shaved me?” 
 
    “Yeah. But that was only part of it.” 
 
    Only part of it. Great! Just fucking perfect! 
 
    “Okay. What else?” Julius asked, trying to hide the irritation that gnawed at his insides. 
 
    “Well, when I described the cage I was going to have built for Pipu, the high priest balked.” 
 
    “Balked. Why? What didn’t he like about it?” 
 
    “Specifically, the fact that it had a lock. He argued that a lock was unnecessary for Pipu, since the scrolls made it clear that he would spend eternity ‘never feeling the warmth of a woman again’.” 
 
    “You couldn’t just pinkie swear not to unlock me?” the professor asked. 
 
    “Julius, he still wanted to chop your balls off!” 
 
    “Point taken. Good compromise.”  
 
    It was true, though he might be loathed to admit it. As horrible as his current condition was, when contrasted with what could have happened, it always seemed a little less bleak. 
 
    “I’m sorry, baby,” she whispered. “I didn’t know what else to do. And the priest was acting very suspicious, so…. so, I…” 
 
    “You compromised,” Julius said. 
 
    “There really was no other way. Not that I could see, anyway.” 
 
    No other way. Again. 
 
    “It’s not just the cage,” she said. 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘It’s not just the cage’?” 
 
    “The door to your cell, ‘Pipu’s Chamber’.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Julius said, not sure if he wanted her to go on. 
 
    “I don’t have the key to that. Not anymore. It was the high priest who locked you in this time, and he took the key with him.” 
 
    “So, what? I’m stuck in here? Do I get to go outside at all?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know? I didn’t think… The way he was acting, I didn’t want to take a chance on asking him.” 
 
    Julius looked around, more carefully this time. Sure enough, the room, which had been relatively bare before, now held several new items. There was a pitcher of water on a small stand in the corner that hadn’t been there before with a single tin cup for him to drink from. A loaf of bread lay on its lower shelf. 
 
    Water and bread for the prisoner, Julius thought with a humorless smile. And boner root, of course. 
 
    Then his eyes fell on an object lying on the floor next to the bed that he found even more disturbing. It was a bedpan. His fears were true, then. The Molongans had no intention of letting him out of his cell. Not even to answer the call of nature. 
 
    “Damn!” he swore. 
 
    “I’m sorry. There was no other…” 
 
    “Don’t say it! I know! I know! Just don’t fucking say it!” 
 
    He already knew there was no way out of the room. If the high priest had the key, he was stuck. But, maybe there was a way of getting out of the small iron cage that restrained his cock. 
 
    “So, this cage. If it has no key… and no lock… then how…?” 
 
    Rather than wait for her to answer his somewhat incomplete and incoherent inquiry, Julius lifted his cage so that the lamplight hit it better, studying its metal surface to see how it closed. His heart stopped, and all hope drained from him when he saw what held the mechanism closed: a thick iron rivet, roughly the same diameter as a pencil. 
 
    He was horrified, disappointed, angry, confused – all at the same time. For the first time in his life, the professor had absolutely no idea what to do.  
 
    He had never been claustrophobic. In truth, he had never been able to understand people with claustrophobia. Not until that moment.  
 
    Never in his life had he felt more trapped and afraid. Knowing that he couldn’t leave it, the room was suddenly so tiny. The heavy stone walls around him seemed to close in on him, threatening to crash his frail form beneath their immense weight. Even the air he breathed seemed stale and oppressive, devoid of the oxygen he so needed. 
 
    His body had begun to shake, and he realized that he was on the brink of a full-on panic attack. The idea of not being able to come and go as he pleased was more dreadful than he could have imagined, and then there was the iron cage around his dick… It was more than he could bear. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” he swore, biting his lip so hard that he tasted blood as he tried to master his anxiety. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” He slapped the unyielding stone wall with the flat of his hand and grimaced at the pain that shot up his forearm. “Fuuuuck!” 
 
    Natalia heard his bitter outburst and began to cry again, softly, quietly.  
 
    The mounting emotions that were churning within him boiled over, and for a split second, Julius was furious with her. It was his cock that was stuck in an iron cage, after all. God damnit! She could go wherever she wanted, had people waiting on her hand and foot. What the fuck did she have to blubber about? 
 
    But as soon as the thought crossed his mind, he felt bad for thinking it. His anger was misplaced. It wasn’t her fault, this situation they found themselves in, and when it came right down to it, she had made some major compromises of her own. Pleasurable as the two mating ceremonies had turned out for her, they hadn’t exactly been her idea. 
 
    It was a good thing that she was concerned about him. Hell, imagine if she hadn’t been upset. And besides, maybe she was right; maybe there hadn’t been any other way. 
 
    “Natalia,” he said in the kindest, calmest voice he could muster. “It’ll be okay. Don’t cry. We can fix this.” 
 
    “But… but how?” she blurted through her tears. 
 
    “When we get off the island, I’ll just have to get somebody to cut the rivet. You’ll see. It’ll be no big deal. A little careful work with a pair of cutting pliers and I’ll be good as new. Please, don’t cry.” 
 
    She sobbed softly for a while, and just when Julius had decided she wasn’t going to reply to his statement, her voice came through the grating, small and fearful, “You said ‘when’. Don’t you mean ‘if’?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You said ‘When we get off the island’. Don’t you think you should have said ‘If we get off the island’?” 
 
    Julius was a little taken aback at his wife’s pessimism. This wasn’t like her. Of the two of them, she was usually the one who could see the silver lining to everything. Always looking on the bright side. So much so that he was sometimes annoyed by it.  
 
    If she had lost faith in them being rescued… well, he wasn’t a particularly superstitious man, but it wasn’t a good omen. In spite of his own misgivings, Julius decided to put on a happy face. Besides his natural, instinctive urge to get his wife to stop crying, he needed her to be optimistic for his own sanity. 
 
    “I said ‘when’, and I meant it. Mr. Albert went for help. He’ll come back for us. You’ll see.” He hoped his words didn’t sound as hollow to her as they felt to him. 
 
    “But it’s been… Well, I don’t know how long it’s been, but it’s been a long time. And he hasn’t come back for us yet. I… I don’t think he’s coming.” 
 
    He could hear it in her voice, she was about to start crying again. Time to up his game. 
 
    “Why, sure he is!” Julius said quickly, with three times the enthusiasm he actually felt. “You’ll see. Any day now, he’ll come in here and whisk us away, back to our old lives, back to civilization, friends, family, jobs. You’ll see.” 
 
    She was quiet, pondering her husband’s words. Julius was under no illusions; she wasn’t completely convinced, but at least she wasn’t crying anymore. Before she could rethink that, Julius continued, “And don’t worry about this cage. It’s not so bad. It fits really well. Hardly any discomfort at all. I’ll be fine. Just don’t worry about me.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
    “Fine. Fine. Quit worrying. Say! You never told me. What happened after I, you know… after I…” 
 
    “Fainted?” 
 
    “Er… yeah,” he cringed. There was something emasculating about her use of the word, and with his dick in a cage he was feeling a little sensitive in that area anyway. “What did I miss? What happened then?” 
 
    “Well, you remember how I told you that Tara’ana would choose a replacement for Pipu at the end of the ceremony?” 
 
    “Yes. So, you chose.” 
 
    When the words came out, they were a statement and not a question. Julius already knew the answer. In fact, he already knew the name of her ‘new husband’. 
 
    “Boda,” they both said at the same time. 
 
    Natalia’s eyes flickered away from his, embarrassed that it would be that obvious to her husband. 
 
    “I figured as much,” Julius said.  
 
    A giant lump formed in his throat, making it difficult for him to swallow, and his aching heart was beating two speeds faster now. Boda. It was official then. Boda would replace him, perhaps not in his wife’s heart, but in every other way that mattered. 
 
    “Is that okay?” she asked him, her voice soft and sad once more. 
 
    “Yeah. I mean, sure… he was… It seemed like you liked him. He’s probably a good choice. Seemed nice enough. It’s just… You’re my wife.”  
 
    It was strange, trying to put it into words. And Julius could feel himself rambling. He felt like an idiot. How much of how this made him feel did he want to reveal to her? For that matter, how much did he want to reveal to himself? 
 
    “Yeah,” she whispered through the little portal that was now their only connection. “You know I love you, don’t you, Julius? There was no other…” She stopped herself this time. He heard her sigh, then she went on, “This is the way it has to be. Tara’ana had to choose a ‘new husband’. But that doesn’t change anything for us. Never forget… Julius, promise me you’ll never forget that Natalia loves only you!” 
 
    Her words didn’t make the lump in his throat any smaller, but hearing her declaration of undying love did raise his spirits at least a little. “I love you, too,” he whispered. 
 
    He wrapped his hands around the iron bars that separated him from her, and her tiny fingers found his, clinging desperately as they shared a moment of silence. 
 
    “When?” he asked. 
 
    “He’ll be here tomorrow night,” she answered. There was a sort of dread finality to her proclamation that chilled him to the bone. So definite, so unalterable. 
 
    Tomorrow night. Julius suddenly realized that he had no idea what time it was. The wristwatch he had worn for years had gone missing at some point. Whether it had been lost in the crash or taken by one of the Molongans during his period of semi-conscious hallucination, he didn’t know, but it was gone. The professor found, to his chagrin, that he had lost all track of time. 
 
    How long had he been unconscious? It had been midnight or after when the ceremony had ended. Had the sun come up yet? Had he slept all day? Or had he only been out for a few minutes?  
 
    Any one of these possibilities was just as valid as the next, and short of asking her he had no way of knowing. What did it really matter? Did it change anything? There was no sunlight in his cell, no day, no night. There was only his lamp to give him light and the tiny window that opened onto Natalia’s room. 
 
    Julius didn’t ask his wife what time it was. Suddenly, he no longer cared. Tomorrow, his replacement would arrive, the man who would take his place between Natalia’s long, gorgeous legs. Her new husband. Tomorrow. 
 
    A great wave of nausea welled up inside the professor, and he found himself biting his lip to hold back the tears. It was too much, this entire situation. Too much… 
 
    Sensing her husband’s distress, Natalia changed the subject, and Julius was happy for the distraction. For what seemed like several hours, they talked about the villagers, their architecture, their fashions. His wife had made some rather notable discoveries regarding their language, enough to write a paper once they returned to their lives in academia.  
 
    Eventually, the words ran out, and the two professors sat in silence, listening to each other breathe in the dark through the iron grate that stood between them. Though neither of them said another word about it, they were both thinking about the changes that tomorrow would bring. 
 
    When the stillness became awkward, Julius cleared his throat. “I guess we’d better get some sleep,” he suggested, getting to his feet. 
 
    “Yeah,” Natalia whispered. “Probably.” 
 
    Through the iron bars, her eyes searched his, and Julius tried to put on a brave face for her. “I guess I’ll see you in the morning,” he smiled. 
 
    “Julius?” she said softly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    “Good night.” Then, a thought occurred to her, and she added, “Should I close the window?” 
 
    “Oh,” Julius said. Her question was an unexpected one, and with his mind still occupied with what was going to happen tomorrow, he answered without thinking, “Yeah. I guess so.” 
 
    “All right, then. Until tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah. I…” 
 
    The creaking of the ancient hinges drowned out what he was about to say, and with a sigh, the professor turned the lamp down and laid down on the bed. To his surprise, sleep came quickly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Whispering voices awakened him from his fitful slumber. Blinking away the drowsy cobwebs that still were wrapped around his mind, the professor realized that he had been aware of them for some time, listening to their pulsing hiss in that semi-conscious state that so often separates the waking world from the dream world. 
 
    There were two black women in his cell. Tara’ana’s maidservants. He recognized them immediately. Careful not to betray the fact that he was awake, he watched them through cracked eyelids as they went about their business in the dim light of the room, one of them laying out food and water for him while the other checked his chamber pot. More Lolo’panaet root, he saw. 
 
    For just a second, his desperate heart soared at the sight of the two women. This was his chance! They obviously held the key to his door, else how could they entered. He could overpower the two young women and make his escape! And then he would… and then he would what? 
 
    As quickly as the idea had come to him, he discarded it. What good would it do him to escape his cell, when the entire Molongan village lay between him and the jungle? And what he do if he reached the jungle? He was an anthropologist, not a survivalist. As likely as not, he would starve or be bitten by a poisonous snake or fall prey to any one of a thousand possible demises. 
 
    If he were somehow able to escape death, what then? The cage that he now wore around his genitals would be impossible to remove. And being an island, Molonga was a prison of its own, holding him as securely as the cell in which he now lay. 
 
    No. To think of escape was a fool’s errand. Here at least, he was safe and well-fed. As much as he hated to admit it, “Pipu’s chamber” was preferable to whatever awaited him on the outside. The lesser by far of the two evils. 
 
    As if to confirm just how foolhardy the idea had been, Julius saw two massive Molongan guards standing watch in the hallway when the door swung open to let the two women out. He wouldn’t have stood a chance against them anyway. 
 
    For the thousandth time, he wondered what time it was. He had never really realized up to that point just how addicted he had been to his wristwatch, to the concept of time in general. In his former life, he had always known what time it was, when he had to be in a certain place, when he had to go to bed, when he needed to wake up. Now, the minutes stretched on into hours which stretched on into days, and there was nothing, absolutely nothing, to break them up into definable portions.  
 
    Had ‘tomorrow’ come? Or was it still ‘today’? His eyes strayed toward the still-closed window to Natalia’s room. Was he there already? Boda… Had he come while the professor had been asleep? Was he in there with her now? Were they…? 
 
    The little window swung open, and a narrow shaft of light pierced the darkness of his own room. Reflexively, he threw up his hand to shield his dilated pupils against the sudden change in illumination. 
 
    “Julius,” Natalia’s voice said. “Are you awake?” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied, swinging his legs to the floor. He was tired. Bone tired. “I am.” 
 
    “He’s here.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. Boda has arrived. The servants just informed me. They’re bringing him up the steps of the temple right now.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    It was time then. He had been about to get up, to go to the window and talk to his wife, but now he no longer felt like it. He let himself sink back down onto the soft mattress. So tired, suddenly. 
 
    “I… I’m sorry about all this,” she said. She could sense his unhappiness, even without him voicing it. 
 
    “I know. It’s okay.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, waiting for him to say something else. When he didn’t, she said, “I have to go now. There’s a welcoming ceremony. I have to be there.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said simply. 
 
    “I’ll see you later,” Natalia whispered.  
 
    There was regret there in her voice, just beneath the words. Julius could hear it. He knew her too well. All the same, her regret wouldn’t change things. Nothing could change what was happening. Nothing but rescue. 
 
    “Yeah. Later,” he mumbled in reply. 
 
    He heard her soft bare feet padding across the stone floor, heard the ancient hinges creak in protest as she opened her door. Then, all was silence. She was gone. Gone. 
 
    He was alone. More alone than he could ever remember having been in his life. The anger he had felt last night was no longer with him. In its place, was a deep, profound sadness. Was this what depression felt like? 
 
    He laid back down on the bed and stared with unseeing eyes at the ceiling of his dimly lit cell. His chest ached terribly and the tightness in his throat made swallowing a chore. 
 
    What was happening to him, to them? Would they ever be rescued? Or would they remain here forever, prisoners of the Molongans? And if they were rescued, would things ever be the same again? Was that even possible after everything they had been through? So many questions.  
 
    With a long sigh, he let out the breath he hadn’t realized he had been holding. He closed his eyes and let the feeling of hopelessness wash over him. Why fight it? What was the use? 
 
    Wallowing in self-pity as he was, it suddenly occurred to Julius that his earlier assessment wasn’t exactly correct. His wife was not a prisoner of the Molongans at all. She was their goddess. They worshiped her, did everything she asked. Her experience here on the island had been markedly different than his own. 
 
    Suddenly a whole new set of questions popped into his mind, questions he had never even considered before. How did Natalia feel about all of this?  
 
    From their hurried conversations in the few moments they had together, he knew that she had decided to “make the best of a difficult situation”. But the woman he had seen impersonating the Molongans’ goddess over the past few days hadn’t really looked like a woman who was struggling to keep it together. In fact, it was only when they were alone that he recognized his wife at all.  
 
    More than simply embracing her role, she seemed to be genuinely enjoying herself. All that power and adoration. It wasn’t hard to see why. Would she want to leave when the time came? 
 
    And then there was the matter of sex. Would she be able to walk away from that? 
 
    It might have been a matter of necessity in the beginning, but it was something else now. She would probably deny that it meant anything to her if he mentioned it, but the professor had seen the effect it had had on her. Seen it with the eyes of a husband who was well aware of what was going on inside his wife. She might not have been addicted to the carnal pleasures she had received at the hands of the Molongans, but that didn’t mean things would stay that way. 
 
    Natalia had never been a prude. Far from it. Energetic and sensual, she’d been more than willing to try just about anything he had suggested during the years of their marriage. Her appetite in this area had always been a match for his own. In fact, if he was honest, there were times he felt like he struggled to keep up with her needs. That was certainly something she would no longer have to worry about here. 
 
    So where did all this leave them? He was a prisoner, she a goddess. His dick was locked up securely, while she would be getting the best sex of her life from a well-hung savage. And rescue was rapidly becoming nothing more than a distant dream. Not good. Not good at all. 
 
    Maybe it was his fault, he considered. It had, after all, been his fantasy to watch his wife with a black man. A dark and secret fantasy he had kept hidden from his wife. Now no longer a fantasy. Perhaps the fates had stepped in, some cosmic sort of karma punishing him for his lurid thoughts. 
 
    As soon as his mind even considered the existence of his fantasy, it broke through his consciousness, flooding his brain with a million erotic images, all of them starring his wife. It still turned him on, even now. Even with his penis securely locked away in an iron cage.  
 
    If he lived to be 100 years old, he would never forget the sight of her spreading those long white legs of hers for the Molongans. God! She had been so beautiful. 
 
    And just like that, Julius felt his spirits lift. He might be a prisoner here. He might be locked in a cell with no chance of escape. His poor cock might be locked in a tiny iron cage, but there was a silver lining to all of these negative things. He was going to get to watch Natalia again! He would have a front row seat, watching her give herself to the virile Boda. 
 
    The cage that surrounded his genitals suddenly thrust itself into the forefront of his mind. Had it always been so damned tight? Damn! It felt like it was going to pinch off his wiener. Glancing down at it, he understood.  
 
    Thinking about Natalia and Boda was giving him an erection. And the cage that held him was designed to prevent exactly that. So, instead of getting a boner, his penis simply swelled up to fill the available space. 
 
    It was the strangest sensation. While he wouldn’t describe it as excruciating, the professor also couldn’t exactly claim that it was comfortable. There was a frustrating, unfulfilled sort of feeling, like he was being cheated out of the pulsing erection his body wanted to provide him with. 
 
    Before he could analyze it further, the familiar screech of the hinges in the apartment next door told him his wife had returned. He started to speak, then remembered that she would most likely not be alone. So, he closed his mouth once more. He had enough humiliation in his life at the moment without his wife’s new lover hearing him calling out to her like some sort of pathetic loser. 
 
    The light coming through the window suddenly flared and grew brighter. The unmistakable odor of soot reached his nose. Another candle had been lit in the adjacent room. Again and again, the process was repeated, adding candles until Tara’ana’s apartment was bathed in a warm, bright glow. 
 
    He heard her speak to someone in the next room, in Molongan. Then, came a deep bass voice in reply. Boda? Probably, but Julius couldn’t tell for certain. In fact, he realized, he wasn’t actually sure what the man sounded like. Things had been a bit chaotic during the ceremony, and there had been so many other voices and sounds that he wasn’t at all sure he could recognize the man’s voice.  
 
    The man spoke again, and Natalia giggled. Whatever he had said had apparently been something humorous. What were they talking about? the professor wondered. 
 
    Julius moved to the window, and peeked cautiously through the grating, sliding his glasses back up his nose with his index finger, but he couldn’t see his wife. He stood on his tiptoes to change the angle, but still couldn’t see her. He tried moving back and forth with his face pressed against the iron bars, but nothing helped. She was in a blind spot. 
 
    And then she wasn’t. Julius gasped as his wife walked into view in the adjoining room. She was naked. Smiling and laughing as she talked to the man whom Julius still couldn’t see. 
 
    Her big breasts jiggled delightfully in the flickering light of the candles. Julius hadn’t noticed it when they spoke earlier, but he saw now that his wife’s hair had been plaited into a single long braid that fell down the center of her slender back like a black jungle vine, stopping just short of her gorgeous round ass. 
 
    She laughed again, and the happy sound of her voice rang light and clear in the stone room. His earlier misgivings came bounding back. This was not a woman who was having difficulty staying in character. There was no question about it; Natalia was enjoying herself. 
 
    From the corner of his eye, Julius caught sight of an enormous, dark mass moving into his field of view. A large black man. His eyes darted to this new presence, but even before his eyes had focused, Julius knew that it was Boda. 
 
    He too was naked. Even though he had seen it before, Julius couldn’t stop himself from gasping at the sight of the man’s erect penis. It was without a doubt the largest cock he had ever seen. How in the world was petite little Natalia able to take that thing? he wondered. 
 
    The fact that the two people in the adjoining room were both naked within minutes of entering the room surprised him. His wife had only gone to greet her ‘new husband’ just a moment ago. And now they had already disrobed? 
 
    Why were they moving so fast? What was the rush? Julius had known that this was coming, that Natalia would have sex with this man at some point, but did it have to be so soon?  
 
    This wasn’t at all what he had been expecting. Not at all! He wasn’t ready. 
 
    In his mind, they would come back to Tara’ana’s apartment, and she would show her new mate around. Perhaps they would make small talk for a while, maybe even have a meal together before getting down to…  
 
    But no. There would apparently be none of that! Tara’ana’s new beau had no intentions of waiting any longer! He was ready right now! 
 
    As if to confirm this assumption, Boda made his move. Still speaking to her in that deep, manly voice of his, he stalked across the stone tiles to where Natalia stood waiting for him and took her in his massive arms, smashing her lithe, supple body against his muscular chest as their lips met. 
 
    This was yet another shock for Julius. When he had watched Boda fuck his wife during the ceremony, it had been all about the sex. Physical. There had been no time for such tender moments. Watching the two lovers kiss nearly made the professor’s heart stop. 
 
    He stared, openmouthed, as his wife melted into the black man’s arms. She returned his kiss with a passion that made Julius’s heart ache. It seemed to go on forever, their nude bodies writhing against one another as they made out in the light of the flickering candles that lined the walls of the chamber.  
 
    The little iron cage that imprisoned him seemed to tighten around his aching dick. He heard his wife moan, and the tightness in his crotch got worse. Much worse. 
 
    A huge black hand came down to clutch Natalia’s firm backside, eliciting a girlish giggle from her. Encouraged by her reaction, Boda probed further, running his thick black fingers through the crack of her ass. Down, down they went, seeking, searching, until a moist squishing sound told Julius that they had found his wife’s sopping pussy. 
 
    She moaned appreciatively without breaking their kiss, arching her pelvis forward to rub her mound against Boda’s huge, ebony thigh. The wet sounds grew louder as the black giant fingered his prize, preparing the white goddess to take his meaty pole. 
 
    Julius’s breathing was fast and shallow as he watched through the grate. His heart was breaking, but his balls throbbed with excitement. Instinctively, his hand went to his cock. He needed to touch himself.  
 
    His eager fingers encountered only the cool metal of the cage. He groaned in frustration as he remembered. This was going to be worse than he had imagined. 
 
    Meanwhile, Boda had picked Tara’ana up, carrying her to her broad, pillow-strewn bed, which occupied the center of the room. When Julius turned his eyes to the small portal once more, he saw a huge pair of ebony arms gently lay his wife back onto the cushions. 
 
    The black colossus lowered his face to her sex, and Julius saw his wife shudder as another man’s tongue found her slit. She turned her face to stare directly at him and gave her husband a sweet smile as he watched from his cell. Julius groaned inwardly. 
 
    He wondered if she knew how much all this was killing him. Did she feel bad for him? Or did it turn her on? Probably a bit of both, knowing her like he did. 
 
    That her situation was not entirely loathsome for her, he had no doubt. However conflicted she might be, however much concern she might have for her professor husband, she obviously enjoyed having sex with the huge Molongan. 
 
    “Ooooh!” she moaned, arching her back so that her twin nipples pointed skyward. 
 
    She cooed something low and dreamy in Molongan that Julius couldn’t understand, but it seemed to spur her lover on. Boda grasped a pale thigh in each of his enormous hands and ate into her like a starving man. Even from this distance, the professor could hear the man’s lips smacking and slurping against his wife’s cunt. 
 
    Natalia went wild, clawing at the back of his head, pulling him to her as though trying to force his whole head inside her. Her calves began to tremble, and she brought her knees up to her chest, opening her crotch to her new husband’s onslaught.  
 
    Julius saw that her eyes were closed. Her big tits rippled quickly up and down in time with her rapid breathing. Boda hadn’t been working on her for very long, but already she was getting close. When he saw her toes curl, he knew her orgasm was at hand. 
 
    The professor wasn’t the only one paying attention. As astute as he was well-endowed, Boda reached for her two nipples, angry bullets now, and gave them both a twist as his searching tongue flicked rapidly across her hard little clit. 
 
    “Aaaiiigh!” she shrieked, throwing her head back into the pillows. 
 
    Her whole body went stiff as her orgasm smashed into her. Boda didn’t let up, chasing her pussy when she twisted to the side. He lashed her spasming little hole with his greedy tongue, prolonging and intensifying the climax that shook her thin frame. Only when she let out a long, shuddering sigh did he release the hold his lips had on her sex. 
 
    But if Julius thought the huge black man was going to give Tara’ana time to recover, he was mistaken. Growling like the bear he resembled, Boda slid up between her still-quivering thighs and pressed the head of his enormous member against the lips of her weeping slit. He leaned into her. 
 
    “Oh!” Natalia gasped. 
 
    Her tightness resisted him for a moment. From his vantage point, Julius could see the wet petals of his wife’s pussy mashed by the huge helmet of Boda’s shaft. He held his breath as they slowly blossomed, yielding to pressure until the head slipped in with a pop. 
 
    “Uuungh!” she sighed. Her eyes were closed again, her head tossing back and forth among the pillows as Boda slid into her one tortuous inch at a time.  
 
    In and out his cock jigged in incremental little strokes, advancing just a fraction of an inch each time. Natalia’s pussy seemed to be stretched to the breaking point. 
 
    Gradually, though, Boda’s technique paid off. Julius saw more and more of his shaft was wet with his wife’s precious juices, gleaming in the candlelight with the proof of his progress. Boda was in no hurry, working methodically and insistently to open her up until at last his huge balls kissed her pale ass. She had taken the whole thing. 
 
    The first full stroke he made tore a whimpering gasp from Tara’ana’s throat. 
 
    “Aaaagh!” she wailed. Both of her long legs came up to encircle the broad trunk of Boda’s waist in welcome. 
 
    Julius had only thought that his balls ached before. They felt like they were on fire now. A glance at his crotch showed that the flesh of his very excited cock was now bulging out from between the bars of his cock cage. The feeling of tightness was like nothing he had ever experienced.  
 
    The fact that he had been rendered impotent while another man enjoyed his wife was driving him crazy. His eyes rose once more, and he watched in agony as Boda’s unfettered penis plunged in and out of his wife. Julius had never been more jealous or more aroused. The sights and sounds of the two mating ceremonies were still fresh in his mind, but this… this was so much more intense. 
 
    Once his heavily veined cock was fully inside the goddess, Boda abandoned his patient approach. Kissing her moist lips again, he began to saw in and out of her, using his entire length to stroke her sensitive hole. 
 
    To his chagrin, Natalia’s reaction was just what Julius expected. She returned his kiss with a hunger that fanned the flames of the professor’s jealousy into a raging inferno. Stretched around Boda’s thick black pole, his raven-haired wife rapidly climbed toward another climax while he watched helplessly from the next room. 
 
    Boda could feel the effect his fucking was having on Tara’ana, could sense her growing excitement. He took her right to the brink, to the jagged edge of orgasm, then heartlessly withdrew his oversized cock from the goddess’s trembling pussy. He shuffled back from her, his wet cock bobbing in front of him like the bowsprit of some great ship. 
 
    Natalia whined in protest, her face a mask of frustration and shock. Julius could practically read her thoughts. What the hell was Boda doing? She wouldn’t have to wait long to find out. 
 
    With a smug grin, the big Molongan grabbed a shapely leg and rolled her onto her stomach. Then, he pulled her up onto all fours. As soon as her hands hit the sheets, Tara’ana thrust her round little ass up at him. Her braid swung wildly as she spun her head to peer back over her shoulder at him, urging him to put his thick cock back inside her again. 
 
    Boda was more than happy to comply and, taking a creamy butt cheek in each hand, the smiling giant sheathed his monstrous cock in her warm depths again. The sobbing moan that greeted the professor’s ears was irrefutable proof of his wife’s pleasure at being filled once more. 
 
    During the two mating ceremonies he had witnessed, Julius had never really given much thought to the release that had been provided by his litter bearers. He had been so focused on watching Natalia being fucked by the Molongans that their supple hands jerking him off had been little more than a footnote for him.  
 
    Now that he was forced to watch in frustrated dismay, he felt their absence keenly. God! What he would’ve given just to be able to cum! 
 
    His balls felt like two tiny water balloons dangling beneath his caged penis. They were so heavy and full. Full of sperm, but also of want and desire. He longed to empty them. But it was impossible. 
 
    Only Boda’s balls would be emptied this night, he told himself, feeling the keen stab of jealousy again. He stole a glance at those balls and was astonished anew. How could two such large organs belong to a human man? 
 
    Bouncing rhythmically off his wife’s clit, they looked like two peaches sewn up in a fine leather pouch. Again, the professor’s morbid mind pondered the quality of sperm inside them. If size was any indicator, they must surely contain an ocean. An ocean that was about to be spilled inside Natalia’s unprotected cunt! 
 
    Throughout their ordeal, Julius had tried not to think about the possibility of pregnancy. His success at distracting himself had been hit or miss at best. Now, with no other distractions, faced with his wife’s imminent insemination at the hands of this enormous Molongan, he found it impossible to push the thought from his head. 
 
    Each time she had unprotected sex, the chances grew. How many times had it already been? Twenty men per ceremony. Two ceremonies. Forty men had given his wife their sperm, something he had never done. And now this…  
 
    From what Natalia had told him, Boda would be her live-in lover from now on. How many times would she offer herself to him? How many times would he fill her with his seed? 
 
    If Mr. Albert didn’t return soon, pregnancy was beginning to look like a certainty rather than a risk. If it hadn’t already happened, the professor realized. 
 
    The thought of his sweet young bride pregnant to another man brought a lump to his throat and turned Julius’s guts to water. It was a nightmarish scenario that he didn’t want to even think about. Mostly because it horrified him, but also because in some weird, perverted way that he couldn’t understand, it thrilled him. 
 
    He didn’t want it to happen. Not really. It was just… well, there was something so utterly taboo about the notion, so wrong, so outrageous. Maybe his massive case of blue balls was affecting his thinking. 
 
    His mind was brought back to the present by a deep groan from Boda. At the sound, Natalia went crazy, slamming her hips back against her lover like a rodeo bronco. She yelled something to the man behind her, and Julius didn’t need to speak Molongan to understand. She was urging him to cum inside her. 
 
    Boda picked up the pace, breathing like a steam engine as his hips slammed forcefully to and fro, pistoning his cock into Tara’ana’s sopping pussy. Each time he made contact, her delectable pale ass rippled enticingly, spurring him on to even greater efforts. The Molongan’s heavy balls made an audible smack each time they slapped against her moist skin.  
 
    The giant’s big hands relinquished their hold on her trim waist, seizing her long black braid instead. Using it like a pair of reins, he pulled the bucking white woman firmly back onto his rampant cock, ensuring that she took every inch of his thick cock while he rode her sweet little ass. 
 
    Julius’s testicles had gone from a dull ache to a throbbing pain. The knowledge that Boda was seconds away from inseminating his wife again burned inside his brain with a white-hot intensity. Without thinking about it, he reached for his caged penis, jiggling his iron prison in time with the maniacal thrusting of his wife’s lover.  
 
    He had heard of people having tunnel vision during times of extreme crisis. So it was with him at that moment. Everything around him seemed to fade away, save the two enormous balls slamming into his wife’s overstuffed pussy. 
 
    That moment seemed to stretch out into an eternity. Time and again, Boda’s huge testicles swung forward to crash into Talia’s leaking pussy, and each time Julius expected to hear the man groan in orgasm, but each time he was mistaken.  
 
    On and on he fucked her with resolute, almost brutal thrusts, pounding that outlandish cock of his into his slut goddess until the professor’s eyes bugged from his skull in anticipation of the moment he dreaded and longed for alike. His senses overwhelmed, Julius held his breath, trembling as his heart tried to hammer its way through his ribs. Would it never end?! 
 
    Just when it seemed the professor couldn’t stand any more, when it seemed he would lose consciousness, if not his sanity altogether, a loud shout signaled Boda’s release. 
 
    “Aaaah!” he bellowed, throwing his great black head back and screaming his ecstasy to the heavens. 
 
    Staring in rapt attention, Julius saw his big balls lift in their dark sack, saw the root of his enormous cock begin to thump rhythmically as it pumped what looked like a gallon of his manly essence into Natalia’s waiting womb.  
 
    The tension of the moment passed, and the professor let his breath out in a long, trembling sigh, clutching his aching, swollen balls. He continued to stare at the point where their bodies were joined, unable to tear his eyes away from his beautiful wife’s insemination. 
 
    More than anything, he wished he could cum, too, to share in this obscene, yet beautiful moment, to be a part of his wife’s breeding. But his iron cock cage kept his aching penis firmly pointed at the ground, denying him the relief he longed for so fervently.  
 
    It was agony, frustrating and cruel. His balls felt like they were being inflated. But in some crazy, incomprehensible way, it also excited him even more. Forced to watch, unable even to masturbate, denied not only his wife’s treasures, but even the ability to pleasure himself… Julius felt a shiver of erotic glee run up his spine. 
 
    What the fuck was going on with him? Was he really losing his mind? It was a genuine possibility, he knew, after everything that had happened. Had he finally snapped then? Was his brain now eroticizing his own torture? Making it more palatable for his psyche? The idea wasn’t so farfetched. 
 
    But at the same time, from what he understood, only sane people worried about their own sanity. Those who were truly insane didn’t realize it. So, maybe he wasn’t losing it. He didn’t know. He was an anthropologist, damnit, not a fucking doctor! 
 
    Confused and worried, he turned away from the scene at the window. He had seen enough for now. 
 
    He sat on his bunk, cradling his sore balls and thinking about his situation. How did he feel about what he had just witnessed? It was a complicated question. 
 
    It was exciting to watch his wife with another man. That much he had to admit. He had fantasized about it for some time, and the reality had exceeded even his craziest imaginings.  
 
    He mulled the matter over time and again, always arriving at the same conclusion. Yes, it turned him on. Immensely. There was no doubt about that. But his arousal wasn’t the only thing to consider. There was also the matter of the cage that he wore. 
 
    He hated the cage. Certainly, he did. Didn’t he? Maybe. Anyway, he felt like he should. Any normal man would, wouldn’t they? But what was normal?  
 
    Their circumstances could be described with any number of adjectives, but he doubted anyone would choose the word ‘normal’ in doing so. Did that mean that his reaction to these abnormal circumstances was also beyond the application of the usual standards? Was he just looking for excuses to feel better about the way he really felt? 
 
    Did he hate the cage or not? It was a simple question. At least, it should have been. Yes! Absolutely! He hated it. He hated not being able to touch himself, hated the humiliation of being forced to wear it. And yet… 
 
    One of the things he had discovered about himself since their arrival in Molonga was that he had a previously unknown masochistic streak. To his complete surprise, he had learned that he actually liked a little bit of humiliation. 
 
    Viewed in that light, there was an aspect to the cage he wore that he found vaguely exciting. He wouldn’t go so far as to claim to like wearing the damned thing, but he didn’t hate it as much as he felt he should. 
 
    There was a delicious naughtiness to this infernal device, designed as it was to secure his status as a cuckold. It was a physical manifestation of his perverse leanings, a visible, tactile indicator that let everyone who saw him know that this was a man whose wife was serviced by another man. Denial given concrete form. It was humiliating beyond words, but Julius couldn’t lie to himself: something about it turned him on. 
 
    What did Natalia think of him and his cage? It was a question he had never considered.  
 
    She knew, as did he, that he had not chosen it. It had been a matter of necessity, the only means by which he could avoid castration. But now that she had seen him in it, now that she knew he could no longer perform as a man…? Would it change the way she felt about him? 
 
    God, he hoped not! That would be awful.  
 
    He still clung to the hope that they would be rescued, that Mr. Albert would come and liberate them. Then, they would return to civilization and their normal lives. It would be as though none of this had ever happened. They could forget, pick up where they had left off. Everything would be the same as when they had set out on this ill-fated expedition of theirs. 
 
    But a glance at the iron cage around his cock made him pause. Would things really ever be the same? If he were honest with himself, he doubted it seriously. 
 
    His heart in his throat, he lay back on the bed and rolled on his side to face the massive oak door that had no knob. It had become a symbol of sorts for him, this eternally locked portal. One day, he kept telling himself as if trying to convince a stubborn heretic, one day it would open, and he would walk through that door and be free. And Natalia would walk with him, at his side, his loving wife once more. 
 
    He just had to be patient. But patience, he knew, was a virtue more easily talked about than exercised. Where was Mr. Albert? Why didn’t he come back for them? Was he even still alive? Asking himself that question caused a knot to form in the pit of his stomach. Without that one-eyed bastard, they were finished. They would never leave the island alive. Shit! 
 
    As he struggled with these doubts and fears of his, he became aware of a vague, muffled sound coming from the other room. Perking up his ears, he heard his wife giggle, then gasp softly. 
 
    Even before he got up and walked to the little window that separated the two rooms, he knew what he would see there. Boda was making love to his wife again. And there was no denying that that was what was taking place. This was not the wild fucking of the mating ceremonies, the carnal free-for-all that revolved only around sex. This was his wife, his dear, sweet Natalia, making love to her new husband. 
 
    The thought broke Julius’s heart, but that didn’t stop him from peering into the next room to watch the coupling that was already well underway. 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Julius hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in two weeks. From the sound of it, tonight wasn’t going to be an exception. 
 
    It had started again. That noise. That infernal, incessant noise. Thump, thump, thump. Night and day, day and night. Didn’t they ever get tired? What did that make it? three times today? No. No, this was the fourth time! They were like a couple of animals! 
 
    Like a moth, drawn to its own destruction in the flames of a campfire, Julius pulled himself to his feet, hooked the earpieces of his spectacles behind his ears, and tiptoed across the cool, stone floor of his cell to the little window that opened onto his wife’s chambers. There, just beyond the iron grating of the window, he saw her, lying on her back on the broad bed that took up the center of the room. 
 
    Her long, pale legs were splayed widely, her slender, shapely calves glistening with perspiration in the glow of the candles. And between those two perfect legs of hers lay an enormous, broad-shouldered black man, grunting deeply as he made love to her with slow but firm strokes. 
 
    Boda. That was the man’s name. A great, hulking mountain of hard muscle with a cock to match, he was the new husband of Tara’ana, the goddess that Julius’s wife was now impersonating. He had taken Julius’s place, pushing him aside like so many breadcrumbs. 
 
    When they had first crashed on the island, Natalia’s idea of impersonating the Molongans main goddess, Tara’ana, had seemed like a stroke of genius. And it had, in all likelihood, saved their lives. But her deception had come with unintended consequences. Some very serious consequences. 
 
    Tara’ana wasn’t like most deities. In fact, she was quite different. As an anthropologist, Professor Stevenson had studied the mythologies of many cultures, and he could say without any reservations that Tara’ana was unique among all of them. In addition to being omnipotent and immortal, things one would expect of any goddess worth her salt, the Molongan’s Tara’ana was also a cuckoldress. 
 
    Now, in her defense, the goddess had been horribly wronged by her husband, Pipu, the god that Julius was pretending to be. Pipu was a whoremonger of epic proportions, fucking everything with two legs, and even that wasn’t necessarily a prerequisite. He was a real piece of work. 
 
    Eventually, his wife had had enough, and the Molongans’ scrolls foretold a time when she would come back to earth to exact a terrible revenge on him, a fact that had been wholly unknown to the two professors when they had begun their ruse. 
 
    Having once convinced the Molongans that they were indeed the two deities, it had been too late for them to back out. The bit with the cuckolding had been something of a curveball, to say the least, but neither of the two professors had been able to think up any way out of their situation. So, a very reluctant Natalia had gone through with it, fucking several of the Molongans while Julius had played the part of her cuckolded husband, Pipu. 
 
    It actually hadn’t been so bad. In fact, it had been rather enjoyable. And not just for Julius… 
 
    The professor had actually been harboring fantasies of watching his wife with another man for some time now. Not that he had ever confessed that fact to her. He had been certain that these thoughts of his were destined to remain nothing more than a fantasy. He never dreamed that he would ever see them realized.  
 
    Once things got started, Natalia had also discovered that there was an element of fun in giving herself to other men in front of her husband. She had embraced her role and put on a show that would have made the most hardened porn star envious. 
 
    But the fun had come to an abrupt halt a couple of days later, when Natalia discovered, in the course of her further reading of the Molongan scrolls, that poor Pipu was scheduled for castration! 
 
    Apparently, his cuckolding wasn’t deemed punishment enough to atone for the dishonor he had brought to the goddess Tara’ana. He was to be cured of his philandering in a more permanent manner. 
 
    Only through some fast thinking on his wife’s part was Julius able to retain his balls. In a stroke of genius, the raven-haired linguist had managed to convince the Molongans that the word ‘unmanned’ that was used in the scrolls actually referred to the caging of Pipu’s manhood. 
 
    This, she argued successfully, was a far more diabolical punishment anyway. After all, with his nuts intact, the god would be in a constant state of frustrated arousal, yet unable to get relief. To Julius’s eternal chagrin, that turned out to be an extremely accurate description of the fate that awaited him. 
 
    Looking down ruefully at the small iron cage that held his cock snugly in check, he wished for the millionth time that he could be free of it. Due to a small twist of fate, that was, unfortunately, not possible.  
 
    In deviation from Natalia’s original plan, the cage that the Molongans had constructed was not secured by a lock. The high priest had worried that the trickster, Pipu, known far and wide for his devious ways, would find some opportunity to extricate himself from his cock prison. That was simply not acceptable in the eyes of the holy man. 
 
    So, a hasty compromise was struck with the priest (without Julius’s knowledge, unfortunately). Pipu would not be emasculated by the blade if his wife Tara’ana agreed to one condition: the cage that he would wear around his manhood would not be unlockable. In fact, there would be no lock at all on the device. It would be secured by a solid iron rivet instead. 
 
    Julius carefully fingered the thick, mushroomed head of the rivet between his legs, feeling again for any sign of loosening or weakness. As always, there was none. It was as solid as though it were all one piece beneath the dimples left by the smith’s hammer.  
 
    The village blacksmith who had forged the dreadful device he wore had been a master craftsman, well-versed in his art. One look at the intricate bars of the cock cage that the professor wore made that obvious.  
 
    So, it was no wonder that there had been no loosening of the cage. The smith was far to skilled for that. Something as simple as an iron rivet was not a thing he was likely to botch. 
 
    He was leaking again. It seemed like he was always leaking these days. The professor watched as a long string of clear pre-cum ran from the end of his cage to drizzle onto the floor beneath him. 
 
    He wiped away the viscous fluid and his fingers circled beneath the cage and brushed across the thin, soft skin of his scrotum. The throbbing pain there made him gasp. He carefully took his hands away from his hypersensitive nuts. God! How much more of this could he take? 
 
    It had been so long since his aching balls had been emptied. So long since he had cum. He could scarcely remember what it felt like not to be aware of his testicles. The two swollen organs that swung below his iron cage hurt constantly. They felt like they were ready to pop.  
 
    Fuck, what he wouldn’t give to be free of that damned cage, if only just for a few minutes! Oh shit, that would be nice! 
 
    To feel his unencumbered dick lengthen and grow hard again in the cool night air, without the pain of the cage forcing it down toward his feet. To wrap his hand around himself and stroke his steely shaft. To feel the pleasure of stimulation and the sweet, heavenly release of orgasm, draining the unbearable sexual tension that filled his every waking moment now. 
 
    He didn’t even want to fuck his wife. Well, not at the moment, anyway. His nuts hurt too fucking badly for that. The thought of bouncing them against his wife’s beautiful body in their current state made him cringe. 
 
    It wasn’t sex he longed for at that point, it was release. He just wanted to cum. To ejaculate. Just a quick bout of masturbation, to get rid of some of the awful pressure in his swollen balls. Was that too much to ask?  
 
    It wouldn’t take long. Not the way his testicles throbbed. Two or three minutes, tops. He certainly wouldn’t be able to last any longer than that. Not with his balls so full of cum and his mind full of the events of the past few weeks. He’d be fast, all right. As fast as a wedding night virgin. 
 
    The familiar sound of his wife’s voice, moaning sweetly from the next room, drew his attention to the window again. Peering through the finely wrought grate, he couldn’t see much of her beneath the huge, rutting Molongan, but the bits he could see looked positively delicious. 
 
    Her long black hair, freed from the braids she now habitually wore, fell in a broad spray across the fine sheets, framing her perfect little face as she moaned, openmouthed, with her eyes tightly closed. Her ruby lips were parted slightly to expose a row of perfect, white teeth. 
 
    Her long legs came up along Boda’s straining sides, her delicate feet bouncing rhythmically in time with her lover’s thrusts. Her tiny toes had begun to curl, a sure sign that an orgasm was imminent. 
 
    When the professor’s eyes traveled back up her body to her face, he was surprised to find her eyes open now, staring back at him. She smiled at him, but whether the smile was friendly or taunting, he couldn’t say. His mind had become such a jumble of conflicting feelings that even such a simple determination as that was beyond him. 
 
    Staring into his wife’s piercing blue eyes, Julius felt that now-familiar flood of roiling, torn emotions inundate his tortured brain. He drew a deep breath and closed his eyes, savoring the pain and pleasure of the feelings that threatened to drown him. 
 
    As always, hot and bitter jealousy was foremost among them, searing its way through his heart, followed closely by the most intense arousal he had ever felt, swelling his cock within the cruel iron cage that prevented his erection. Helplessness, excitement, rage, love, and hate all crowded into the remaining space inside his skull, chipping away at his self-control. 
 
    Sometimes it seemed as though his life had become one long, interminable moment like this, stretching his sanity tighter and tighter like a rubber band until it finally broke with a snap. How much more he could take he didn’t know. 
 
    He hated and dreaded the sight of Natalia making love to her new husband in the next room. At the same time, he craved it with all his being. 
 
    If not for the cage he wore, he knew that he would now have an erection so hard it would make a crowbar turn a sickly green with envy. Nothing had ever stirred his loins like the sight of his unfaithful wife cuckolding him so shamelessly in her goddess’s chambers. The excitement he felt knew no bounds. 
 
    He was losing it. That was the obvious conclusion. The long, uninterrupted strain had become too much. The thin veneer of his sanity had cracked, and madness was now taking over. Yep, he was definitely losing it. 
 
    Julius wasn’t the only one losing it. Boda had picked up the pace, slamming his muscular hips into Tara’ana with gusto. It was a scene the professor had witnessed countless times over the past two weeks. One that had begun to intrude more and more onto his dreams. The black-skinned giant between his wife’s legs was going to cum, sooner rather than later. 
 
    At this point, it never failed to occur to Julius that his wife was completely unprotected. The coupling he witnessed through the decorative ironwork of the grate was raw and animalistic in every way, from Boda’s relentless thrusting to the spilling of his seed inside Tara’ana’s fertile womb. 
 
    In their former life, Natalia’s inability to take birth control pills meant that the couple had used condoms since first they had been intimate with one another. They hadn’t been ready to start a family. Not yet. So, they had relied on condoms to avoid any unwanted pregnancy until they were ready. 
 
    Never once, in fact, had Julius enjoyed the pleasure that Boda was relishing, the feeling of Natalia’s warm, tight little sex around his bare, thrusting rod. The professor had never been inside her without a latex barrier between them. He had never felt her slick walls envelop him, had never spilled his seed inside his own wife. 
 
    Here on the island Molonga, there were no condoms. From what he had seen, the islanders gave no thought at all to the prevention of pregnancy. So, naturally, Boda was inside her bare. Just like the other 39 men who had fucked her during the two mating ceremonies that had been held in the main square of the village.  
 
    40 men who had known his wife like he never had. 40 men who dipped their bare cocks inside his beautiful Natalia and left their semen to search for her eggs. Like everything else that had happened to him since his arrival on this island, that fact left Julius deeply conflicted and confused, making his chest ache while turning his dick into solid steel. 
 
    The sacred scrolls had made it quite clear that the goddess had come down to earth in order to conceive a child with a mortal man, one that would serve as a constant reminder to her cuckold husband that his wife had taken another mate. Staring at the fornicating pair in the other room, Julius wondered just how much of the Molongans’ prophecy was destined to come true. 
 
    His spectacles just inches from the grating, Julius watched with bated breath as his wife’s lover clutched her pale, slender frame to him. The man’s beefy fingers bit into her supple flesh, pulling her against him and forcing as much of his thick black cock up inside the goddess as he could. His huge black balls slapped against her skin, seeming in Julius’s mind to grow larger and fuller with each stroke. 
 
    The professor’s shaky fingers wound themselves through the holes in the ironwork of the grating and clamped down, squeezing the thin bars until the metal dented the flesh of his fingers, making them go numb.  
 
    He didn’t feel the pain. Or, more precisely, he was beyond caring. All his attention was focused on his wife and her lover. Inside his breast, his cuckold heart thumped so loudly in his ears that it almost drowned out the raucous sounds of passion emanating from the adjoining room. 
 
    This was it. The moment he grudgingly longed for, the one that each time gutted and thrilled him equally. Boda was going to cum inside his wife. 
 
    “Uuungh!” the big man grunted, then moaned deep in his throat.  
 
    Julius watched his narrow black hips grind up into Natalia’s crotch and knew that the man was cumming. The professor’s eyes darted to the heavy pair of black balls that were at that moment releasing a flood of semen inside his wife.  
 
    In his mind’s eye, he could see the billions of tiny sperm as they shot up inside his wife, their tiny tails whipping ferociously behind them as they raced each other to be the first to reach their prize. The thought sent a shiver of erotic dread coursing through his tense body. 
 
    Unable to stand the intensity of the sight any longer, the professor let his bloodless fingers slip from the grating and turned back into his cell. He gasped for air, feeling the closeness of his cell around him.  
 
    His balls, already terribly sore before, now throbbed abominably. Two careful hands came gingerly down to cup them. Was it just his imagination, or had they gotten even tighter, watching his wife’s antics? 
 
    Like a drunken sailor, he lurched on unsteady feet across the stone floor of Pipu’s chamber to the edge of his low bed, still cradling his tortured testicles. Once there, he abruptly changed his mind about sitting down and wheeled to return to the little iron-bound portal he loved and hated so much.  
 
    He had to see. Had to. It was an addiction. Like heroine or meth. It destroyed him, but he couldn’t turn it down. A dark, terrible addiction. He knew it, but he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    When he brought his pale and trembling face to the grating this time, he was surprised to find Boda gone. His eyes scanned the opulent room for him until the creak of the hinges that held the massive door told him that the big Molongan had left Tara’ana’s chamber. Probably off to bathe or answer the call of nature, Julius decided, or take care of some other midnight task while he built up another load for his wife. 
 
    Even after all this time, the utter, unapologetic lavishness of his wife’s quarters boggled the mind. Everywhere he looked was another reminder of her goddess status. 
 
    A row of hand-forged candelabras lined the chamber, their iron forms casting a warm glow throughout the room. The tapestries that hung on every wall were woven of the finest fibers in colors that defied description. Finely plaited rugs provided padding against the coolness of the fitted stone tiles that made up the floor.  
 
    Alone now, Natalia still lay on the large, hand-carved bed located in the center of the cavernous room. Made of some sort of tropical hardwood Julius couldn’t identify, it was heavy and solid, built to last. It was a good thing too, he mused, with the workout she and Boda had been giving it. 
 
    Her perfect breasts, marred still by the pink handprints of her Molongan lover, rose and fell as she panted, trying to catch her breath in the afterglow of their recent, tawdry coupling. She was sweaty and disheveled with her long black hair hanging in limp, wet strands across her gasping face, utterly destroyed.  
 
    And yet, as he watched her in the yellow, flickering illumination of the Molongan tapers, Julius thought she was more beautiful than ever. The professor’s tortured cuckold heart began to ache with want again. 
 
    Entirely naked, his sex goddess wife hadn’t bothered to cover herself with the crumpled sheet that had now slipped off the foot of the bed to lie in a heap on the cool stone tiles of the floor. While Julius knew that she was probably hot after her sweaty bout of infidelity with her well-hung black lover, he couldn’t help but wonder if her exhibitionism might not be intentional. 
 
    She had been doing this more and more. To the point that he had noticed. After seeing the effect her antics had had on her husband during Tara’ana’s dual mating ceremonies, Natalia seemed to have abandoned the last residing traces of modesty. She liked him looking at her, he had realized, liked the effect her promiscuity had on him. 
 
    After he had been locked in his cage, she had stopped covering up, stopped hiding her nakedness from his eyes. During her energetic rounds with Boda, of which there were usually several in the course of a day, Julius had the distinct impression that she was positioning herself for his benefit, providing him with an unobstructed view of the action, giving her husband something to look at.  
 
    Her beautiful blue eyes were always peeking at him while she gave herself to her ebony lover, making sure he was watching her through the grate that fate had thrust between them. And in spite of the discomfort it caused his poor, abused testicles, some part of Julius loved her even more for it. 
 
    It came as no surprise now to find her lying sprawled across the damp sheets, legs open for his inspection. The professor’s grateful eyes took in her form, roaming over her loveliness from her beautiful face to her long, flawless legs. Her large, perfect breasts heaved with each of her deep breaths, their pink nipples still hard and erect in the flickering light of the candles. 
 
    He forced his eager eyes to avoid the trimmed little thatch of hair between her legs for as long as he could. In addition to the fact that he had a pretty good idea what he would find there, there was a certain delicious torture in forestalling the sight of her used sex. But eventually, his need to see the evidence of her loving betrayal overcame him. He had to look. 
 
    The short patch of hair above Natalia’s pussy was trimmed into the shape of a Molongan arrowhead, with her lips shaved smooth and bare, exposed to view. It was a striking look, beautiful and sexual, strangely sophisticated, yet with a distinctly primitive flair. 
 
    Who had done this for her, Julius still didn’t know. For some reason, he always forgot to ask her about it. He had seen this new trim job of hers for the first time during the cuckolding ceremony, the night on which he had first watched his wife fucked by the Molongans, which meant that he automatically associated the little black arrowhead with her actions that night. 
 
    As his hungry eyes fell on it now, he saw the downy black fur beflecked with droplets of Boda’s milky offering, and he groaned softly to himself. Further below, Julius stared, eyes bulging, gulping quick, shallow breaths through his open mouth, as a thick bead of the black man’s semen oozed out of her puffy slit and ran in a lazy track down the inside of her thigh before disappearing into the inky shadows beneath her. 
 
    “Hey, baby!”  
 
    Natalia’s soft, feminine voice made him jump and drew his eyes to her face once more. There, a warm smile and a soft pair of loving eyes greeted him. He felt himself blush, and his heart swelled with emotion. 
 
    She really is beautiful, he thought. Even more so with that warm, just-fucked look to her, dribbling another man’s seed while she smiled sweetly at him. How the fuck does she still manage to look so angelic at a moment like this?  
 
    It was yet another maddening puzzle in a world that no longer made any sense at all to the former anthropology professor, turned cuckold god. 
 
    “Hey,” he answered back, wincing inwardly at the shaky sound of his voice. His cheeks burned, and he knew that his face was likely beet-red. 
 
    There was an irrational feeling of having been caught doing something naughty.  Spying on her. Like a peeping Tom, lurking in the darkness. It was stupid, he knew. That was the whole point in the little window that connected their two rooms. He was supposed to be spying on her. But as with so many of the things Julius had experienced on the island, rational thought held little sway over his emotions. He felt guilty. 
 
    If Natalia noticed her husband’s discomfort, she gave no sign, beaming happily at him as she stretched her slender arms above her head. Her long legs drew closed and her shapely calves rubbed seductively against one another, causing Julius to stare at them once more. 
 
    “I sent him away for the night,” she said suddenly, taking him off guard. 
 
    “What?” he asked. All his attention had been on her beautiful legs, and the professor had only heard half of what she had said. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” 
 
    “I said, I sent him away for the night. Boda,” she added her lover’s name as though she was afraid Julius might be too dense to realize just who she was talking about. “He went back to his own hut. I wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Talk to him? he thought. The professor’s brow furrowed with concern. He wasn’t at all sure he liked the sound of that. What was going on now? Oh fuck!  
 
    His distrust wasn’t entirely unwarranted. The few times they had had been able to talk to each other privately during their stay on the island hadn’t exactly turned out so well for Julius.  
 
    First, she had needed to talk to him about making him a cuckold. That had been a bit of a shock. Then there had been the little matter of Pipu’s emasculation. Beyond a shock, it had been the most terrifying event of his live, which had ultimately resulted in his penis being locked up in a very confining little cage. To put things mildly, it wasn’t his favorite memory.  
 
    So, it was with a great deal of caution that he awaited his wife’s next words. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been talking to the high priest,” she began, running a long finger absently up and down the bars between them. 
 
    “Oh?” Julius was no fan of the high priest. To be fair, he had never even spoken with the man, but the old bastard had been more than willing to remove the professor’s balls for him, so it was safe to say that he didn’t seem like the sort Julius would want to associate with. “What about?” 
 
    “About you, silly!” 
 
    Great. Just fucking great! Julius grumbled inwardly. What the fuck had that old shit come up with now? He could feel his pulse quicken as his mind began to run through a series of possibilities. 
 
    In the other room, the gorgeous Natalia swung her long legs to the floor and sauntered toward the grating. Again, as he watched her womanly hips sway from side to side, Julius found himself wondering just how much of this was her natural grace and how much was put on for his benefit. 
 
    “Yes,” she breathed as she came to a stop on the other side of the wall. Their faces were separated by less than a foot now, and Julius caught a faint whiff of her perfume from the grating as he stared into the deep pools of her crystal-blue eyes. “In fact, he and I had a nice long talk about you.” 
 
    Julius was silent, waiting for the other shoe to drop. The lump in his throat made it hard to swallow. 
 
    “I’ve convinced him to let you out.” 
 
    Julius hadn’t heard her correctly. He couldn’t have. He was just certain of it. In the brief moment he had been waiting for her to speak, he had run through dozens of possible fates that his wife and the high priest might have devised for him. This was not among them. 
 
    “You… he… what?” he stuttered. 
 
    “You heard me! I’ve convinced him to let you out,” his wife smiled. 
 
    A surge of elation welled up inside Julius. “Out? Let me out?!” he grinned back at her. “That… that’s… Oh my God, Natalia! Thank you! Thank you! This cage is fucking killing me! Oh, thank God! I…” 
 
    “Wait. Wait,” she said, shaking her head. A sudden tinge of sadness came to her eyes. “Just wait, Julius. I’m sorry. I should have been clearer. When I said ‘out’, I meant out of your cell. He’s agreed to let you leave your room. But, the… um, the cage stays on. Sorry!” She shrugged, offering her husband a consoling smile. 
 
    Julius nodded his understanding. His heart sank briefly at the disappointment of not being released from the uncomfortable cage that held his manhood in a permanent state of flaccid obedience.  
 
    ‘The cage stays on’. Her words reverberated inside his head. Damn! Even though he hadn’t even considered its removal a few minutes ago, his instantaneous delight at the thought of being free of the cage meant that he was now bitterly disappointed to hear that he would continue to wear it. 
 
    A moment later, though, his spirits rallied. The high priest had agreed to let him go outside. That might not be as good as removing his cock cage, but it wasn’t nothing! In fact, leaving his cell would mean a whole host of pleasant experiences that he had taken for granted before. Just like that, the professor felt a smile creep back across his features.  
 
    Oh! To leave this tiny, cramped cell of his. To feel the sun on his skin once more! To actually be able to walk more than a dozen steps without having to stop and turn around. To see people again! Yes! Other people! 
 
    That last bit came as something of a surprise to him. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized that he really was looking forward to seeing other people. 
 
    Like a lot of academics, Professor Stevenson had always been a bit of an introvert.  It wasn’t that he disliked people, he just didn’t give a lot of thought to them. But after having been locked away from all human contact for he knew not how long, he positively craved companionship. 
 
    “Okay,” Julius nodded. “Okay. So, just what are we talking about? You say that the high priest has agreed to let me out. What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been worried about you. Locked in that room of yours, day and night. You’re getting no exercise, no sunlight. It’s not good for you. Not healthy. So, I’ve been racking my brain, trying to think up a way to get you out of there, even if just for a little bit each day.” 
 
    “Yeah. It would be nice to get a little fresh air.” 
 
    “Right? That’s what I thought, too. Well, anyway… I asked the high priest if it wouldn’t be better for Pipu to work during his time here. You know, as a sort of penance.” 
 
    “Penance. Because locking up his cock and forcing him to watch another man fuck his wife day and night wasn’t punishment enough?” Julius was surprised at the sudden venom that crept into his voice. The weeks of frustration were getting to him. 
 
    Natalia looked at him, cocking her head to the side. “It’s been difficult for you, hasn’t it? I’m sorry about that. Really, I am. But we both know there’s nothing I can do about it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Julius said. “I know. I know it can’t be helped. All the same, it’s killing me. Watching you with him all the time, hearing you together. It’s… And this stupid cage. God, Natalia! My balls are fucking killing me!” 
 
    “Oh!” he heard his wife gasp. Her blue eyes darted down to the cage that held his cock. “Is it rubbing you raw? Chafing? Maybe I could get something from M’Tola. Some kind of ointment or something.” 
 
    “No. It’s not chafing. It’s more like…”  
 
    “But, then, I don’t understand, honey. Earlier, you said that the cage was killing you. Is it too tight or something? And what’s it got to do with watching me with Boda?” 
 
    “No. It’s not too tight. It’s really not like that. It’s not so much the cage itself.” 
 
    Talia frowned at him, pursing her lips. “Then what? Talk to me. I don’t understand what’s wrong.” 
 
    “Well… It’s just that… you know, watching you… It drives me crazy. Makes my balls… and I can’t, you know… and well, they hurt now. They’re so full!” It was embarrassing for him to talk about this with her, even after all they had been through together. 
 
    She cocked her head to the side, her brow wrinkled as she tried to figure out what her husband was talking about. Then, all at once, Julius saw a flicker of understanding in her eyes. She gasped and brought a hand to her mouth. “Oh… Oh!! I guess, I hadn’t thought of that. You’ve had it on for weeks now. Is it… is it bad?” Her voice was a whisper, gentle and concerned. 
 
    “Yes. It’s bad. It’s terrible. My nuts feel like they’re going to explode!” he blurted, the words pouring out like a flood that had been held back too long. “They keep getting fuller and fuller! Oh fuck! And I can’t do anything about it with this damned cage on my cock. I need to cum so bad I can taste it!” 
 
    “All this time,” she asked, “and you mean you’ve never…? Not even once?” The whole time they were speaking, her eyes remained locked on the point in space where his crotch would be, as though she could see his caged manhood through the solid stone that stood between them. 
 
    “No. No. Um… I can’t. I tried… you know, I tried jiggling it. I thought that maybe I could get some kind of stimulation, that I might be able to make myself cum,” he shrugged, “but it didn’t work. It just made my balls hurt worse.” Julius could feel the blush rise to his cheeks again at the words that were coming out of his mouth. He hadn’t exactly planned on admitting these things to his wife. 
 
    Natalia’s blue eyes came back up to meet his, and Julius was surprised to see the unmistakable glint of excitement there. “So, you’ve got blue balls?” she asked. “Is that what you’re saying. A horrible case of blue balls?” 
 
    Julius nodded. God, this was humiliating. Was she enjoying this? 
 
    “Hmm,” she hummed. “And just why is that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your poor little balls. Why do they keep getting ‘fuller and fuller’? What’s causing that? What’s been turning you on, Mr. Stevenson?” 
 
    “Oh. Well, um… You know,” Julius muttered, feeling even more self-conscious than before, something he wouldn’t have thought possible. As if determined to add insult to injury, his wife’s line of questioning had his idiotic cock beginning to swell inside its cage. 
 
    “No. I don’t. Tell me,” she teased. 
 
    “Natalia, I…” 
 
    “Please. Please tell me, baby! Why are your balls so swollen? Please? Say it, sweetie. For me…?” She batted her long eyelashes at him through the decorative floral scrolls of the wrought-iron grate. 
 
    Her voice was husky and low, a breathy murmur that made the hair stand up on the back of Julius’s neck. There was no longer any doubt that she was turned on. The professor had been married to her for too long. The signs of his wife’s arousal were obvious. 
 
    Julius could only see one of her hands, grasping the decorative, black lattice next to her pretty face. She was standing too close to the wall for him to see the other, but from the angle of her shoulder, it could have been between her legs. Was she playing with herself? 
 
    “I… That is to say… Well, watching you… I mean, with him…”  
 
    Squish, squish, squish. His ears picked up a rhythmic wet sound from the next room, reinforcing his suspicions about what Natalia was doing. Dear God! he thought. She really is playing with herself. 
 
    Like a hand grenade going off inside his skull, it reduced his brain to a pile of mush, utterly destroying his ability to focus. His mouth was as dry as sand. 
 
    “Yes!” she sighed. “Go on! Go on, baby!” Her sapphire eyes blazed in the half-darkness like a pair of lasers, boring a hole straight through his soul. “What about me with him?” 
 
    Julius swallowed, and looked away, unable to stand the intensity of her gaze as she goaded him. The knowledge that his wife was masturbating to the thought of him suffering the worst case of blue balls of his life was like an icy dagger plunged into his guts. It was unspeakably humiliating, yet strangely, powerfully erotic all the same. 
 
    He took a deep breath, then met her glowing eyes again. His resistance cracked, then broke. When he opened his mouth this time, he surrendered to her wishes and let it all come pouring out. 
 
    “Yes!” he hissed through the grate. “I have blue balls from watching you with Boda! That’s why! You’re driving me crazy! Okay? I’m so fucking distracted, I can barely think straight!” 
 
    “Mmm! That’s hot, baby! Do you like that? Does that turn you on?” 
 
    “Yes. Fuck, yes!” 
 
    She smiled widely, her eyes almost maniacal at his admission. “Does your poor little dick try to get hard when you see me with him?” 
 
    Her words made his ears ring, and the room seemed to tilt and spin around him. ‘Little dick’?! What was she saying?  
 
    Natalia had never spoken to him like this before. Never once could he remember her even mentioning the size of his penis, and certainly not in such a disparaging manner. What the fuck? 
 
    More confusing yet was his own reaction. The skin of his restrained cock now bulged through every opening in his cage, while a steady stream of precum leaked from the tip once again. Why the fuck was this turning him on? 
 
    “Hmm?” she continued. “Does he get all swollen and excited in his little cage? It must be so frustrating… watching me with him. You poor thing.” 
 
    “Yes!” Julius hissed. He closed his eyes, trying to block out the sight of his wife’s crazed eyes on the other side of the grate. His chest tightened, and his breath came in ragged gulps. His balls were on fire, filled with hot, churning lava. “Yes! So swollen! So frustrating! Oh God! Watching you with him. It’s so… so… so hard!” 
 
    “Mmm! Except it’s not hard, is it, honey? With your little cage on, you can’t really get hard, can you?”  
 
    The squishing sound was louder now, the intervals more closely spaced. She was frigging herself at a breakneck pace now, racing toward an orgasm. 
 
    Julius shook his head furiously in answer to her question. “No!” he croaked. “Not hard like that. I meant difficult. N… n… no. I can’t get hard. Not really.” 
 
    “Aaagh!” Natalia gasped. “Poor Julius! Poor, poor, sweet Julius! Watching that big, bad, black man take your place! Watching him fuck your wife for you! With your wiener locked awaaayy!!” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Julius groaned, cupping his balls, sorer now than ever before. “Oh God! Talia!” 
 
    “Yesss! Poor hubby! Watching me ride that huuuuge black dick of his! Watching him fill me with his goo! Like… like you never haaaave!! Aaagh!” 
 
    She grunted, and her mouth fell open wide. Dear Lord! Julius said to himself. She was going to cum! 
 
    A nanosecond later, she did, squealing loudly as she brought herself off, still standing next to the tiny window. “Oooooh fuuuuckkk!” she cried. “Aaaagh!” 
 
    Natalia slumped forward with her forehead against the cool metal barrier, her breathing loud in the ensuing stillness. Her missing hand reappeared, grasping the grate beside her panting face, and Julius saw that three of her fingers were wet all the way to her knuckles. 
 
    Julius couldn’t help but stare at his wife’s glistening fingers in front of him. With his face just inches away, he could smell the scent of her on them, comingled with a darker, manlier odor. Boda. Even when he wasn’t present, Natalia’s new ‘husband’ was always there.  
 
    She opened her eyes and immediately saw what he was looking at. With a wicked smile, she pushed herself upright and brought her fingers to her mouth, her eyes locked on his. Slowly, oh so slowly, she slid the slippery digits between her plump lips, savoring each inch. 
 
    It was the dirtiest, the filthiest, the most outrageous thing Julius had ever seen. It was also the sexiest… 
 
    “Mmm!” she moaned. “We taste delicious together, baby. You really should try it sometime!”  
 
    Julius blanched, his already flip-flopping stomach heaving at the suggestion. Fuck! What a thing to say! In spite of his disgust, he couldn’t stop a sudden image from leaping into his brain, an image of his wife’s freshly fucked pussy as he knelt between her legs with his tongue extended. An uncontrollable tremor shot down his spine, rattling his frame. 
 
    Natalia giggled to see him shudder. “Oh, relax, Julius! I’m just kidding you, baby! I’m just teasing,” she gave him a playful wink. 
 
    Her behavior shocked the professor to the core. God, what a slut she was becoming! What a wanton, insatiable, unapologetic little minx! It made her more desirable than ever. A part of Julius loved the new Natalia, but a part of him was badly frightened by her. 
 
    Was the role of the Molongan goddess that his wife was playing taking over her personality? Was sweet, innocent little Natalia becoming the fiery, whorish Tara’ana? Or had this been there all along, repressed, just below the surface? Julius didn’t know. 
 
    She said that she had only been kidding about asking him to go down on her after Boda was finished, but was she? He no longer knew how to evaluate anything she said. For all he knew, she was fully capable of such a thing. On the isle of Molonga, anything was possible! Anything at all! 
 
    “So,” Natalia said, wiping her fingers on her bare hip. “We were talking about the high priest agreeing to let you out of your cell.” 
 
    Just like that, she was returning to their previous conversation. As though nothing had happened. As though she hadn’t just gotten herself off to the idea of her husband’s sexual frustration. 
 
    “What? Er… Oh…Oh yeah!” Julius said, struggling to switch gears. It was all so surreal. “Right. You said something about Pipu working as part of his penance.” 
 
    “That’s right. After all, Pipu is a very bad boy. It’s only right that he be punished properly.” 
 
    Julius said nothing. He’d had just about enough of Pipu’s punishment. God only knew what the high priest and his wife had cooked up for him. 
 
    “I’ve convinced the high priest that you should be added to my retinue,” she announced. 
 
    “Your retinue?” Julius repeated. It was an old-fashioned word, not one that the professor had ever used, to the best of his knowledge. It had a strange, foreign feel about it. 
 
    “Yes, dear. My retinue. My entourage, if you will.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know what it means. I just wasn’t aware that you had a ‘retinue’,” Julius replied. 
 
    “Honey, I’m a goddess,” she said by way of a reply. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You will join my handmaidens. It will be your responsibility to wait on Tara’ana hand and foot,” Natalia explained. “We’ll show you what you need to know.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “First, though,” she said, “how do you feel about a little walk?” 
 
    “Walk?” 
 
    “Yes. Outside. In the fresh air.” 
 
    “Um… that would be great!” Julius said honestly. 
 
    “Excellent! In that case, we’re going to take a trip to visit M’Tola.” 
 
    “M’Tola?” 
 
    “Uh huh. I think it’s time you had a checkup.” 
 
    “A checkup?” 
 
    “Honestly, Julius! If you’re going to be part of the goddess’s retinue, it really won’t do to have you repeating everything I say! Now, let me get cleaned up and we’ll go. And if you’re really good, I might ask her if there’s anything she can do to help you with your ‘problem’ there.” Her eyes darted downward. 
 
    “My prob…” He stopped himself before he said it. God damnit! She was right! he really was repeating everything she said!  
 
    His balls. That’s what she was talking about. She was going to ask M’Tola to give him something to help with his blue balls. Well, that was okay. God knows, he wasn’t happy with the way they felt now. Maybe she had some magic herb that would make the swelling go down. Hopefully. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “Sounds good.” 
 
    She snickered and shook her head. “And while we’re there, I think we should ask her a few questions about the Lolo’panaet root. If you’re right about the Dewey Conglomerate, I have a suspicion they’ll be back. We should know as much about just what they’re after as possible. Maybe we can work out a trade or something. Protect the Molongans from them.” 
 
    “Maybe.” While he agreed that the Molongans needed protection, Julius had absolutely no faith in their ability to negotiate with the people from Dewey.  
 
    With the exception of the mysterious Mr. Albert, the man who had pulled him from the wreckage of their plane and helped Natalia survive during the early days of their stay on the island, the organization filled him with a deep sense of distrust. They were only interested in profit, and Frank Urbs had made it abundantly clear that they would stop at nothing to get what they wanted. 
 
    “Oh!” Natalia said. “I just remembered; we also need to ask her about the Turner Campaign.” 
 
    “The Turner Ca…?” Fuck! He was doing it again! “Oh! Right! Yeah. Yeah. We definitely should ask her about that!” 
 
    His halting words brought another headshake and a pitying smile from his beautiful wife on the other side of the grating. “God, Julius! You really are distracted, aren’t you? Poor thing. Hopefully M’Tola can do something for you.” 
 
    He made no reply. What was there to say? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    For their journey through the Molongan village, Tara’ana was as resplendent as ever, befitting her status as an island deity come to earth. Her long black hair had been worked into two tight braids that fell from beneath her tall, feathered headdress to cascade down her slender back, where they were joined at shoulder blade level by a decorative, crimson bow that was tied into a knot so fabulously intricate that Julius found himself wondering how his wife had managed to get ready so quickly. 
 
    Upon her regal head, Tara’ana wore the traditional Molongan headdress. A spray of tropical feathers fanned out above her in a brilliant show of color. But unlike the headdresses of the others that they met, the goddess’s headdress was bound by finely worked golden hoops, woven into a wreath-like form that encircled her head. 
 
    Interspersed throughout the feathers and gold was a profusion of tiny gems, all expertly cut and set. There were sapphires, rubies, and several other stones Julius couldn’t identify. They glittered in the sunlight like multi-colored flames, casting tiny sparkling points of light on the walls of the buildings that they passed. 
 
    As usual, her full, perfect breasts were proudly on display, bouncing enticingly with each step the goddess took. This time, however, Tara’ana’s very erect, very perky nipples had been carefully fitted with two ornaments made from intricately wrapped rings of gold wire. 
 
    At first, Julius thought his wife’s nipples had been pierced, but a closer examination proved this wasn’t the case. The rings were held in place by the springiness of the metal, which closed them securely around the sensitive flesh beneath. 
 
    To the professor’s eyes, they resembled a pair of nipple clamps he had once seen in a sex shop in Thailand. Circular in overall shape, they wound around her nipples like two tiny halos. From each of them dangled a single, blood-red ruby the size of a shelled peanut.  
 
    Simultaneously beautiful and erotic, the ornaments made it impossible for anyone in view not to look straight at her tits. It was a breathtakingly sensual sight, even for her husband, who had seen those selfsame tits a million times before. 
 
    She wore around her hips the traditional, brightly colored wrapped skirt of the Molongan women, a diaphanous affair made of the thinnest, almost transparent fabric. If the light hit her just right, Julius could almost swear that he could make out the arrowhead-shaped outline of her pubic hair. The thought of his wife’s pussy so tentatively concealed made Julius shiver with excitement. 
 
    Her long, beautiful legs were bare from mid-thigh to her ankles. There, she still wore the golden anklets that had been given to her by the men who had fucked her during the two cuckolding ceremonies. 40 anklets. One for each of the 40 men who had seeded his wife in front of the whole tribe. Another shiver ran down his spine. 
 
    The professor, on the other hand, was not so ornately attired. In accordance with the decrees of the high priest, Pipu was completely naked, except for the cage he wore. As part of his punishment, he was denied even the token modesty provided by the leather loincloth that was normally worn by all Molongan men. The reason was obvious: his cage was to be on full display to everyone in Ojalla. 
 
    Practically all of the Molongans had seen him naked. During the two ceremonies, he had been tied to a chair with his cock on full display. Somehow, though, this was different. More degrading. Naked was one thing, having your penis restrained inside an iron cage was quite another! 
 
    To make matters even more humiliating, a thin golden chain had been clipped to his iron cock cage, with which his wife had led him like a dog through the streets of the village on their way to the witch doctor’s abode. 
 
    Tugged along by his aching cock, a mortified Julius had been forced to endure the stares and catcalls of countless Molongans while he trotted to keep up with his gorgeous wife, who seemed to be walking extraordinarily quickly on this occasion. Behind him, he heard the whispers and giggles of the four young black women who made up Tara’ana’s ‘retinue’. He could feel their eyes on his bare butt as he scurried along. 
 
    It was good to feel the sun on his face, to finally get a little exercise, but Julius had been relieved when they finally reached their destination. Now, at least, he could get in off the street, away from the ever-present eyes of the citizens of Ojalla. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In the time that had elapsed since he had last seen M’Tola, Julius couldn’t honestly say that the woman had grown any less hideous. If anything, the village’s witch doctor seemed even more unattractive than he had remembered.  
 
    At their knock upon her door, her wrinkled, ebony face greeted them with a wide and toothless grin. Her watery old eyes danced with genuine, barely contained excitement. And why wouldn’t she be excited, Julius thought. It wasn’t every day, that one received a visit from two gods. 
 
    M’Tola’s wrinkled, deflated breasts, bare in accordance with Molongan custom, jiggled distractingly above her wrapped skirt, and Julius had difficulty not staring at the two revolting spectacles as she greeted them.  
 
    He blushed furiously when her eyes roamed slowly down his body to stare at the cage that surrounded his manhood. She chuckled, a dry, rasping laugh that shook her ancient body, and said something to Natalia, reaching out to tap his iron prison with a bony, grizzled finger.  
 
    Julius winced at her touch. His balls hurt so bad he could scarcely stand erect. Natalia snickered quietly and replied with a string of low, guttural noises that caused the old woman to smirk derisively. Julius had absolutely no idea what they were saying, but he doubted quite seriously that it was anything flattering. 
 
    M’Tola beckoned them toward the open door of her stone cottage, and after instructing her handmaidens to remain outside, Tara’ana smiled graciously and followed the old woman inside, pulling Julius unceremoniously after her. 
 
    M’Tola was no looker, but in spite of her physical appearance, Julius couldn’t help but feel a certain amount of affection for the old hag. Weeks ago, when he was on the very brink of certain death, it had been this ugly old woman who had snatched him back from the jaws of eternity. 
 
    When they stepped across the well-worn threshold of the tiny cottage, the professor’s nostrils were immediately assaulted by the powerful aroma of her ever-present cauldron, bubbling merrily on the coals in the fireplace as she prepared some sort of spell or concoction. The familiar smell brought back a flood of memories for him, some of which he would rather have forgotten.  
 
    Catching sight of the low bed where he had lain for so many days, Julius had to admit that not every recollection he had of M’Tola’s strange little cottage was a negative one.  
 
    He well remembered her caring for him here among drying herbs, surrounded by magic spells scrawled on every surface of the interior. He could almost feel her soothing hand on his fevered brow, could taste the mashed Lolo’panaet root concoction the old woman had fed him throughout his recovery. 
 
    As usual, there was a fresh pile of the root on the stained and battered table that stood along the wall. It was to the root more than anything else that Julius felt he owed his meteoric, almost miraculous recovery, although at the time he had been less than thrilled by his steady diet of the strange porridge M’Tola had insisted he consume. 
 
    Not speaking so much as a word of the Molongan tongue, he had been under the impression that M’Tola had been giving him the root as some kind of magical treatment for erectile dysfunction.  
 
    In his condition, with a badly broken leg and a fever that had him hallucinating half the time, the restoration of his manly vigor hadn’t been foremost in Julius’s thoughts. It wasn’t until much later that he had learned the truth about the medicinal root. 
 
    M’Tola’s boner root, as Julius liked to call it, did a great deal more than simply put the iron back in a man’s cock. Apparently, it contained some sort of rejuvenating, roborative compound that stimulated the body’s natural healing processes. And its effect was nothing short of astounding. 
 
    Not only had the Lolo’panaet root eliminated the fever that had racked his body, but it had also healed his broken leg in what could only be termed as a freakishly short period of time. He had begun to walk on it within a few days of beginning his regimen of Lolo’panaet. Now, it no longer even ached when he was tired. Had he not known better, he could have sworn there had never been a problem with it. Sometimes, he almost thought it felt better than before. 
 
    From his conversations with Natalia, he had learned that the Molongans used the root for almost everything, from E.D. to snakebite to hemorrhoids. You name it, they took Lolo’panaet for it. And the amazing thing was, it seemed to fix everything. 
 
    After taking time to mull over his knowledge of the medicinal properties of the Lolo’panaet root, Julius had come to the startling conclusion that the Dewey Conglomerate, the group which had bankrolled their expedition to the island of Molonga, had most likely been trying to get its hands on the root from the beginning. It almost had to be their motivation. Why else would they have funded a scientific expedition with no real economic benefit for them? 
 
    If Julius and his wife ever managed to get back to civilization, theirs would be the first group to successfully travel to Molonga and return alive. At least… officially. 
 
    Everyone knew the story of the Turner Campaign. The eminent Captain Harrison Turner had taken an armed complement of 25 men to the island in 1920 with the hope of making himself a household name as an explorer. In that, he had been successful, but not in the way he had hoped. Captain Turner and his men had disappeared, never to be heard from again. Their fate was one of the great mysteries of the 20th century. 
 
    What everyone did not know was that Turner’s had not been the only expedition to set foot on the tiny African island of Molonga. 
 
    Unbeknownst to the public, there had been another, very secret effort to explore the island just five years before the Stevensons’ current attempt. The Dewey Conglomerate had landed a covert team of ten armed men on Molonga, one of whom had been their savior, Mr. Albert. Of those ten, he had been the only one to return, horribly scarred and missing an eye. 
 
    With all that he knew now, the Lolo’panaet root was the most logical explanation for why the Conglomerate was going to such extravagant lengths to get to Molonga. And Julius had to admit, the potential for monetary gain was enormous.  
 
    An extract made from the plant’s root might cure any number of diseases, maybe even cancer or HIV. Who knew? Anyone who could bring such a wonder-drug to the markets of the First World stood to make an absolute killing. 
 
    Julius was jolted out of his thoughts by the sound of his wife’s voice beside him, speaking to the old witch doctor in Molongan. About halfway through the sentence, he recognized the word ‘Turner’. Natalia was asking her about the lost 1920 expedition! 
 
    As Julius studied the old woman’s face, M’Tola listened attentively, her eyebrows shooting up to the top of her forehead in amazement and delight when Natalia finished speaking. She nodded emphatically, grinning from ear to ear, and gestured toward a small wooden box above the fireplace, nestled back behind a large vase. 
 
    Natalia stood and walked to the hearth, carefully reaching for the box. When she returned with it, Julius could see that it was old. Covered in a thick layer of dust, it had obviously not been disturbed in some time.  
 
    What was inside? he wondered. What had M’Tola told Natalia? Did this have something to do with Turner’s disappearance? Or did the box have to do with something else entirely? And why the fuck hadn’t he bothered to learn Molongan?! 
 
    As gently as though she were holding a newborn baby, Natalia held the box up in front of her face and blew the dust from its polished surface. Revealed was a gleaming, highly figured wooden box. It was typical of Molongan craftsmanship, with dovetailed corners and carefully cut, wood hinges that had pins of gold. The lid was secured by an ingenious golden clasp that Talia released with a flick of her graceful thumb. 
 
    Julius held his breath as his wife eased open the carefully fitted lid to reveal an interior lined with some sort of closely shorn animal fur. His eyes caught a glint of something metallic nestled in the brown lining. 
 
    Natalia let out a gasp, then dipped a careful hand inside the box to gently lift out a small egg-sized object that looked like it was made of solid gold. His wife opened her hand and held it out to show him the thing she held. 
 
    Was that..? It was! Julius nearly fainted. An antique golden pocket watch! 
 
    They had been on the island of Molong long enough for the professor to be quite certain that the watch was not of Molongan manufacture. The islanders had no need for timepieces, indeed little interest in the entire concept of time. The pocket watch his wife now held must have originated somewhere else. 
 
    “Is that…?” he stopped midsentence, afraid to jinx things by uttering the words that crowded his brain. 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” Natalia whispered, equally affected by the possibilities she held in her hand. 
 
    “Open it,” Julius urged her. “Let’s see if there’s any kind of inscription inside. Check on the inside of the lid.” 
 
    His heart was in his throat as his wife’s finger crept toward the button atop the winding knob that would open the watch’s case. The crisp little click that accompanied the release of the lid was deafening in the stillness of the tiny room, echoing like a snapped twig from the stone walls. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Natalia whispered. 
 
    “What is it? What does it say?” 
 
    “To M. Ferra, with love, Mother,” she read. 
 
    M. Ferra. Had he heard her correctly? Michael Ferra! Julius could scarcely believe his ears. Michael Ferra! 
 
    Natalia looked up at him and they both said the name aloud in unison, “Michael Ferra!” 
 
    It was a name that was intimately familiar to them both. A name quite familiar to virtually anyone who had studied the Turner Campaign. This was proof! Real proof that they had been here! Michael Ferra had been Captain Turner’s second in command! 
 
    The team’s scientific adviser and reputed to have been one of the toughest men in the group, Michael Thomas Ferra had been 29 years old in 1920. A Harvard graduate who had served under the Captain before his retirement, he had been among the first to volunteer for the Molongan expedition. 
 
    The two professors were still staring, mesmerized, at the pocket watch when M’Tola spoke behind them. Her words drew a snort from Natalia. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, meeting her husband’s eyes. “Sorry! It’s just that they all think you are Pipu. Sometimes, the things they say… Well, it’s just funny sometimes.” 
 
    “Why? What did she say?” 
 
    “She has a story for us. She wants to tell us about the watch and how it came to be in her possession.” 
 
    Julius frowned, puzzled. “And that was funny?” 
 
    “Actually, it was her comment about me translating for you that made me laugh.” 
 
    “Translating for me? What’s so funny about that?” 
 
    “Well, her actual words were, ‘Since the cuckold is too stupid to speak human talk, you’ll have to tell him what I’m saying. But speak slowly! He really isn’t too bright.’” 
 
    Julius turned to glare at the old woman, a move which caused her to slap her thigh in mirth. She seemed to know exactly what had passed between the two professors and was enjoying Julius’s displeasure to the utmost. 
 
    A wave of her hand signaled that she was ready to begin her narrative, and the two ‘gods’ took a seat on the low bed. The old woman’s watery eyes took on a faraway look as her mind traveled back over the years, and she began to speak, pausing occasionally to let Natalia translate her words to Julius. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “The just and vengeful Tara’ana knows the story better than I, of course. But as she wishes, I will recount those events as faithfully as I can, and in so doing glorify her name,” M’Tola began. 
 
    What a strange beginning to a story, Julius thought. 
 
    “It was many years ago, in the time of the silent, empty sky…” 
 
    Silent, empty sky? Julius wondered. What did that mean? What the hell was she talking about? Then he realized that M’Tola was referring to the time before there were airplanes overhead, making noise every day.  
 
    The silent, empty sky. Of course. That would make perfect sense. In 1920, there would have been absolutely no air traffic in the area of Molonga. 
 
    “One day, a great canoe landed in the cove beneath the Ulagona cliffs. A canoe larger than all of the canoes in Molonga tied together. It was filled with gods like yourselves. Except… No, not really like you. Of course not. These were not the gods of the Molongans.  
 
    These were foreign gods. They were white, like our own gods, and spoke the strange sort of language that Tara’ana uses with Pipu. They had wondrous god tools, magical devices that were filled with their holy magic. But these gods were bad. Evil. All of them but one. 
 
    “Of course, the people didn’t know that the gods were bad. Not at first. They brought them back to Ojalla, held a great feast in their honor, gave them places to sleep for the night. But the gods were not satisfied with what the Molongans had given them. They wanted more. 
 
    “Throughout the long day and night of feasting, their eyes drank in the golden vessels from which the Molongans served them their wine. They stared with a burning hunger at our jewelry and our broad, gilded platters. And they waxed covetous. Only one among them looked on the Molongan people with kind and pitying eyes. 
 
    “The people awoke the next morning to find that the gods had taken the chief and the high priest hostage in the great temple of Tara’ana. They demanded tribute from the people. Pipu’s chamber, the room in which the cuckold god now sleeps,” the old woman gestured toward Julius, “was to be filled to the ceiling with gold. Any delay would result in the death of the chief. 
 
    “Naturally, the people were amazed and confused by this demand. But they told themselves that it was the will of the gods and complied without question. By nightfall of the second day, the room was heaped to the rafters with gold. 
 
    “But seeing Pipu’s chamber gleaming from floor to ceiling with pure gold only inflamed the greed of these strange gods even more. They demanded that the chamber of Tara’ana be likewise filled. And the people again did as the gods bid, bringing their most precious belongings to the temple that they might appease the wrath of the gods. 
 
    “It was not until they demanded the filling of the great worship hall with gold that the Molongans began to question the intentions of the gods. 
 
    “That night, one of them came to the daughter of the village’s witch doctor, a beautiful woman who had caught his eye when the Molongans had first welcomed them to Ojalla. He had learned the language of the Molongans and told her that his name was Michael. 
 
    He spoke words of warning to the woman. He cautioned her that the foreign gods would never stop in their hunger for the islanders’ gold. 
 
    “The wise young woman listened to his words and looked into his heart and saw that it was pure. This god was different. He wasn’t greedy and wicked like the others. He loved the Molongans.  
 
    “And more than that, the god told her that he loved the beautiful daughter of the healer. Gazing into his hazel eyes, she realized that she loved him as well. 
 
    “They spent that night in each other’s arms, making love in the tall grass that grew behind the witch doctor’s hut like the first people after their creation by Tara’ana. Long and passionately they mated under the Molongan moon. Time after time, the white god Michael spilled his immortal seed inside the mortal woman. 
 
    “When dawn finally came, the pair walked hand in hand down the winding streets of Ojalla to the temple of Tara’ana to inform the wicked gods that the people had refused their demands. The turncoat god had assured the young mortal woman that the others would not harm their hostages.  
 
    “It would make no sense, Michael had argued. None at all. After all, what would they gain from it? No. He could make his former compatriots see reason. 
 
    “He was wrong. 
 
    “No sooner had the words left his lips when, without another word, the leader of the white gods, a stern, granite-faced creature with a shock of thick white hair and narrow slits that held his eyes of iron, plunged his cruel blade into the chieftain’s heart before the horrified, disbelieving eyes of all Ojalla. 
 
    “It was like the lightning bolt that strikes in a field of dry grass. Instantly, the people flared up into open revolt. The will of the gods was one thing, this ghastly murder of their most beloved leader was quite another. Howling in rage, they rushed the temple alongside the furious rebel god who had sided with them. 
 
    “Just before the seething mob reached them, the whites withdrew inside the temple and bolted the massive doors against the angry villagers outside.  
 
    “Robbed of their vengeance, the villagers turned their attention to the great canoe that still lay at anchor in the harbor. Michael led their assault on the long boat, showing them how to defeat the enormous craft. A hundred flaming torches were cast over its side, and in less time than it takes to boil a cauldron of water, the smoking remains of the canoe sank to the bottom of the sea, never to be seen again. 
 
    “Once the object of their rage disappeared from sight, the villagers returned to the temple of Tara’ana. Their siege of the building lasted an entire week, at which time the people’s patience was at an end. At the urging of their white ally, they decided to breach the entrance. 
 
    “When at last the indignant Molongans broke down the great doors of the temple of Tara’ana, they found all of the white gods dead inside, lying in heaps upon the stone floor. Only the high priest had been spared.  
 
    “24 bodies. All were bleeding from their eyes, noses, mouths, and ears. They had been struck down by the wrath of the just and mighty goddess whose temple they had profaned.” 
 
    As she recited this last bit, the ancient black woman bowed in deference toward Natalia, touching her fingertips to her forehead. Playing her part, the goddess nodded her approval. 
 
    Julius pondered her words while Natalia spoke in hushed tones with the old woman. He wasn’t a medical doctor, but from her description, it almost sounded like the men in Turner’s Campaign had succumbed to some sort of hemorrhagic fever.  
 
    The fact that the priest had survived might indicate some sort of acquired immunity on behalf of the Molongans. Or perhaps they had evolved to be resistant to whatever had killed the white men.  
 
    Whether or not such a thing was possible, the professor didn’t know, but it certainly made more sense to him then divine intervention on the part of Tara’ana. 
 
    “There’s more,” Natalia said to Julius. “Listen to this…” 
 
    “In gratitude for his alliance, the Molongans offered the rebel god the gold that the other gods would have taken. But he was a wise and just god, and so he refused. He wanted no gold, he told them. His heart’s only desire was the beautiful daughter of the shaman with whom he had spent an unforgettable night of passion.” 
 
    As the old woman spoke, a wistful smile played at the corner of her lips, and her eyes grew clearer and brighter. 
 
    “And so it was. The couple was wed on the steps of the very temple in which you now reside. In a grand ceremony, they fed each other the root of the Lolo’panaet, in keeping with the traditions of the people. 
 
    “Then, they made a home for themselves on the island, not far from the cottage of the healer, awaiting the time when the daughter would take her mother’s place as the shaman of the village. The white god sired a brave and mighty son upon his Molongan bride. A son who was his father’s pride and the apple of his mother’s eye. 
 
    “Always the white god remained faithful to his wife, showering more love and affection on her with each passing year. They were happy together, with their little son. They taught him the ways of the Molongans and swelled with pride as he grew to be a leader among the Molongan people. 
 
    “Together, father and son hunted the great, dark jungle, treading the sun-scorned paths through the trunks, fearful of neither man nor beast. Far out onto the back of the great ocean they paddled in their sea canoe and speared the mighty white shark that menaces all who wander into its domain. 
 
    In the shadow of the great mountain of Molonga, they tilled the thick, black soil and grew the crops that fed the people. Their sage counsel was trusted and sought by all. They were mighty, important men among the Molongans. 
 
    “But then, they were both… father and son… they were…” 
 
    At this point in her narrative, the old woman broke down, sobbing uncontrollably as the tears streamed down her ancient face. Natalia and Julius looked at each other in shock and shrugged, amazed that the recitation of such an old and forgotten story could have such an effect on her. 
 
    As they waited for her to continue, the couple talked among themselves. 
 
    “Maybe the witch doctor’s daughter was her grandmother,” Natalia offered. “An upsetting family story. The timing would be right.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Julius agreed. “In a lot of these cultures, positions are hereditary. It would make sense that her ancestors would have been healers as well.” 
 
    It was just like old times. The two professors running down an academic mystery, collaborating on a project, looking for the answers. For just a moment, Julius forgot about their predicament, forgot about the fact that he was a prisoner, forgot even about the iron cock around his genitals. He was caught up in the chase, eager to find the answers to a puzzle that seemed inscrutable. 
 
    “Hmm. But still. She seems awfully upset. It’s almost like she was there. Like these are her memories. But, of course, that can’t be. That’s impossible. She’s old, but not that old!” 
 
    “Yeah, exactly. I don’t know how to explain her attachment to the story. It could be that…” 
 
    Before their speculation could go any further, M’Tola regained her composure. Wiping the tears from her eyes, she lifted her chin bravely and went on. 
 
    “When his mortal son was killed, the white god flew into a terrible rage. He…” 
 
    M’Tola patted Natalia’s knee and shook her head. Muttering quietly, the old witch doctor took a deep breath, then started to speak again. 
 
    “I must begin again. Too much have I left out. 
 
    “62 moons have come and gone since that fateful day. The dawn broke, cloudy and overcast. The angry gray sea lashed the Molongan shore with waves whose crashing drowned out even the piercing cries of the seabirds that wheeled and darted among the white, seething foam. 
 
    “As on that other day so long ago, the people awoke to find a group of beings making their way up the hills from the ocean. This time, not all of them were white. But they were all gods. That much is certain. For only the gods could have known the secret magic they possessed that day. 
 
    “On this occasion, there was no giant canoe moored in the harbor. Only two strange, small, flat craft that looked like overgrown skillets, with a roaring box on the back that churned the sea and forced it into submission, carrying the gods forward. 
 
    “The moment these new intruders met with the first Molongan, they struck the poor man down without so much as a word. They had come to plunder and pillage, not to talk. 
 
    “This time, we were ready for the foreign gods. At least, as ready as we could be. 
 
    “Fetching their war spears, the brave warriors of Molonga rushed down the mountain like the lava of the great volcano, eager to do war with the pale invaders. Never again would we suffer them to steal our gold from us and murder our leaders. 
 
    “It was a terrible battle, as lopsided as any that even the oldest Molongans could remember. We were lost, unable to strike a blow against those who threatened us. The noble black warriors died in masses, like human stalks of grain cut down by some mighty scythe. 
 
    “The evil gods, heedless of the rules of honor, spurned the use of the noble spear. Instead, they unleashed a strange thunder from the long, black sticks that they carried in their pitiless hands, striking down the spear-wielding Molongans with invisible lightning from far in the distance. It was such lightning that took Michael’s son…” 
 
    Another powerful sob racked the old woman’s bony frame and she wrung her hands in nervous agony for a moment, her eyes gazing into the distant past, before steeling herself and continuing with her tale. 
 
    “Michael saw his son fall. His swift legs carried him to his side, and he caught his wounded body up in his arms and spoke soft words to the stricken young man as he watched the light of life fade from the eyes of the one he loved so well. And when the boy was gone, Michael’s sanity left as well. He rose to his feet a different being, and with eyes like hot coals burning within his skull, sought a terrible vengeance. 
 
    “His wife tried to dissuade him from returning to the fight. With their only son gone, she had no desire to see her deity-husband torn from her as well. But Michael was past listening. His thoughts were only of blood and death. 
 
    “He too, like the invading gods, knew the secret of the thunder. From among the long-untouched trappings of his immortal life, he drew a gleaming metal instrument no bigger than a blacksmith’s hammer and, without another word to his wife, rushed among the intruders, firing his invisible lightning into first one, then another. 
 
    “A warlike people since time began, even the Molongans were shocked by the ferocity of the killings they saw that day. Michael’s eyes were torn wide in crazed fury as he flew down the mountain. He killed first one, then another of the foreign gods, mowing them down until his thunder was spent. It was then that he came across one of the strange black god’s among them. 
 
    “This god was different than his fellows in more than just appearance. Instead of joining them in the slaughter of the Molongans, he had laid down his weapons and attempted to help the wounded among our people. 
 
    “Even though he had been wounded in the fighting, he had dressed the wounds of a dozen warriors, most of whom bore the strange holes caused by the invisible lightning. Thanks to his kindness, many were saved who otherwise must have perished that day. 
 
    “And it was the sight of this strange black god, taking pity on those who, by rights, should have been his enemies that nudged the deranged Michael back into the realm of sanity. He laid down his fearsome weapon and brought the grievously wounded immortal to his wife, who healed him using the skills her mother had taught her.  
 
    “Of the other deity, he never spoke ill. In fact, he seemed to like him very much. In the days following the battle on the mountain, Michael spent a great deal of time speaking in the strange tongue of the gods with the recovering black god. His wife often found him pacing the floor after his conversations with his fellow deity, obviously disturbed. 
 
    “A change had come over him in the aftermath of the battle. Whether it was from the loss of his only son or something he had learned from the black god, no one knew, but it was not a total surprise when he announced that he would have to return to the land of the gods with his new friend. 
 
    “The witch doctor’s daughter begged him not to go. She pleaded with her husband not to leave her alone, but he was resolute. The evil gods were coming back, he insisted, and someone had to stop them.  
 
    “He would not allow her to accompany him. It was too dangerous, he said, and there was no place for one such as she in the cities of the gods. But he promised to return if he could. 
 
    “So, the two gods departed in one of the strange craft that had been left on the beach after the fight, leaving his mourning wife behind on Molonga. She has not touched the Lolo’panaet root since that day.” 
 
    Julius frowned, looking at his wife. That final sentence bothered him. Why had M’Tola switched tenses?  
 
    Up until that point, her entire narrative had been in the past, as he would’ve expected when talking about events that were so far in the past. But now, she had used present tense, as though she were talking about something that had just happened or, more precisely, was happening at this moment. Why? It puzzled him. 
 
     “How long ago did she say this was?” he asked Natalia. “62 years?” 
 
    His wife relayed his question to the aged M’Tola, who shook her head emphatically as she repeated her statement. 
 
    “No. 62 moons,” Natalia said. “I don’t really know what that means, but I’m pretty sure it’s not the same as 62 years.” 
 
    “No, it’s not. She’s talking about lunar months. That would make it more like five years. I think… Holy shit! Oh fuck!” 
 
    “What?! What’s wrong What is it?” 
 
    “Five years. Five fucking years!” 
 
    “Yeah? Okay. Five years. So what?” 
 
    “Don’t you see? When I was talking to Frank Urbs on the plane, he told me that the Dewey Conglomerate mounted an expedition to Molonga five years ago,” Julius explained. 
 
    “Oh my God! That’s right. But… I mean, you don’t think…” 
 
    “I don’t know. But the timing is certainly suspicious. Ask M’Tola about the wounded man. I mean the ‘black god’. Ask her if she knows what his wounds were.” 
 
    Natalia turned to the old witch doctor and hastily conveyed her husband’s question. 
 
    “His face,” Natalia translated. “He had been slashed across the face by a machete. She says that the black god lost an eye.” 
 
    “Did he have a name, this black god?” 
 
    Again, Julius waited, scarcely daring to breathe, for the healer’s reply. When Natalia turned to face him again, her face was ashen, her eyes wide in shock. She spoke a single word, her voice little more than a hesitant whisper, “Victor.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    “But wait,” Natalia shook her head. “Just wait. That can’t be. I mean, it… It’s just not possible. Think about it. The Turner Campaign disappeared in 1920. 1920! That’s almost 100 years ago. 
 
    “How in the world could Michael Ferra still be alive after all that time? He was… What? 28, 29 at the time of the expedition? So, we’d be talking about a man who is almost 130 years old! That’s impossible! Sorry! Can’t happen!” 
 
    “Yeah. I agree,” Julius said. “And then, there’s her description of the battle that was fought five years ago. The Michael she described sounded like a young man, sprinting down the mountain and gunning down all of the invaders. Badass or not, no way some guy who’s over 100 has moves like that!” 
 
    “No,” Natalia agreed. 
 
    “Maybe she’s just confused. Maybe she’s mixing up two different stories. Or she has the dates wrong.” 
 
    “Could be.” 
 
    “Hell, Natalia! Just look at her. She’s got to be close to 90 years old. It wouldn’t be that unusual if her mind were slipping a little. She’s probably just confused. Has to be. Otherwise… Something doesn’t add up here.” 
 
    For a while, both of them were silent, each lost in thoughts of his or her own, until at last Julius spoke again. 
 
    “Ask her.” 
 
    “Ask her what?” 
 
    “Ask her if she knew any of the people in the story. Ask her about the pocket watch. Ask her about the witch doctor’s daughter. Was that her mother? Her grandmother? We need more details, so we can piece together what’s going on here.” 
 
    “I… I don’t think…” 
 
    Julius was impatient to know what was going on. “What are you waiting for? Go on.” 
 
    “Wait. Just wait. Give me just a minute.” 
 
    “Just ask her.” 
 
    “Damn it, Julius!” she snapped. “I can’t just ask her! I’m supposed to be an omniscient goddess, remember? If I start asking her a bunch of idiotic questions, I’m pretty sure it’s going to look a little bit suspicious, don’t you think? Fuck! Just give me a second!” 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered, feeling more than a little wounded at his wife’s reproachful words.  
 
    Suddenly, the collegial feel of the cooperation evaporated. No longer was he his wife’s equal, cooperating toward a common goal. In an instant, he was the cuckold Pipu once more, meekly nodding at his wife’s chastisement.  
 
    The old Natalia would never have spoken to him like that. She would have been polite and patient, not angry and dismissive. Like the cage that he now wore around his cock, Julius wasn’t at all sure he liked this new development. 
 
    While he was busy contemplating the change in his wife’s behavior, Natalia had apparently decided how to approach the matter of getting more information from M’Tola. She turned to the old woman with a smile and began to converse with her. 
 
    Once more, the Molongan words rolled off Natalia’s tongue in a steady stream of sounds that were wholly unintelligible to Julius. As he did each time, the professor marveled at his wife’s linguistic faculty.  
 
    It was like a magic power that she possessed, this ability to seamlessly transition from one language to another. So quickly did it happen that to the untrained ear, the split between the two was scarcely audible. 
 
    But what was his wife telling the witch doctor? She had rejected out of hand his idea of simply asking the woman if she was related to any of the people in the story. And while he agreed that a real goddess would have known the answer to that question, he couldn’t see any other way of getting to the bottom of things. Hopefully, Natalia had come up with something good. 
 
    After a few sentences, he recognized the word ‘Pipu’. Why was Natalia talking about him? Then, he heard the name again. What the fuck? There it was again! ‘Pipu’. What did the Molongans’ cuckold god have to do with anything? 
 
    The two women conversed for some time, and as they spoke, Julius saw the tears fade from the old healer’s eyes. Presently, she laughed. It was scarcely more than a polite chuckle, but it was a laugh nonetheless. Talia had managed to lighten the mood if nothing else. That was something, at least.  
 
    30 seconds later, the old woman threw back her head and gave a loud cackle, slapping her thigh. Whatever his wife was saying, M’Tola definitely found it amusing. She winked and shook a chiding finger at Julius, who was by now feeling very self-conscious 
 
    As he tried to imagine just what they were talking about, the old woman began to chatter, quickly and merrily, gesturing at the golden pocket watch Natalia still held. Finally, she turned around and pointed in the direction of the back of the house, before falling silent and looking at the goddess Tara’ana with large, expectant eyes. 
 
    Natalia, on the other hand, had grown paler with each word from the black woman’s mouth. By the time the witch doctor had finished speaking, Talia was as white as a ghost. 
 
     Julius was atingle with curiosity. “What did she say? No. Wait. First of all, why were you talking about Pipu earlier?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Sorry about that,” his wife said with an impish smile. “I needed a scapegoat.” 
 
    “A scapegoat? What do you mean? A scapegoat for what?” 
 
    “I blamed it on you.” 
 
    What? You blamed what on me?” 
 
    “All of it. The fact that we didn’t know any of this. You know, the ignorance of the gods. I made you out to be a total fuckup.  
 
    “I told her that you had been in charge of monitoring the Molongans for the past few years, and that you had done a terrible job. That you had spent all your time chasing ass and jerking off, instead of taking care of your responsibilities. It also conveniently explained some of the awful things they have had to endure recently. 
 
    “I told her you hadn’t even bothered to keep track of their genealogies and that you had hidden the fact from your wife, which meant that poor Tara’ana was still trying to piece together just who was related to whom.” 
 
    “Thanks a lot!” Julius said. In a strange way, it bothered him. Just as his wife had begun to identify with Tara’ana, he felt strangely protective of Pipu’s image as well. But necessity forced him to push aside these irrational feelings. “And she bought it? Your explanation for why we don’t know anything?” 
 
    “Of course, she bought it. I am a goddess, remember?” 
 
    “So you keep reminding me! Okay, so Pipu fucked everything up, but what did you find out? What did she tell you? What’s going on here?”  
 
    “Oh my God, Julius!” his wife whispered when she turned to him. “Oh my God! You… You won’t believe this! You… It’s amazing! Beyond amazing. It’s a miracle!” 
 
     “What? What did she say? What miracle?” 
 
    “Oh God! You’re not going to believe this!” 
 
    “What?! For God’s sake, Natalia! What did she say?” 
 
    “Okay! Well, for starters, there’s nothing wrong with her mind. Nothing at all. When she said five years, she meant five years. Michael Ferra left the island of Molonga five years ago, in the company of Victor Albert.” 
 
    “But that’s impossible! That’s… There’s no way! That would mean that Ferra… No! Nobody lives that long. It doesn’t make any sense. There’s just no way!” 
 
    “Oh, but there is a way. There is a way. And that is the key to this whole thing,” Natalia declared triumphantly. 
 
    He waited for her to continue, but instead of explaining, she simply stood there gazing at her husband with a smug grin on her pretty face, daring him to ask. He held out as long as he could, but the suspense was killing him. So, with a frustrated sigh, he caved. 
 
    “Tell me, Talia,” he said. “What’s the key?” 
 
    “The root,” she said simply. She crossed her arms in front of her bare tits and beamed proudly as though she had just revealed the secret to the origin of the universe. 
 
    “The root?” he repeated stupidly. That was it? The ‘key’? What the hell was Natalia talking about? 
 
    “The Lolo’panaet root.” 
 
    Sure. The root. Julius had already decided that the root was what the Dewey Conglomerate was after. This was hardly new information. But what did it have to do with Michael Ferra and the fact that he was apparently still alive and kicking after all this time? 
 
    “You’re going to have to give me more,” he said with a shrug. “I don’t understand. I mean, I know that it’s amazing. A medical breakthrough and all that. But what connection does that have to Ferra?” 
 
    “The term ‘medical breakthrough’ doesn’t even begin to cover it, Julius,” she explained. “You see, M’Tola isn’t the descendent of the woman who married Michael Ferra,” Natalia explained. “She’s her mother.” 
 
    Julius just stared back at her, his mind refusing to accept what his wife was saying. How could that be? 1920 was a long fucking time ago! For her to be the mother of the woman in the story, she would have to be positively ancient. People just didn’t live that long. It wasn’t within the realm of possibility. 
 
    “That can’t be, Talia,” he said. “You must have missed a word or something. That would make her…” 
 
    “More than 200 years old, from what she tells me,” she finished his sentence for him. “A good deal more than 200, in fact. And no, Julius, I didn’t miss anything!” she added. 
 
    “But that’s crazy! 200 years! That doesn’t make any sense. Think about it for minute. I mean, how would that even be possible?” 
 
    “I have thought about it, and I listened to her, and I’m telling you. It’s the root. Don’t you see? It all comes back to the root! The Lolo’panaet root!” 
 
    “The root? What are you talking about? What does the root have to do with all of this?” 
 
    “God, you can be dense sometimes, Julius!” Natalia said. “Remember how the root healed your leg?” 
 
    “Sure. It was almost like magic. I still can’t believe how quickly it worked.” 
 
    “Well, at the time, I told you that it activates the body’s natural healing processes, right? It gets the body to repair whatever damage has been done.” 
 
    “Yeah. Okay.” 
 
    “Well, it does the same for damage caused by aging. After all, what is aging, other than cumulative damage over many years? With a steady diet of the Lolo’panaet, the aging process slows down to a crawl. It’s like an herbal fountain of youth. Eat the root, stay young. It’s as simple as that.” 
 
    “Holy shit!” 
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    Julius shook his head, trying to clear the fog that clouded his thoughts. He suddenly felt like he was drunk. His mind was racing a million miles an hour. This was almost too much to take in. 
 
    “200 years?!” he asked. “And you believe her?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “My God, Natalia! Can you imagine? So, this ‘Michael’… it’s really Ferra? He’s really still alive?” 
 
    “It would appear so. He’s been living on Molonga and eating the root all this time. From what M’Tola says, he looks like he’s about your age.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    “And here, I thought it was just an amazing medicine! An anti-aging drug. No wonder the Dewey Conglomerate is so eager to get its hands on the Lolo’panaet root! No wonder they’re willing to commit murder for it. That root would be worth a fortune!” 
 
    “Yeah,” she agreed. “The board members would be overnight billionaires.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess they would… But wait! How did the Conglomerate even find out about the root? How could they know? I mean, no one ever came back from the Turner Expedition. What gave them the idea that there was anything so valuable on the island?” 
 
    “Well, even in Turner’s time, there was a rumor of untold riches on the island. Gold everywhere.” 
 
    “Right. That was one of the main reasons for the expedition. And as we’ve seen, the Molongans really are swimming in gold.” 
 
    “Exactly. So, Dewey decided to see if there really was any gold on the island. And that’s when they discovered that the Molongans had something far more precious than gold.” 
 
    “But how?” Julius asked. “How do you explain Dewey’s knowledge of the Lolo’panaet root?” 
 
    “Mr. Albert,” she replied. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Mr. Albert,” she repeated. “This time, there was a survivor. This time, Mr. Albert returned. And when he did, they would have run all kinds of tests on him and debriefed him extensively.” 
 
    “You think he told them about the root?” 
 
    “No. At least, not in so many words. Not intentionally. He wouldn’t do that. Remember, he left the island together with Michael Ferra. They were trying to stop the Conglomerate. 
 
    “But I think they were able to get enough information from him to piece things together. And the root probably leaves some trace of itself in the bloodstream. They figured out there was wonder-drug on the island.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Julius hummed, his mind racing through the various possibilities. So, Dewey likely knew about the root. And if they knew about it, if they had even the slightest inkling of its true potential, they’d return. For that matter, the presence of so much gold on the island would lure them back, even if they were ignorant of the root. 
 
    “You know they’ll be back, don’t you?” he asked his wife. 
 
    “Sure. Michael was right, they’re coming back. Only, he thinks they’re after the Molongans’ gold. Which, admittedly, they might be. But, if we’re right, if they know what the root can do…” she let the sentence trail off. “Julius, they’ll never let this go. Not in a million years. There’s just too much money to be made.” 
 
    “I agree. But what the hell can we do about it?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t know. But we need to come up with something. We need to help them.” 
 
    She fell silent, chewing her lip as she pondered the problem. Julius, too, ran through their options in his mind.  
 
    They were unarmed, cut off from any outside help. If the stooges from Dewey came back to take the islanders’ root crop, they would be sitting ducks. Defenseless as newborns. No amount of thinking was going to change that, as far as Julius could see. Natalia was asking for a miracle. 
 
    “I’ve got nothing,” he shrugged. “If they come, we’re fucked.” 
 
    “Maybe. Let’s give it a little thought, though. Maybe we can think of something.” 
 
    “Okay, but it’s not like we have a lot of options. We’re prisoners here, remember?” 
 
    “Technically sweetie,” she smiled, “only you are a prisoner here. I am the goddess Tara’ana. Which reminds me… We were going to ask M’Tola if she could help you with your little problem.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Julius followed Natalia’s crystal blue eyes down to his crotch. Amazingly, he had become so enthralled by the witch doctor’s tale that he had temporarily forgotten his aching balls. But as his eyes took in the iron cage that surrounded his manhood, it all came flooding back to him. 
 
    Before he could make a reply, Natalia was speaking to the old woman. M’Tola turned to look at Julius’s cage, making no attempt to hide the fact that she was staring directly at his restrained cock. And though he knew she’d seen it all before, her gaze made him feel self-conscious. 
 
    She came closer and took his swollen testicles in her grizzled old hand. Julius gasped as she squeezed them gently. Grimacing slightly, she released him. He couldn’t understand the words she said to him, but it seemed like she was apologizing for hurting him. 
 
    The two women talked a while more, apparently discussing Julius’s ‘problem’. Then the old witch doctor crossed to a large wooden cabinet that stood in the corner and began rummaging through the clutter it contained. 
 
    “Good news,” Natalia said. “M’Tola has something that she says will help. According to her, this will get rid of the pressure.” 
 
    “Thank God!” Julius sighed. It was getting bad. I almost…” 
 
    M’Tola was back, carrying a small, cloth-wrapped bundle that she dropped unceremoniously into Julius’s lap. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Natalia replied. “Open it. Let’s have a look.” 
 
    Julius hesitantly took the edge of the fabric between the tips of his fingers and lifted it away. Revealed were two polished wooden rods.  
 
    Apparently turned on one of the spring pole lathes he had seen the Molongans using, the first had a handle on one end, about two inches in diameter. From there, it slowly tapered toward the other end, where it terminated in a large bulbous shape that reminded him of a chicken’s egg. 
 
    The second rod also had a handle, roughly the same size and shape as that of its mate. There, the similarity ended. Instead of tapering, it was straight from one into the other. Its entire length was divided by a series of evenly spaced notches turned into the wood. 
 
    Both of the rods had been burnished until they were as smooth as glass. The hard, tropical wood from which they were turned was so dense that they almost felt as though they were made of metal. 
 
    What use they might have escaped the professor entirely. To his eyes, they looked like batons or wands of some sort. Wands. Magic wands! That’s exactly what they looked like. Great! he thought. Just fucking perfect!  
 
    What the hell had he expected? Go to a witch doctor for help, get a magic wand! Or in this case, two! They were sure to be a big help! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 
 
    Natalia could see the anger and frustration on her husband’s face. “Just wait, Julius. Let her explain.” 
 
    “Sure. Why not?! Have at it! Explain away!” 
 
    The disappointed professor tossed the bundle angrily onto the bed beside him and stalked to the window, leaving Natalia to waste her time with M’Tola. He knew it was idiotic, but the knowledge that there was to be no relief for the pain in his balls seemed to make them hurt even worse. He needed a distraction. 
 
    Trying to turn his mind to something else, he looked out the window. The view that met his eyes was that of a soft meadow of knee-high grass extending all the way to the tree line. A hay field.  
 
    His thoughts were instantly transported back to the tale he had just heard. Was this where the white ‘god’ Michael had first made love to his bride-to-be, the witch doctor’s daughter, he wondered. How much of M’Tola’s crazy story did he believe? How much could any sane person believe? It was all so… impossible. 
 
    And yet, he did believe. Deep down, even though every fiber of his rational mind told him to reject what he had heard, he believed the old woman’s story. He believed it all. 
 
    “All right,” his wife’s cheery voice said behind him. “I guess that about does it. Are you ready to go?” 
 
    He turned to find her standing with M’Tola next to the door. “Yeah. I think so.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to thank M’Tola?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure!” He turned and gave the old woman a broad smile. “Thanks for nothing!”  
 
    Without another word, he stormed out the door.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    If possible, the return to the temple was even more humiliating than their earlier trip. It was as if word had spread that Tara’ana had taken her wayward husband for a walk. The streets were positively lined with gawkers, each eager for a glimpse of his caged manhood. 
 
    They jeered and stared at him. Some threw things at him, rotten fruit or dirt clods picked up from the nearby fields. Their scorn for the cheater/god was a palpable thing. 
 
    This time, Tara’ana didn’t lead Pipu. Instead, she gave her husband’s leash to her handmaidens, along with the magic wands they had received from M’Tola. 
 
    “Maybe they can teach you to behave in a civil manner,” she had said to him as she handed the chain over to them, accompanied by a few words in Molongan. “If not, I have a few ideas of my own!” 
 
    The withering scowl she gave him made his blood run cold. She was mad at him. Really, truly mad at him. Livid.  
 
    He had seen the displeasure in her eyes when he had spoken to M’Tola inside just moments ago. Natalia hadn’t liked his disrespect for the old witch doctor, and he had known it. But the look on her face now told him that there would be more severe retribution yet to come.  
 
    Julius was more than a little surprised by her anger. M’Tola couldn’t understand what he said anyway. It wasn’t like he had really hurt the old woman’s feelings. And while he hadn’t given the matter a lot of thought at the time, he really hadn’t expected Natalia to be this pissed at him. 
 
    A sudden thought occurred to him as they walked down the steps from the witch doctor’s house to the street; maybe it was the old woman’s obvious reverence for Tara’ana that made Natalia so protective of her. Maybe the fact that the old woman showed the goddess such devotion had roused her scorn at the one who had dared to disrespect her follower. 
 
    It was possible. More than possible, as he shuffled along the cobblestones thinking the matter over, Julius became convinced that it was the most likely explanation. 
 
    His wife had obviously begun to associate herself with the goddess she was pretending to be. This had not been the first sign of it that the professor had noticed. On some level, Natalia felt herself to actually be Tara’ana. It was therefore logical that an affront to one of the goddess’s worshipers would be seen as an insult to the goddess herself and, hence, to Natalia. 
 
    God! Was Natalia becoming Tara’ana? Was the line between the two blurring in her mind? How much of the sweet, loving Talia would remain? And what would that mean for him? For their marriage? For their future? 
 
    He bit his lip in frustration at the thought of the future. What future could they have? Here he was, with his dick locked away in an iron cage, while another man plowed his wife on a nightly basis. Did that sound like a marriage? Not by any definition he had heard! 
 
    With that thought, a sudden wave of panic washed over Professor Stevenson. Things were out of control. Completely, utterly out of control. It came to him in a sudden revelation that froze his heart.  
 
    Up until now, it had been exciting, fun even while frightening and more than a little degrading. Now, for the first time, he saw the danger. What if he lost his wife to this place, this experience?! 
 
    Damn! Damn! Damn! His chest was tight, aching with hot despair. He could hear his heart thumping loudly. Fuck! They had to get off this godforsaken island while there was still time. Time to salvage their relationship. Time to reassert himself as Natalia’s husband. Would she even want that? he wondered, feeling the ache in his chest grow stronger. 
 
    In his distracted state, he very nearly broke his foot. There was a rock among the cobblestones that stuck up slightly above its fellows, and Julius, not looking where he was going, stubbed his toe on it, causing him to yelp in pain.  
 
    Fuck! He needed to pay attention to what was going on around him. If he dwelt too much on Natalia and Boda and his cage, he was liable to hurt himself. Provided he didn’t have a heart attack first, that was! 
 
    With a herculean effort, he tore his thoughts from his marital troubles and, blinking away the fog, returned his attention to the scene around him. 
 
    Both sides of the street were now lined with jeering Molongans. There were more than before. Before him walked Tara’ana’s retinue, taking turns holding the leash that was attached to his aching dick. 
 
    The four black girls seemed to be delighted to have been put in charge of the cuckold god. And they were anything but timid in their treatment of him. With fierce, cruel tugs, they pulled him through the streets, alternately pinching him and slapping his bare butt. 
 
    In stark contrast to Julius’s reaction when he first saw them, the four handmaidens seemed to be absolutely thrilled by the two magic wands. They passed them around between them, fondling and stroking the smooth wooden surfaces and jabbering excitedly with one another as though they had been entrusted with a valuable treasure.  
 
    Several times, they made what to him looked like suggestive motions with the two wands, stabbing them skywards and laughing all the while. While there was something distinctly ominous about their secretive grins, he found it impossible to understand the handmaidens’ fascination with the two turned sticks. 
 
    It was strange, bizarre, the delight they seemed to take from these two wooden objects, and Julius began to wonder if there was something about them that he simply didn’t understand. Did they have some deeper meaning? Some hidden purpose that belied their mystical appearance? Maybe he had been too quick to dismiss the witch doctor’s gifts. 
 
    He looked at the two sticks more closely as they passed from one hand to another, but whatever Tara’ana’s servants saw in them eluded him. Everything about them told the anthropologist that they were at best ceremonial objects, likely of a religious or magical nature.  
 
    But what if that wasn’t the case. What if he was wrong? It was a possibility he had to consider at least. Were they in fact not magic wands at all, but something else? Something entirely different? He didn’t know. But he couldn’t imagine what other use they might be put to.  
 
    There was nothing comforting about that fact. A great deal had happened since their arrival on Molonga that he hadn’t been able to imagine. Watching the four black women with the smooth sticks, Julius wondered if his horizons were about to be expanded yet again. 
 
    Listening to the young women’s speech, he distinctly heard the name ‘Pipu’ repeated more than a dozen times. Every time he caught the eye of one of them, they would giggle uncontrollably. It was disconcerting for the already frazzled professor. 
 
    The girls noticed his discomfort, and it seemed to excite them even more. Their animated words and shrill laughter rang through the winding streets as they made their way back toward the temple that was now his home, while time and again, a well-aimed slap found the tender flesh of his naked butt. 
 
    To his annoyance, Julius once again found himself aroused by the handmaiden’s treatment, or rather mistreatment of him. They had gone scarcely a half a mile before he felt the pressure of his penis swelling within its iron prison and the dull ache returning to his overfilled testicles. 
 
    For her part, Tara’ana took no notice of the commotion that followed her. She was as aloof. Above such things. Uncaring. Exquisite. 
 
    She looked the part of the goddess, down to the last detail. There was no denying that. Every vestige of Natalia seemed to disappear as she slipped into the role. 
 
    Her beauty exceeded that of any other woman on Molonga by a good margin. And that was saying something, for the Molongans were an attractive people. But it was more than that. Something that transcended physical beauty. 
 
    There was something infinitely regal about her bearing, about the way she carried herself. Something otherworldly. As though she were walking up on air, without a care in the world. How the fuck did she do that? Julius marveled. 
 
    His wife’s impossibly long legs ate up the distance as she strode along with her noble, fine-featured head up. Her striking blue eyes flashed with purpose, her gorgeous breasts thrust out for all to admire or envy, whichever the case might be. 
 
    From his vantage point behind her, Julius found it impossible to tear his eyes away from Natalia’s beautiful ass, swaying seductively from side to side in her wonderfully thin skirt as she walked along the cobblestones. God, what he wouldn’t give to be free of the cage he wore. To be hard and unrestrained. To ride that fabulous ass and spill his seed inside her like Boda had done so many times. 
 
    As if reading his dirty mind, the girl holding his chain gave it a vicious jerk, and Julius winced at the pain that shot through his lower body, crying out in surprise and agony. When he looked up at her, she gave him a cruel smile and a slow, meaningful shake of her head. To reinforce her meaning, she tugged on his cock again.  
 
    The handmaiden’s message was crystal clear. No impure thoughts about Tara’ana. She had a new husband for that, and Pipu had been relegated to little more than a plaything for the goddess’s servants.  
 
    Still grimacing at the pain in his crotch, Julius directed his gaze at the pavement. He kept it there for the remainder of their trip as Tara’ana’s handmaidens spanked his ass until it was red, pulling him by his caged cock through the long and winding streets of Ojalla. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    It was strange to be in the bedchamber of Tara’ana after all this time. Like he had wandered into a room that he had no right to enter. True, he had only been separated from this room by a thin grate of iron for the past few weeks, but that grate made a world of difference. 
 
    True to her word, Natalia had put him to work assisting the four black women who made up her retinue. He went to work sweeping the room while the women dusted all the furniture and replaced the candles in the sconces and candelabras that lined the walls of the room. 
 
    Tara’ana apparently had other things to attend to. They had scarcely entered her chambers before she left her servants alone once more.  
 
    She had conversed briefly with her maidservants before removing her headdress and ruby nipple rings and placing them on the bed for them to tend to. Then, without another word, she strode through the door.  
 
    To Julius she gave no indication of where she might be going. Not so much as a look in passing did he receive. One moment she was there, then she was gone. And Julius found himself alone with Tara’ana’s handmaidens. 
 
    Communication was still a problem. Having no faculty for languages himself, Julius had only managed to pick up a handful of Molongan words during their stay on the island. Mostly, the women relied on pointing and gesturing to convey things to him. They also raised their voices when speaking to him, as though shouting would somehow make all the difference.  
 
    The professor did his best to understand them. With their trip through the streets still fresh in his mind, he had little doubt that the girls would not be above swatting him if ‘Pipu’ proved too dimwitted to take their meaning. He would rather avoid that. His ass was still red from earlier. 
 
    Once the sweeping was done, he gave the more aggressive of the four women a questioning look that he hoped she would understand to mean ‘what should I do now?’. She jerked her head toward the large wooden bed in the center of the room and made a pulling motion with her hands. It took Julius no more than a second to understand what she meant; he was to strip the sheets from the bed. With a nod, he went to work. 
 
    It wasn’t until he actually closed his hands on the sheets that it hit him; this was the bed where his wife fucked her young black lover each night. His eyes roamed upward toward the center of the bed, and the evidence stared back at him. The rich burgundy sheets were streaked and stained with semen, stark and unmistakable. 
 
    The return of the old familiar ache in his testicles told Julius that his cock was trying to get hard again inside its cage. Why did it turn him on so, the evidence of his wife’s unfaithfulness? There was no answer to that question, but there was also no denying the fact that it aroused him. 
 
    A sudden urge overcame him, and the professor cast a furtive glance toward the four maidservants. Scattered throughout the room, none of them were looking in his direction. Each of them was busy with one task or another, tidying up the goddess’s chamber. Did he dare? Yes. He did. 
 
    His trembling hands pulled the sheets to his face, and he inhaled deeply, closing his eyes. Instantly, his senses were assaulted by the pungent fragrance of his wife’s arousal, mixed with the darker odor of her new husband, Boda.  
 
    It was the most exquisite torture, smelling the familiar aroma of Natalia’s pussy together with the foreign scent of her Molongan lover. His mind was instantly flooded by images of his wife, fornicating with Boda in this very bed. The ache in his balls got worse, even as his heart beat faster. 
 
    A sharp pain across his ass caused him to yelp with surprise. The professor snapped upright, dropping the sheets. When he whirled around, he came face-to-face with one of Tara’ana’s handmaidens, glaring at him with her fists on her hips. He didn’t need to understand her angry words to know what she was saying; Pipu had no business sniffing the goddess’s sheets. 
 
    He gave her a guilty smile and held his hands up in the universal sign of surrender. Apparently, the gesture had the same meaning on Molonga, because after a few indignant utterances that sounded very much like threats to Julius’s ears, the scowling black woman returned to her duties, leaving Professor Stevenson to finish stripping the bed. 
 
    As he went to work, Julius noted that all of the women kept one eye on him. Pipu was not to be trusted. This time, he behaved himself, removing the sheets and gathering them into a bundle. 
 
    One of the women brought a large basket and indicated that he should put the sheets in it. Another of Tara’ana’s handmaidens unceremoniously dumped a pile of fresh bedlinen on the bare mattress and gestured toward it. Again, the message was clear; time for Pipu to make the bed. 
 
    As he smoothed out the sheets on the mattress, Julius couldn’t help but think about what a strange situation this was. How many men were called upon to put fresh sheets on the bed where their wives were about to fuck another man? To prepare the venue for their own cuckolding. It was outrageous. Crazy. And somehow sexy as fuck! 
 
    One of the girls brought a basket of rose petals and pressed it into his hand, making a sweeping motion out across the bed. She wanted him to sprinkle them on the bed, he realized. He nodded his understanding and began to strew the flower petals across the clean sheets. 
 
    He put the finishing touches on the bed, taking a step back so that he could admire his handiwork. It looked good. Flawless. It smelled good, too. The scent of the rose petals filled the room.  
 
    Julius felt a sense of pride as he surveyed the scene. Tara’ana would be pleased. It was the perfect setting for a night of sensual lovemaking with her black stud. And once again, Julius knew that he would watch them through the grating in the wall. 
 
    The thought of what would take place on the bed he had so carefully prepared had his aching balls churning, and his mind returned to the two magic wands. Looking around, he found them, lying on a padded chair in the corner, their polished surfaces gleaming in the candlelight, seemingly forgotten by Tara’ana’s handmaidens. 
 
    He paused for a moment to ponder the two talismans once more. He couldn’t understand why the four young women were so impressed with them. Dark and shiny though they might be, to him they looked like nothing more than two beautifully crafted wooden sticks. And while he tipped his hat to the craftsman whose skill had produced them, he still couldn’t see how they were going to help his aching balls.  
 
    He sighed at the thought of another night spent in agony. His nuts really were painful. It was disappointing to think that M’Tola hadn’t been able to help him. 
 
    There was a sharp tap on his shoulder, and when he turned around, he found one of the four handmaidens standing behind him. With a smile, she beckoned for him to follow her. The other three women were already standing in the open doorway, waiting for him. They were leaving. Their work in Tara’ana’s chamber was finished. 
 
    He followed them down the mirror-lighted hallway to the room that he recognized as the temple’s kitchen. There, an enormous iron pot was bubbling on the fire, giving off a wonderful aroma of mixed vegetables and roasted meat. Stew.  
 
    His stomach rumbled loudly. The contents of the pot smelled heavenly, and it had been many hours since he had eaten. 
 
    An aged black woman who had been stirring the pot when he entered the room, now dished him up a steaming bowl of stew. With a grateful smile, he took the hot clay bowl from her wrinkled hands and found a place to sit on a low bench along the wall. 
 
    He dipped a hand-carved wooden spoon into the reddish-brown liquid and brought it to his lips, blowing on the hot liquid before carefully taking a sip. To his delight, he found that the soup tasted as good as it smelled. 
 
    Julius had been hungrier than he had realized. In no time at all, he had finished his bowl. The old cook smiled warmly at him when he returned to the fire for another helping. 
 
    Tara’ana’s four handmaidens didn’t join him on his bench. Such a thing was apparently beneath them. Instead, they all sat together around a small wooden table on the other side of the room, whispering among themselves and occasionally giggling as they cast sidelong glances at the cuckold god eating alone across from them. 
 
    Julius did his best not to think about them. Hopefully, things would settle down as they get used to his presence. If not, working with them was going to be challenging. Either way, there wasn’t much he could do about the situation. Best to try not to let it bother him. He would just ignore them. 
 
    Some things are easier said than done. Sitting by yourself, naked except for a small iron cage surrounding your cock, while four young women whisper and giggle about you, it’s hard not to be self-conscious. And once Julius had finished his meal and no longer had anything to occupy his hands, it got worse. 
 
    How long was this lunch break of theirs supposed to last? Julius wondered as his eyes wandered over the kitchen. He was ready to get back to work. Anything to get the girls to stop staring at him. Anything to get them to stop laughing at him. 
 
    How long they were in the kitchen, Julius couldn’t say. It seemed like hours. And maybe it was. On the other hand, it could have been 30 minutes. He really had no clue. At this point, he had lost all track of time. 
 
    Eventually, the four young women rose from their seats and made their way toward the door, beckoning toward Pipu as they did so. He rose to follow them, thankful that they were getting back to work. 
 
    He was shocked to find the mirrors that lined the hallway dark. The torches that hung above them had been lighted. So, it was dark outside. The sun had gone down. They really had been in the kitchen for some time. 
 
    Now that night was falling, they would lock him in his cell once more. That was all right. He was tired. Bone tired. More than anything, he looked forward to a good night’s rest. 
 
    Well, perhaps not ‘more than anything’. Before he hit the hay, the professor had every intention of watching his beautiful wife in action again. Provided he wasn’t too late!  
 
    It occurred to him that it was thoroughly possible that he might have missed it. After all, they had been in the kitchen for a long time. Longer than he had expected. Perhaps too long. That thought filled him with a strange sense of disappointment.  
 
    For the first time, Julius realized just how much his voyeuristic activities had become his new normal. So accustomed had he become to watching his wife and her lover through his little iron-shod window that the thought of missing it was almost unbearable for him.  
 
    His steps quickened. He needed to get to his room. But when he stopped in front of his closed door and waited for the girls to unlock it, they merely giggled at him and beckoned for him to follow them as they walked on past. 
 
    Where were they going? And why did they want him to come along? Why wouldn’t they just leave him alone? He wanted to watch Natalia with Boda, God damnit! 
 
    There was nothing for it than to obey. He couldn’t very well unlock the room himself, and he was frankly curious. With a weary sigh, the confused professor fell in behind them, hurrying to keep up in the darkening hallway. 
 
    To his surprise, the four girls led him straight to the thick oak door that opened onto Tara’ana’s chamber. Now he really was confused. Was there still work to be done in Natalia’s room? There must be. Why else would they be returning?  
 
    Had he done a poor job earlier? Was the ‘goddess’ displeased with his efforts? Or were they simply not finished for the day?  
 
    Not yet familiar with the retinue’s normal daily routine, he had no way of knowing. With his tired mind full of unanswered questions, Julius followed them inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Tara’ana’s chamber was bathed in a soft yellow glow when the professor rounded the doorway. The new candles had been lit and were now burning brightly in every corner of the room. 
 
    Natalia had returned. She was reclining amid the rose petals on the luxurious bed that Julius had prepared for her. She gave her husband a loving smile as their eyes met. To his relief, Boda was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    She wore no headdress now, nor nipple rings, nor any other adornments, save the ever-present anklets on her gorgeous long legs. If possible, the wrapped skirt that draped over her shapely hips was even thinner than the one she had worn on their trip to M’Tola’s. The outline of her manicured pubic hair was clearly visible to Julius through the gauze-like fabric. 
 
    Even though her attire was simple, that didn’t make it any less appealing. She looked positively scrumptious. It had been so long. Too long. God! What he wouldn’t have given to be free of his cage.  
 
    Tara’ana spoke a few quiet words to her maidservants, and one of them took each of Julius’s hands and led him to the foot of the bed. There, he saw a pair of manacles attached to thick iron chains dangling from the bedposts. 
 
    Julius stared at them for a moment, puzzled. How had he missed them earlier? He had put the sheets on the bed, yet he had no memory of these two chains. How could that be? He surely would have seen them…  
 
    Then, he saw something that explained the mystery. On the stone floor beneath the bed were two tiny piles of sawdust. He had swept the floor himself when they had cleaned the room. The shavings could only mean one thing: the chains had been installed since the room was cleaned. 
 
    At a nod from the goddess, the two girls lifted his hands and placed the manacles around his wrists. With a loud click, they locked into place.  
 
    Even though he was confused, Julius didn’t struggle. What was the point? Whatever the goddess commanded would be done. One way or another. No sense making things hard on himself. 
 
    Resisting would only prolong the inevitable. And with their low opinion of the cuckold god, the Molongans might just rough him up in the process of forcing him to comply. Besides, even though he still hadn’t figured out what was going on, any break from the monotony of his daily routine was bound to be an improvement. 
 
    Perhaps not any break… After all, it hadn’t been too long ago that the high priest had wanted to neuter him. Had he changed his mind? Were the Molongans about to disable his manhood in a more permanent manner than the cock cage he now wore? Some part of him knew that he was being paranoid, but he couldn’t stop a sudden cold chill from running down his spine. 
 
    “Relax, Julius,” Natalia whispered from the bed. When he looked up, she gave him a reassuring smile, “No one’s going to hurt you.” 
 
    Somehow, she knew what was going on inside his mind. Had she seen the concern in his eyes? Julius wondered. Or had the shudder that passed through him been strong enough to be visible? Talia had always been good at reading him. It was one of the things he had always loved about her. 
 
    As he gazed at his wife, deft hands spread his legs and secured additional restraints around his ankles. The professor glanced down to find himself drawn out between the bedposts like a sacrifice awaiting the priest’s knife. Despite his wife’s reassurance, it wasn’t a pleasant thought. 
 
    “What… What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    “Just a little fun, baby. You’ll see.”  
 
    A little fun? So far, he wasn’t having much fun. What the hell did that mean? And what kind of ‘fun’ required him to be chained hand and foot? Julius opened his mouth to ask, but Natalia cut him off. 
 
    “Just relax and go with it. Who knows? Maybe we’ll be able to help you with your little problem,” she said, dipping her eyes toward his crotch. 
 
    This time, the smile that accompanied her words was not a comforting one. It was a wicked, mischievous grin that the professor knew all too well. Natalia was turned on, feeling frisky. She wanted sex. And with her husband’s dick still locked up securely, that could mean only one thing: Boda! 
 
    No sooner had the name intruded on his thoughts than the hulking black giant appeared, turning sideways as he came through the narrow door of the goddess’s chamber so that his broad shoulders wouldn’t brush against the doorjamb. Julius wasn’t surprised to see that the colossal warrior was naked.  
 
    The sight of the imposing Molongan lover sent a sudden surge of blood straight to his crotch swelling his restrained cock and causing his balls to tingle. Was that why he had been brought here? To watch? Tied to the bedposts? He looked at Natalia, who gave him another playful smile. Of course, it was! 
 
    His attention turned once more to the black behemoth. With no wall between them, the man was even larger than the professor remembered. As Julius’s eyes traveled up and down the glistening, nude form of his wife’s new black lover, he couldn’t help but feel intimidated. Boda truly was a monster. 
 
    The two black tree trunks that were his legs supported an upper body that looked as though it were chiseled from solid stone. His arms were thick and bulging with muscle, heavily veined from his wrists to his deltoids. His massive pecs stood out ominously above his washboard abs as if daring a rival to challenge what was obviously an alpha male. 
 
    But if Julius found Boda’s overall physique intimidating, the enormous slab of meat that hung between the Molongan’s legs was positively frightening. He’d seen it before. Up close and personal, even. Still, the sight of Boda’s gigantic cock made Professor Stevenson gasp. 
 
    Boda wasn’t hard. Not completely. Not yet. All the same, his drooping dick was enormous. Tipped by a purple, bulbous head the size of a ripe peach, its veiny shaft jutted out from his crotch like a battering ram, easily a foot long and as big around as Natalia’s wrist. How the hell did she manage to get that thing inside her? Julius wondered for the millionth time. 
 
    Boda passed behind him, patting him on the back with a large, beefy hand, and Julius trembled beneath his touch. Spread out at the foot of the bed like he was, the professor was totally helpless. Whatever the Molongan warrior decided to do to him, he would be unable to resist. To his relief, Boda continued on around the bed to where Tara’ana awaited him. 
 
    In unison, the four handmaidens moved to take up positions at each of the four bedposts. The two standing on either side of him reached out to run a soft, feminine hand over each of his butt cheeks. Their movements were coordinated, choreographed, synchronous. It was too much to be mere coincidence. Whatever was happening, it was clear that the event had been practiced down to the last detail. 
 
    Before him, Boda knelt to join his wife on the bed. Julius’s stomach did a flip up as the couple’s lips met in a passionate kiss. The rapidly moving bulge in his wife’s alabaster cheek told him that their tongues were dueling as their hands roamed over each other’s bodies. Watching them make out, his heart ached at the sound of his wife’s moans. 
 
    Unable to stand the intensity, Julius looked away. Inexplicably, his eyes came to rest on the black man’s crotch, and he watched with a mouth as dry as cotton while Boda’s thick, black member began to rise and thicken, preparing for what was to come. 
 
    When the two lover’s lips parted, Julius was surprised to see his wife shuffle down on the mattress and wrap her tiny white hands around Boda’s semi-erect penis. She was panting with excitement, eager for his ebony manhood. Even after all these weeks, Julius realized, she couldn’t get enough of him. 
 
    With a delighted smile, she bent her head to her prize and placed a loving kiss on its plump head. Her hands began to glide softly up and down the chocolate-colored shaft, barely grazing the sensitive skin, teasing him with the lightness of her touch. She nuzzled Boda’s thick cock, rubbing it on her face and showering it with rapid, butterfly kisses. 
 
    Julius groaned inwardly as his wife dipped her head lower and found the man’s enormous balls. She kissed and licked the two orbs with slow, languid movements, all the while stroking his thick cock. 
 
    The two Molongan girls, whose hands were still kneading his naked ass, sank to the knees beside him. Never taking their eyes from their goddess and the man whom she had chosen as her mate, they let their hands roam over Pipu’s entire lower body, from his thighs to his knees to his butt and around to brush the iron cage that contained his now thoroughly swollen cock.  
 
    Julius gasped at the ache that accompanied even the smallest vibrations that ran through his genitals. His balls felt like two overripe tomatoes, threatening to burst if handled too roughly.  
 
    If Tara’ana’s handmaidens were trying to help him with his ‘little problem’, they weren’t doing a very good job of it. In fact, they were making things worse. One of them pinched his nipple and gave it a twist. Much worse!  
 
    Maybe they needed their magic wands, Julius thought with a derisive sneer. He looked around, but the two wooden rods were nowhere to be seen. It was just as well.  M’Tola’s wonder sticks weren’t going to be of any use anyway. And that was unfortunate, because he now needed relief more than ever before. His crotch was killing him! 
 
    The sight of his wife worshiping Boda’s oversized penis already had him swollen and throbbing inside his cage before the goddess had unleashed her faithful maidservants on him. The pain was intense now, urgent, and with the four sadistic hands now showering him with manual stimulation… Well, the professor wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take! 
 
    By this time, his wife had Boda’s cock fully erect. A large droplet of precum oozed from its slit, and Julius groaned to see his wife flick it away with her tongue as though it were a dollop of whipped cream, closing her eyes as she relished his masculine flavor. It was so intimate, so unrestrained, so nasty.  
 
    Again, the professor was struck by just how much his wife had changed since their arrival on this savage island. She had always been reserved and shy, modest without being prudish, but always in control of her actions. Now, Talia seemed to have completely abandoned herself to the hedonistic pleasures that accompanied her position as the tribe’s goddess.  
 
    To be fair, she wasn’t the only one. He was changing too. And the changes in him frightened and confused him at times. When he wasn’t so turned on he could barely see, that was. 
 
    While he, like a lot of guys, had harbored secret fantasies of watching his wife with another man, he had never considered that he might actually enjoy being cuckolded. But the arousal he felt when he watched her with her lover was more intense than any he had ever known. If Natalia was becoming Tara’ana, was not some part of him also slowly becoming Pipu? And what did that mean for them as a couple? 
 
    Julius watched wide-eyed as she opened her soft, pink lips and welcomed him inside. Once again, her eyes were closed, and a low, happy moan escaped her throat as his beefy maleness filled her mouth. 
 
    Natalia liked sucking cock. Always had. Actually, the professor mused, that wasn’t accurate. Natalia positively loved to suck cock. 
 
    From the beginning of their relationship, she had shown an obvious affinity for fellatio. Pleasuring him had always seemed to give her as much delight as receiving pleasure herself. Up until their little trip to Molonga, Julius had been the recipient of that pleasure. Now, her very skillful attention was directed toward Boda. 
 
    With seeming ease, Natalia began to move her mouth up and down the black man’s glistening shaft until her lips met his thick pubic hair. That his wife could deep throat, Julius knew better than anyone. Still, it was a bit surprising that she was able to swallow the Molongan’s rod so effortlessly. 
 
    From what the professor had observed over the past few weeks, peering through the grating that separated their two rooms, Boda enjoyed his wife’s blowjobs as much as he did. The deep, manly sigh he let out as his hands found the back of her bobbing head confirmed this yet again, and Julius felt his cock give a little jerk of frustrated arousal inside its cage. 
 
    Never one to be the passive partner, Boda soon took charge and began to thrust his hips back and forth, working his long cock in and out of the goddess’s hungry mouth as her retinue looked on, spellbound by the spectacle before them. The obscene sight of the goddess’s pale, slender neck bulging as the giant’s cock burrowed down her throat was enough to make the most hardened spectator gape in voyeuristic awe. 
 
    Natalia’s hands reached for the black warrior’s giant testicles, and she cupped a big ball in each hand, massaging them as her lover fucked her pretty face. Their size still amazed Julius. Larger than chicken’s eggs, they hung low in their leathery sack, filled with virile sperm. 
 
    That Boda’s enormous balls were veritable sperm-producing factories, Julius knew firsthand. Time and again over the weeks that he had been locked in the room next door, he had watched the big man empty those balls into his wife’s unprotected pussy. The mess left when he was finished was scarcely to be believed. 
 
    Natalia blew her Molongan warrior with a zeal that made Julius’s heart ache in his chest at the same time it swelled his cock in its cage. But all good things must come to an end, and Boda eventually pulled her greedy mouth off his now-fully-erect cock. He was ready to fuck his pale, white goddess, and from the smoldering look in Natalia’s eyes, Julius knew that his randy young wife was ready as well. 
 
    Boda rose to his feet next to the bed and, as if by an unspoken command, the two handmaidens standing on either side of the headboard moved in. In less time than it takes to describe it, their nimble hands removed the goddess’s paper-thin wrapped skirt, revealing her wet and swollen pussy to everyone in the room. Only the 40 bangles around her ankles remained. 
 
    There was a momentary lull in the action, and she smiled sweetly at Julius, enjoying the way his desperate eyes devoured her naked body. Then, she turned her gaze on the two young women whose hands still roamed over her husband’s body and spoke two words that the professor didn’t understand. 
 
    One of the two girls got to her feet and strode purposefully across the room, apparently sent to retrieve something. Julius was craning his head in an attempt to follow her movements, when the actions of the other young woman made him forget all about her. 
 
    Standing behind him now, she reached around him and grasped his swollen testicles in one hand, while running the index finger of her other hand teasingly up and down through the crack of his ass. He gasped in surprise and gave an involuntary shudder. What the fuck was going on? 
 
    “Natalia?” he said. “I… What…?” 
 
    “Shh,” she whispered. “It’s okay. Just go with it. Just relax and let them do it.” 
 
    Let them do it? Do what? What was she talking about? 
 
    At that moment, the first girl returned. In her hands, she held the two magic wands they had been given by M’Tola, along with a small, clay bottle. 
 
    She joined the other young woman behind him, and Julius could only see bits and pieces of what they were doing. From the corner of his eye, he watched her unstop the bottle and pour a small amount of a thick liquid into one hand. His nostrils caught a whiff as she spread the liquid onto both of her hands, and he realized it was an oil of some sort. Coconut oil, maybe? 
 
    She repeated the procedure for her friend, then slathered the two wooden rods with the same oil. What the hell was going on? There seemed to be some plan behind their actions, but what it was, Julius couldn’t tell. 
 
    Suddenly, the finger in his ass crack was back again. Julius felt the coolness of the oil dribbled into the cleft between his cheeks as the finger massaged up and down, dipping low enough to brush over his rosebud, spreading oil everywhere. The sensation made him shiver and sent a hot blush of embarrassment racing up his cheeks. What the fuck? 
 
    He looked up to find his wife staring with wide, excited eyes at the unfolding scene. She seemed to have momentarily forgotten her black lover. The look in her eyes caused a flock of butterflies to take flight in his stomach, and the first inkling of what was in store for him dawned on the professor. Surely, they weren’t going to… 
 
    Before he could finish his thought, he grunted in surprise as the black girl pressed a slim finger up his ass. “Aaagh Fuuuck!” he called out. 
 
    His first instinct was to get away from the invading digit, so he pushed himself forwards. But they were ready for that, and the other young woman held him firmly by his hips while the first girl sank yet another inch of her finger up his puckered butthole.  
 
    He clenched down, trying to keep her out, but it was no use. The slippery oil did its job perfectly, and he felt the handmaiden’s long finger bore its way inexorably up into his bowels. It burned, and the more he bore down the more it hurt. 
 
    “Oh God!” he gasped. “Fuck!”  
 
    The professor heard Boda’s deep-voiced chuckle and felt his blush deepen. A glance at him showed that the black man was lazily stroking his enormous cock as he watched the handmaidens sodomize the cuckold god. Fuck!  
 
    He looked to his wife with pleading eyes but saw instantly that there would be no help from that quarter. His eyes fell on a very excited Natalia, busily rubbing her engorged clit as she watched her handmaidens’ assault on her husband’s virgin sphincter. 
 
    “Just relax, Julius,” she told him. “Relax. They’re going to make things better for you.” 
 
    Better? Better how? This wasn’t better! This was terrible! The insistent little finger in his ass twisted and wriggled about, spreading the slick oil all around inside him. 
 
    The feeling reminded him of his yearly prostate exam. Not exactly an event he enjoyed reminiscing about. Prostate. Oh my God! That’s what they were doing! 
 
    As if to confirm the anthropologist’s hypothesis, the finger inside him curled to caress the underside of the gland, then tapped briefly, sending a shiver of something akin to pleasure vibrating through his pelvic floor. She rubbed him there for a moment, 4 maybe 5 strokes. Then, the finger disappeared. 
 
    When the young black woman finally pulled her finger out of him, Julius breathed a sigh of relief. But the reprieve was to be short-lived.  
 
    The moment she left him, her friend stepped forward with M’Tola’s two magic wands and began to run them up and down the insides of his trembling thighs. It was at that moment that Julius realized that they were not magic wands at all. They were wooden dildos! 
 
    He’d heard about things like this. He’d even seen a video once, when Natalia had been away for a conference and he had been searching for porn. It was possible to make a man orgasm through stimulation of his prostate gland. What was it they called it? Prostate milking. Yes. That was it.  
 
    Was that what they had in mind for him? A wave of sudden panic welled up inside him. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh no!” He struggled with his restraints, pulling against the chains, desperate to be free. “Natalia!” he pleaded. “Please! Please, make them stop! I don’t want… Please!” 
 
    “It’s okay, baby,” she smiled at him, still masturbating furiously. “Just let them do this. Let them do this while you watch Boda fuck me. For me? Pretty please?” She batted her eyes at him. 
 
    Julius stared back at his wife in disbelief. She wanted this! She wanted to watch her handmaidens play with him, abuse him. It turned her on. The lust in her eyes was unmistakable, burning hot within her. She was getting off on this! 
 
    As horrifying as that fact was, it was also oddly arousing for Julius. He liked seeing his wife excited. That had been a big part of all of this for him. But there was more to it than that. 
 
    During their stay on the island, he had come to realize that he also had a certain masochistic streak. The humiliation of his position, his cuckolding, the iron cage he wore around his cock… something about it turned him on.  
 
    Nothing that had happened to him so far had been even half as humiliating as this situation. Did that mean it was going to be more arousing? Julius didn’t know, but the possibility was a tantalizing one. 
 
    He was curious, sure, but was he ready for this? What choice did he really have? He couldn’t get away from them. He was bound securely in place. Helpless. They could do with him whatever they wanted. There was no way he could resist them. 
 
    The room had grown silent while he pondered the matter. Julius looked around him and realized that they were waiting for him to answer. As helpless as her husband was, Natalia still wanted his consent before the girls proceeded. That made him feel a little better. At least she didn’t plan on letting them do it against his will. 
 
    When he met his wife’s eyes, he saw the question there. He hesitated, uncertain. That she wanted him to say yes was obvious, but what would that mean? What would she think of him after this? Her stare was unwavering. The silence drew out, filling the room with its expectant emptiness. 
 
    He wanted to say no. Anyway, part of him did. He was going to say no. The muscles in his neck had already tensed in anticipation of shaking his head. Yet, he hesitated at the last second. 
 
    This was his one chance to relieve the pressure in his swollen balls. With its iron rivet, his cage couldn’t be removed. His only chance for an orgasm lay in the manipulation of his prostate. If he said no, the torture down below would continue unabated. 
 
    In the end, it was the pain in his testicles that did him in. He simply couldn’t take it any longer. Something had to give. He had to cum.  
 
    The professor took a deep, ragged breath. He couldn’t believe what he was about to do. Gritting his teeth, he nodded in surrender. Like a flash of lightning, Natalia’s eyes darted to the girl behind him, and she spoke a single word. 
 
    A moment later, Julius felt something cold and hard and slick press against his butthole. It was the rod with the bulb on the end. He knew that because he could still see the other ridged stick in the girl’s hand next to his hip. 
 
    The pressure grew, mounting steadily as the girl pressed the rod against his clenched hole. With it grew the professor’s sense of panic. He couldn’t! There was no way! It wasn’t going to fit! 
 
    “Relax, Julius,” said Natalia. “Just relax.” Her words were calm, soothing. 
 
    The professor, trembling now with nervous tension, let out the breath he had been unconsciously holding and willed himself to relax his backside. Try as he might, though, nothing happened. Nothing at all.  
 
    It was difficult, such a strange, unaccustomed feeling. He instinctively wanted to tighten up. But he tried again, closing his eyes to concentrate on that one part of his anatomy. Relax, he told himself. Relax. Stop fighting it. Then suddenly, he felt his sphincter give and the bulbous head of the wand popped inside him. 
 
    “Oof!” he grunted. It felt like someone had just shoved a billiard ball up his ass. 
 
    “Yes!” his wife hissed. Julius could hear the excited tremble in her voice. 
 
    As though that were the signal for which he had been waiting, Boda rushed without a word into the arms of Julius’s wife. The bed creaked loudly beneath his weight, then his huge bulk nearly obscured Natalia’s lithe frame from the professor’s sight as he settled between her widely spread legs. 
 
    The girl behind him paused, giving him a moment to adjust to the foreign feel of the hard rod inside his ass, before beginning to slowly work it back and forth inside him. Oh God! he thought. She was fucking him! 
 
    He was holding his breath again, expecting the pain, but surprisingly, there was none. To his surprise, the wooden rod was a lot less painful than her friend’s finger had been a few minutes ago. In fact, it didn’t actually hurt at all. 
 
    The only feeling Julius had was one of fullness. Like constipation, but yet different. He felt full. That was the only way he could describe it. But he couldn’t honestly describe it as painful. Not really. 
 
    Was it because of the slick, polished surface, or because he was no longer fighting it? Or maybe both? It was impossible for him to say. But thankfully, there was no pain. 
 
    The hard, wooden invader bored its way up his ass, probing for the gland that was its target. Julius, breathing more normally after the initial penetration, turned his attention back to the scene on the luxurious sheets in front of him.  
 
    From his vantage point at the foot of the bed, Julius watched as his wife’s slim fingers reached down to guide Boda’s throbbing erection to the entrance to her weeping vagina. She rubbed the fat head around her moist lips, wetting him with her secretions. As always, his thick black shaft was bare. 
 
    When the wooden rod in his ass bumped his prostate, Julius grimaced. It was sensitive, bordering on painful.  
 
    He still had his doubts about this whole process. It was such a strange feeling, having this hard, thick thing shoved up his butt. How in the world could a man ever climax from such a feeling?  
 
    But then, Tara’ana’s servant nudged his swollen gland again, and when he looked down, he watched a thick drop of precum escape the little iron prison that held his cock and drizzle onto the stone tiles beneath him. Maybe… 
 
    Movement on the bed made him look up again. Natalia was twisting beneath Boda, changing positions. For a brief second, Julius wondered why. Then, he realized; she wanted to be able to watch her handmaidens fucking her husband with M’Tola’s magic wands. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s sexy, baby!” she murmured. 
 
    He could almost feel her eyes on him, and just like that, the self-consciousness was back. He had an audience. Julius felt the heat return to his cheeks.  
 
    Was this how Natalia felt when he watched her with Boda? he wondered. No. No, he decided. Not like this. 
 
    Natalia didn’t mind being watched. He had seen it from the beginning. Even with the eyes of all the Molongan village on her, she had gleefully played her part, performing the most depraved acts for all the world to see. No. For Talia, it was different. His wife, he realized, was an exhibitionist. She liked it. 
 
    She also liked what her handmaidens were doing to her husband. Her eyes burned with an unholy light as she watched the black girl massage his prostate with her magic wand. Seemingly oblivious to everything else around her, those glowing eyes remained locked on him even as Boda began to slide his massive cock into her soaking pussy. 
 
    It was no longer difficult for her to accommodate the Molongan’s outrageous cock. Julius stared at the juncture of their two bodies and watched her pink little flower blossom around the thick black invader. 6 inches disappeared inside her wet pussy on the first thrust, and Natalia never flinched. 
 
     He had probably stretched her, Julius realized, during their weeks together. Opened her up. Would she feel different now? Would she be looser around his average-sized dick? Would the effect be permanent? These questions caused his cuckold heart to skip a beat. 
 
    On Boda’s second thrust, the smiling Natalia closed her eyes, and a soft moan escaped her lips at the feeling of his oversized member working its way up inside her. Her back arched, pushing her head back into the tangled sheets. In Julius’s eyes, she had never looked more beautiful. 
 
    Her pale, little hands came up to the black man’s shoulders, pulling him down on her. When her eyes opened once more, they immediately returned to Julius, tied helplessly between the bedposts with a wooden stake driven deep up his ass. 
 
    Once the strangeness of the situation had begun to subside, the professor discovered that the sensations provided by the rod weren’t really all that unpleasant. In fact, there was something distinctly pleasurable about the feeling. This diabolical instrument of M’Tola’s scratched an itch that had been building in him for weeks. 
 
    It was humiliating. On that matter, there was no room for debate. What kind of a man wanted his wife to see him being fucked in the ass by a girl with a stick? What kind of a man indeed? 
 
    If Julius were honest with himself, this humiliation turned him on as much as it mortified him. Sure, it was degrading. Sure, it was perverse. But for some crazy reason, that pushed all the right buttons in his cuckold brain. 
 
    “Aaah! Fuck!” he groaned as the girl behind him gave him a series of rapid jabs that skipped off the underside of his sensitive prostate. 
 
    Her helper had captured his aching balls in her hands and was busily massaging and pulling on them, driving him insane. The dull ache of his genitals had erupted into a full-fledged inferno. He noticed that she had a small golden bowl beside her, and the significance was immediately apparent to him. She was going to milk Pipu into the bowl. 
 
    The couple on the bed was now fucking in earnest. Boda seemed incensed that the goddess was paying more attention to Pipu’s milking than to his own efforts. As a result, he had picked up the pace, slamming his huge prick into Tara’ana so hard his balls made a loud slapping sound when they smacked her round, white ass. 
 
    There was no ignoring him now. Natalia broke her eye contact with Julius and threw her had back into the pillows, moaning with pleasure as her black lover began to pound her tight little pussy for all he was worth. Faster and faster he fucked the white goddess, until his hips were little more than a blur between her shapely legs. It took no more than 5 minutes for him to bring her to a trembling orgasm. 
 
    As usual, the sight of his wife cumming for her Molongan warrior filled Julius with a jealousy that made him sick to his stomach. At the same time, it caused his caged cock to swell even tighter inside its unyielding, iron prison. Fuck, he hoped the girls’ efforts would be successful. Humiliating or not, he needed to cum too! 
 
    Once Tara’ana came down from her climax, Boda rolled her over onto her stomach and pulled her to her hands and knees in front of him. As though it had a mind of its own, his slick cock found her pussy once more, and the black giant began to saw in and out of her. 
 
    Her eyes went to her husband’s two tormentors, and she gasped, her mouth hanging open like a marathon runner’s. “Aaah! Yes! Just like that!” she screeched. “Oh God! That’s so fucking hot!” 
 
    Her voice was shrill, out-of-control. It would’ve been easy to think that it was Boda’s thick cock that had her so turned on, but the fact that she was speaking in English told the professor that it was the sight of her husband being sodomized by her handmaidens that had her instantly teetering on the brink of another orgasm. 
 
    The rod up Julius’s ass was moving faster. The hands around his balls seemed to grow more insistent with every passing second. Each plunge sent sparks of pleasure coursing down his legs. His knees trembled ominously, threatening to buckle at any moment. 
 
    The drip from his cock had increased. No longer was it an occasional droplet that found its way to the floor. A steady flow of precum oozed from the end of his cage, thick and white.  
 
    The girl to his left took one hand off his balls to retrieve the golden bowl at her feet. She seemed to sense how close he was getting as well. 
 
    Natalia gave a quiet command to her handmaidens, then turned her head to whisper something to Boda. He nodded and pulled his glistening dick out of her. 
 
    Julius’s eyes were on his wife, wondering what was going on. As a result, he completely missed what the two girls behind him were doing. 
 
    The white goddess walked forward across the mattress on her knees until she was right in front of her bound husband. Julius could feel her sweet breath against his cheek when she came to a stop just inches away from him. She was so close. So close he could smell her hair, hear her breathing, feel the heat of her succulent body. 
 
    Natalia could see the effect she was having on him. With a wicked smile, she gave her big tits a playful shake, and Julius felt her hard nipples graze his bare chest. He nearly fainted with desire, as a thousand goosebumps sprang up all along the back of his neck. 
 
    The wooden rod was still buried up his ass, forgotten along with his two attendants with Natalia’s warm, naked body so near his own. But another word from Natalia brought them both back to the forefront of his mind. 
 
    At the goddess’s command, the girl holding the bowl pressed it into Tara’ana’s waiting hand and then stepped aside. Over his wife’s shoulder, Julius saw her black lover move forward, spitting into his hand and wetting his dick before mounting the goddess once more. 
 
    Natalia’s eyes closed as Boda slid into her hungry pussy. When they opened again, she grinned at her husband and moved the golden bowl beneath his caged cock and took his swollen balls in her hands.   
 
    “Here,” she said in a low, sensuous tone, “let me help you.” 
 
    “H… help me?” Julius whispered. “What do you…” 
 
    The question he was about to ask went unfinished when the goddess gave her two handmaidens another nod. Instantly, the wooden rod up his ass rattled against his prostate with a series of rapid, powerful vibrations that wiped from his mind whatever thought he had been forming. 
 
    “Aaaargh!” he cried out. The sensation was so intense that it was almost painful. “I… Oh my God! Natalia, I…” 
 
    Again, the fierce vibrations knocked the air from his lungs. It was like a tiny machine gun going off inside his ass, hammering his prostate with a thousand little bullets of pleasure in the span of a few seconds.  
 
    What were they doing to him? And how were they doing it? What in the world could be causing this outlandish sensation? He turned his head to look behind him. When he did, the full fiendishness of M’Tola’s magic wands was revealed. 
 
    Up until now, only the first rod had been in use, the one with the bulbous knob on its end. Now, the second rod was in play. But instead of inserting it like its mate, the young woman behind him had placed its ridged shaft against the shaft of the first rod at a 90-degree angle. When the second stick was pulled across the first like the bow of a violin, the notches in its surface caused the other stick to rattle and jump. 
 
    It was ingenious. Simple, but ingenious. And the result was devastatingly effective. After only a few of the vibrations, the professor could already feel the tension building deep inside him like a sperm volcano. Once again, M’Tola had shown herself to be smarter and more resourceful than Julius had given her credit for. 
 
    The girl drew the notched rod across the one in his ass and the vibrations rattled him to his core. She did it again, and Julius felt like he might faint. He squeezed his eyes shut and groaned through his clenched teeth. It was like nothing he had ever felt or even imagined. So intense, so… he had no words for it. 
 
    “You like that?” Natalia cooed in his ear. “Is that good?” 
 
    The professor’s eyes snapped open to find his wife’s face inches from his own, biting her lip as she looked at him. Behind her, Boda was fucking her like a madman, clutching the goddess’s trim waist as his cock sailed in and out of her sopping snatch, as though afraid she might try to escape. 
 
    “Is that good?” Natalia repeated. 
 
    “I… I don’t know. It’s so… Aaaargh!” 
 
    The woman behind him sawed the two rods against one another with more force, making it impossible for him to talk. In truth, he didn’t know how to reply anyway. Was it good? It wasn’t terrible. But good? 
 
    Another series of machine gun vibrations. Another groan from the cuckold god. This time, his dick pulsed inside its cage and a large dollop of precum oozed from his cage into the bowl his wife was holding. The pressure was building with each passing second, and Julius knew that his orgasm wasn’t far off. 
 
    “Oh! Yes!” Natalia said. From her breathing, the professor could tell that she wasn’t far from cumming herself. “Oh! Cum for me, Julius!” she said. “Cum in your bowl while Boda does it inside my pussy!” 
 
    There was no way that the black girl behind him could understand the words of his wife’s taunt. Nevertheless, she seemed to sense what was needed and she began to rub the two sticks together as though intent on starting a fire up Julius’s ass. And in a way, that was exactly what she accomplished. 
 
    Julius groaned. His whole body went stiff as the vibrations flowed through his whole body. It was too much. Too intense. Too good. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he gulped. “Fuuuuckkk!!” 
 
    It started deep within the very center of his body, a strange sense of tightness that grew in relentless waves with each jolt of the rod that pressed against his gland, filling him with a burning, yearning need. Unbearable. Like a pot on a hot stove, threatening to boil over. His eyes flew to Natalia’s and he could feel himself approaching the threshold. 
 
    “That’s right, Julius,” the wild-eyed temptress said, her own voice shaky with excitement. “Go on. Let it go. Let it all out.” 
 
    As if to punctuate her words, she ran a fingernail along the underside of his scrotum. At the same time the girl behind him increased her efforts, moving the twin sticks at a maniacal pace. He couldn’t afterwards say which of these factors caused him to lose it, but lose it he did. 
 
    With a groan that was half pain, half pleasure, Julius thrust his hips forward as the semen began to pour out of him into the little golden bowl in his wife’s trembling little hands. 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes!” she squealed. 
 
    Her excitement rang in his ears as the flood continued from his caged cock, filling him with a sense of dread and shame, while simultaneously ratcheting up his own excitement to a fever pitch. He didn’t want his wife to see this, to see him like this.  
 
    And yet, the thought of her watching him spurt for her, with his swollen cuckold cock restrained and helpless, turned him on like never before. He closed his eyes, shuddering at the humiliating eroticism of it all. 
 
    This was like no other orgasm he had ever had. There was an immense feeling of physical relief, of his body ridding itself of the pent-up fluids that had plagued him for so long. But there was no sense of sexual gratification. At least, not like he was accustomed to. 
 
    It was the strangest thing. In a way, it didn’t feel as though he were orgasming at all. There was no real pleasure, no sparks inside his skull, no tingling sensation that shot up his spine. This was a pseudo-orgasm, a half-climax. Instead of the hot, heady rush of ecstasy that he had been anticipating, there was only a bizarre draining sensation.  
 
    Looking down at the bowl before him, he blinked in confusion, trying to understand what it was he was seeing. Already, the golden bowl was one third full. And still, the white, thick liquid streamed from his dick like water from a faucet. 
 
    When he lifted his head once again, his wife’s eyes were closed as she shuddered her way through what looked to be a massive orgasm. No pseudo-orgasm there. Natalia was cumming hard. The bowl she held beneath his dick shook in her unsteady hands, clinging to it as though it were a lifebuoy and she a drowning sailor. 
 
    The huge black man thrusting behind threw back his head and bellowed to announce his own climax. With a final, stab-like lunge of his hips, he clutched the goddess tightly to him and growled as he poured his seed inside her unprotected pussy.  
 
    In the professor’s mind, he could see Boda’s huge balls, bloated and full of virile sperm, pulsing and hopping beneath his veiny shaft as they delivered their cargo straight into Tara’ana’s unprotected womb. The lightning bolt of erotic fear that coursed through him caused another, huge spurt of white cum to gush from the end of Julius’s swollen cock. 
 
    All three of them were cumming together, at the same time, in the same place. Cuckold, wife, lover. What were the chances? It was surreal. Improbable. Amazing. 
 
    It was like something you might read about in a sleazy men’s magazine. The sort of outlandish tale only a fool could believe. Only this time, it wasn’t fiction. This time, it was real. 
 
    The rattling of the hard wooden rod against his prostate was relentless, insistent. Heartless and heedless, the wicked little instrument forced every last drop of his milky white issue out through the end of his cage. On and on, the fluids poured out of him, filling the bowl higher and higher. ‘Milking’ was the right word for it. Never in his life had he cum so much. 
 
    The pressure within him lessened with each second, the pain fading, but the horniness he had lived with for so many weeks abated not in the slightest. It was a maddening, frustrating experience, to feel his pent-up cum flow, warm and thick, through his cramped and swollen dick, but never to experience the relief that only a real orgasm could have brought. 
 
    At last, the two rutting figures in front of him reached the end of their mating, and Boda slumped over Tara’ana’s limp, sweaty form. He lay on top of her panting while his huge cock softened inside her. In her hands, the goddess still clutched the bowl that received her husband’s sperm. 
 
    Julius, too, eventually could cum no more. The girl behind him kept up her efforts for a minute or two after the flow of his semen had stopped, sawing the notched stick back and forth across its mate in a last-ditch effort to extract every last drop. 
 
    Eventually, however, she had to concede that Pipu had run dry, and with a soft giggle, she pulled the rod from his ass and rose to her feet, retrieving the half-full bowl of the cuckold’s seed from her goddess before leaving the room with it. Unless he was mistaken, it would be offered to the flames in the main worship hall of the temple. 
 
    Abandoned and spent, Julius slumped in his chains, still tied to the bedposts. The professor let out a deep, shuddering breath. He was exhausted.  
 
    Natalia heard him and opened her eyes, twisting her head to smile up at him from beneath Boda’s muscular, sweaty body. “Was that good, baby?” she asked. 
 
    The professor was silent for a moment. Not sullen, not resentful, just unsure what to say. How should he answer that question? Had it been good? It hadn’t been terrible. Had it? But it also hadn’t exactly been good. Fuck! He couldn’t think straight.  
 
    His balls no longer felt like they were being inflated, but he was so damned horny after his milking that he could have fucked a knothole in a board fence. How was that possible? How could a person shoot so much cum and still be sexually frustrated? 
 
    Natalia seemed not to mind that he didn’t answer. Her head sank once more to the sheets, and Boda rolled off to lie next to her. No one spoke. The sound of heavy breathing filled the room as they all tried to regain their composure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Later that night, alone in the dark quiet of his cell, Professor Stevenson lay awake, staring up at the unseen ceiling above him. He couldn’t sleep. There was no way. His mind was too full of what had happened in the adjoining room.  
 
    As was so often the case at times like this, all the doubts and dark fears he managed to keep at bay in the light of day collapsed in on him when night came creeping across the land. A deep and profound sense of uneasiness descended over the professor as he lay in the pitch blackness of the room. 
 
    Nervousness stacked upon nervousness. What the fuck was going on? What had he let them do to him? What was he becoming? And how did he feel about it? It was a difficult question to answer, and that made him even more nervous. 
 
    The shame he felt earlier was magnified a thousand times over by the dread stillness of his tiny cell. There was no live sex show in front of him now to distract him from the fact that his wife had watched another woman stick a wooden rod up his ass. 
 
    His beautiful Natalia had watched her handmaiden fuck him up the ass with a wooden stick, for fuck’s sake! Worst of all, perhaps, was the fact that she had so obviously gotten off on it. 
 
    With time to think about it, the enormity of what had taken place seemed to crowd out every other thought in his head. He saw in his mind’s eye his caged cock spurting an endless stream of semen in Tara’ana’s golden bowl and cringed at the humiliation of it all. 
 
    Was this to be his existence from now on? A plaything for his wife and her lover? A spectacle for their amusement, paraded out for milking when they needed a laugh? The thought knocked the air from his lungs. Oh God! This was awful. 
 
    His balls felt better. They really did. The gnawing, throbbing pressure that had defined his every waking hour for so long was gone. In its place was a sort of empty, hollow warmth. That was something, at least. A silver lining to the dark cloud of fear and dread that hung over him. 
 
    Still, events were spinning out of control. To be honest, they had been out of control for some time now. The problem was, there was no way to stop this crazy merry-go-round. 
 
    He was a virtual prisoner, his wife a native goddess. Neither one of them had the power to change that. Their respective roles determined their destinies so long as they were on the island of Molonga. 
 
    How long would they be on the island? How long, indeed! That was the million-dollar question. Would they ever be rescued, or would they live out their lives here among the natives?  
 
    His mind recoiled from the thought of staying on the tiny island permanently. Not that he had anything against the Molongans. They were a friendly, cheerful lot. But that didn’t change the fact that to them he was the cuckold god, Pipu. Or that he wife was the cuckoldress, Tara’ana. 
 
    Tara’ana. The Molongan goddess was as exotic as her name. And Natalia had slipped seamlessly into the role. The longer they stayed here, the less his wife resembled her former self. How long would it be until she actually became Tara’ana? How long, for that matter, before the role she played had other consequences? 
 
    If she were not already pregnant, Julius knew, his wife eventually would be. The risk grew with each day. There was no such thing as birth control of any sort on this primitive island, and Boda had already put enough cum up her unprotected little snatch to impregnate a small army.  
 
    Even now, he thought bitterly, she was lying in the next room with a fresh dose of his potent seed swimming in her belly. Barring the unlikely possibility that the black man was sterile, there was no way she could continue fucking him night and day without conceiving. And that was completely ignoring the other 39 men who had fucked her in the village square! 
 
    The idea of his sweet wife pregnant to Boda or one of the other Molongan warriors terrified Julius. At the same time – and he hated himself for this – it aroused him more deeply than anything he had ever known. Even now, thinking about it made his balls begin to tingle again. Shit! What the fuck was wrong with him?! 
 
    He forced the unwanted, disturbingly arousing image from his mind and turned his thoughts to his own predicament. What about him? If they were forced to remain in Molonga, would he have to wear his cage the whole time? Probably, he realized. Dear God! How would he stand it? 
 
    Never to be free of his iron prison. Never to feel his cock lengthen and harden like it should. Never to fuck his own wife again. The eternal cuckold, Pipu. Pussy-free. Milked by Tara’ana’s servants for the rest of his days…  
 
    And with the Lolo’panaet root prolonging his life many times beyond a human being’s normal life span, his torment might last a very, very long time. Hell, for all he knew, the root might make him live forever! The idea of an eternity in chastity caused his chest to tighten and his pulse to race.  
 
    Where the fuck was Mr. Albert?! The question burst into the professor’s consciousness with a force that matched the sense of panic growing inside him. They had been here for ages already. They had to get away. To go home. Now, damn it! 
 
    More than at any other time since the crash, Julius found himself hoping desperately that their one-eyed former companion would return. It was their only hope for deliverance. At least that was the way it seemed to him. 
 
    He tossed and turned for hours, alternating between replaying every moment of the night’s events in his mind and fretting about spending the rest of his days with his dick locked up. Finally, despondent, worried, but ultimately too exhausted to fight it any longer, the professor slipped into a fitful sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 4 
 
    Descent of the Jungle Goddess 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you think?” Professor Julius Stevenson asked. He sat up on the plaid couch and swung his legs back to the hardwood floor. His wire-rimmed glasses had slid down his nose once more, so he pushed them back into place with a long, thin finger. “Is there any hope for us?” 
 
    “Hope? Yes. Oh, yes,” said the man across from him. He drummed on the polished mahogany desktop, pursing his lips in thought before responding with a fatherly smile. “There is always hope, Julius. Always. I won’t say that your case isn’t unique. But, then again, isn’t every case? All I can say is, ‘Don’t give up.’ We will find a way to work through this.” 
 
    “It’s just so hard. All the time. Everything. So hard. Will things ever be the same between us?” 
 
    “No. No, they will not.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” That was unexpected. Talk about changing tack! Wasn’t this guy supposed to be supportive? 
 
    “I said, ‘No.’ They won’t be the same. Nothing will ever be the same, Julius. Regardless of what you do. Life is all about change. Change eternal.  
 
    “When you leave this office, the street outside will be different than it was when you entered the building. New cars parked along the sidewalk, new faces walking past. Even the clouds will be vastly changed. That is simply the nature of the universe.  
 
    “Nothing is static. Nothing stays the same. Everything changes. Why should your relationship with your wife be any different? Change is inevitable.” 
 
    Julius ground his teeth to quell the rising anger inside him. During his months on Molonga, the professor had forgotten just how annoying therapists could be. Particularly, he had decided, therapists who specialized in marriage counseling.  
 
    If he wanted philosophical platitudes, he had several coffee table books back in his apartment that could provide all the meaningless drivel he could stomach. What he needed right now was help. Real fucking help, not empty bumper sticker slogans. 
 
    The building’s air conditioning system cycled on, roaring in Julius’s ears. He flinched involuntarily at the sound. 
 
    The loud hum of the fans made the whole structure vibrate and seemed specifically designed to keep a person from focusing too intently on any one idea. Like something from a Vonnegut story he had once read as an undergraduate. 
 
    It was strange how aware he was of this type of noise now. He had never really paid them any mind before. The sounds had been there, of course, beneath everything, omnipresent, little more than white noise that formed the canvas on which his previous life had been painted. They had simply been there, unworthy of his notice. 
 
    But now he noticed them. Now, after living in the near-perfect silence of a pre-industrial society for so many months, he found these mechanical sounds terribly distracting. And he had come to the realization that he disliked them rather intensely.  
 
    It hadn’t actually been silent, he reflected, on the island. In fact, there had been sounds aplenty on Molonga. For one, the natives had made their share of noise. Their drums and wild chants had shaken the clouds. To say nothing of their heathen orgies. 
 
    Even the jungle itself had been a virtual orchestra of birds and little monkeys, singing and chattering, screeching and screaming day and night as they ate and fought and died in the tall trees. A cacophony of discordant voices struggling to survive. 
 
    But those noises were different from the ones here. Strikingly, fundamentally different. They were natural. Relaxing. Oddly soothing, even when they were loud enough to wake the dead. And while the memory of the jungle stirred a sense of dread in him, some part of him actually missed it. 
 
    What the jungle lacked was this constant undercurrent of machine noise, the never-ending murmur of the traffic on the streets below, the sirens, the car alarms, the horns of the angry drivers. All just background noise for those around him as it once had been for him.  
 
    If he had mentioned it to any of the others making their way through the concrete canyons of the city, they would have looked at him like he was crazy. They couldn’t hear it, or if they did, it was normal for them. As it once had been for him. 
 
    On the other hand, he thought, as the first current of cold air blew from the vent above to tickle the back of his neck, it was nice to be cool again after the sweltering heat of the equatorial jungle. Maybe civilization wasn’t all bad. 
 
    He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair before trying again. “Is our marriage salvageable? I guess that’s what I want to know? Will we ever be able to set aside what happened on the island and build some semblance of a life for ourselves here. Maybe not like before, but can we make this work?” 
 
    The therapist’s gray head bobbed thoughtfully. An elderly gentleman in a three-piece suit, he wore a pointed goatee and glasses and had immediately reminded Julius of the old photographs he had seen of Sigmund Freud, the father of psychoanalysis. Then again, that was likely the point. 
 
    The man could apparently see that he had annoyed Professor Stevenson, a thing for which he seemed to have a God-given talent, because when he spoke next, his words were devoid of his customary psychobabble. “I believe so. Don’t forget; you’ve been through quite an ordeal. Both of you.” 
 
    Julius cocked an eyebrow and the therapist shook his head. “No, no, Julius,” the old man said, fixing him with his stern gaze. “I know what you are thinking, but you are wrong. Natalia has been through an ordeal as well. Perhaps not like yours, but then again, no two human beings ever experience the same things in the same manner, even an event they share. It is different for everyone. 
 
    “But make no mistake, this has been difficult for your wife as well. It still is. Her husband’s imprisonment, having to keep up her goddess persona for such a long time. It has taken its toll on her. To say nothing of your harrowing escape. People died, Julius!” 
 
    Professor Stevenson was silent, pondering the old man’s words. Had Natalia been traumatized by their experiences on Molonga? That was something he had honestly never given any thought to. In his eyes, she had enjoyed the experience, relished every debauched second of it.  
 
    His version of events had always featured him as the victim. Was she a victim too? A victim of another sort, to be sure, but… Had she been suffering like him all this time? Had he just been blind to it? It was something to think about. 
 
    It was easy, whenever any sort of conflict arose between two people, to view oneself as the wronged party and to shift all the blame onto the shoulders of the other person. After all, aren’t we all the protagonists of our own story? Maybe that was what Julius had been doing since their return, blaming his wife for what had happened to them both. 
 
    And the therapist was right about their escape; there had been deaths. Several. People they had known had lost their lives right in front of their eyes. That wasn’t something a person got over so quickly. Of course, Natalia had been traumatized. Why hadn’t he seen it? Maybe this batty, old shrink wasn’t quite as useless as Julius had thought. 
 
    “I suppose it was hard for her, too,” Julius offered, eliciting a meaningful nod from the old man who was now studying him over the top of his wire-rimmed glasses. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me about Molonga,” the therapist suggested, chewing on the end of the fat fountain pen that he held between his thin, gray fingers. 
 
    “Again?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “How many times do we have to go over this? We were trapped. Prisoners. It was hard. Awful. End of story. Why don’t we talk about the fact that my wife won’t let me…” 
 
    The therapist raised his hand like an old-time traffic cop, cutting off Julius’s sentence. The fountain pen dangled precariously between his fingers.  
 
    “We will talk about that as well, when the time comes,” the old man said. “But all of these problems you are experiencing now are a direct result of what happened to you on Molonga. Those experiences are the key.” 
 
    “The key?” Julius said with a sneer, unable to keep himself from the mocking the man who insisted on twisting the knife in his back. “The key to what?” 
 
    “The key to what you and your wife have become.” 
 
    The professor didn’t like the sound of that. He didn’t like it at all. There was a dread finality to the therapist’s words that sent a chill of foreboding through him. He didn’t want to have ‘become’ anything. He wanted things to go back to the way they were. 
 
    He sighed again. “I don’t like to talk about it,” he said. “It’s hard.” 
 
    “You use that word a lot. ‘Hard’. Why do you think that is?” 
 
    “Fuck, I don’t know!” Julius’s temper flared.  “Hard. It’s hard to talk about. Should I use the word ‘difficult’ instead? Would that be better? Fuck!” 
 
    Julius unconsciously hammered his clenched fist into the soft plaid cushions of the couch. He hated therapy. Hated it with a passion.  
 
    All this God damned second-guessing and overanalyzing every fucking word. Twice a week for an hour, picking at scabs, opening old wounds. And where was the progress? Where was the improvement? His life was still a steaming pile of shit! It made him want to scream. 
 
    “Yes, you could have said ‘difficult’. That would’ve been fine. You could have chosen any number of words to describe your ordeal. ‘Problematic’, ‘tough’, there are others you could have used. But always, you use the word ‘hard’. I have been keeping track,” the old man gestured toward the open notebook before him. “Would you like me to tell you how many times you have used the word today?” 
 
    “No. No thanks! It’s a speech pattern. That’s all. A habit. It’s just what I say.” 
 
    “Maybe. That is certainly possible. Then again, maybe there is a deeper significance. Maybe talking about what your wife did on the island makes things ‘hard’ for you in another way…” 
 
    A dismissive wave of the therapist’s hand put an end to Julius’s angry retort before he could give voice to it. “No matter. No matter. There will be time enough for that later. Right now, you must tell me again about Molonga.” 
 
    “Do we really have to do this again?” 
 
    “Yes, yes. Again. It is essential. We must return to that place, where everything started. And leave out no detail. With each telling, you reveal some tiny gem of knowledge that your subconscious has been concealing from us. Perhaps this time, you will let down your guard and we will be able to strike at the heart of the matter.” 
 
    “Damn it, Doc! I…” 
 
    A pointed look stopped the words in his throat.  
 
    “Please, Julius,” the old man said. “Humor me. Now, from the beginning, if you please. The mysterious, unexplored island of Molonga.” 
 
    “Okay, fine,” Julius grumbled. “From the beginning. It was the dead of winter. The snow had let up as we boarded the plane for Molonga on the morning of…” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Julius awakened with a start the next morning, sitting bolt upright in bed. He’d been having a nightmare. 
 
     The details were fading quickly from his mind, but there remained a stark, disturbing image of himself tied to a bench or table of some sort while every woman in Ojalla took a turn abusing his upturned ass with ever-larger wooden sticks. It had been a horrifying dream, one that he was more than happy to wake up from. 
 
    He was awake now, but why? What had awakened him? Had it been the sheer unpleasantness of his dream that tore him from his slumber, or had there been something else?  
 
    His brain was still foggy, and he couldn’t put his finger on it, but Julius had the distinct impression that he had heard something. Something that had rousted him from his troubling nightmare. 
 
    Julius let out a sigh and laid back on the bed, feeling his head sink deeply into the soft pillow. If the past few weeks were any indication, the couple next door was probably at it again. God knows their over-frequent fornication had cost him enough sleep over the past few weeks! 
 
    His beautiful wife and her new Molongan husband, Boda, were insatiable. They fucked all the time, like two teenage rabbits on speed. It was crazy. It was also the hottest thing he had ever seen; the professor had given up trying to deny the fact. 
 
    From the beginning, Julius had been aroused by the sight of his wife in the arms of her dark-skinned lover. As the days had turned into weeks, his arousal had gotten stronger and stronger, helped along by the iron cage the Molongans had placed around his cock. 
 
    He liked how much she desired this other man. Liked the way her pale skin contrasted with his ebony-hued body. Liked the fact that the Molongan was permitted to fuck her bareback, something he himself had never done. Hell, he mused, if he were honest, some fucked up part of him even liked the cage he was forced to wear!  
 
    The whole scenario drove him crazy with lust. It was so outrageous, so over-the-top. He was horny all the time, like a teenager on prom night. Even now, after shooting what could only be described as a truly massive amount of sperm during his forced milking last night, he was horny. And the more he thought about what might be going on next door, the hornier he got. 
 
    Julius’s ears strained to the breaking point, trying to catch the now-familiar sounds of their lovemaking through the wrought iron grating that separated his tiny room from hers. That warm tingling sensation in his groin told him his cock was waking up as well. The eternal optimist, his penis was swelling with blood as much as its little iron prison allowed in expectation of what he would hear. 
 
    He expected – no, hoped – to hear the sweet sounds of his lovely wife being serviced by her black lover in the darkness, but there was nothing there. All was still in Tara’ana’s chamber.  
 
    No moaning, no thumping. The muscular, insanely hung Boda wasn’t fucking his wife. Anyway, not at the moment.  
 
    The realization caused a strange sense of disappointment to wash over the cuckold professor. He felt a bitter, almost painful dejection that drew a long sigh from his throat.  
 
    Recognizing the feeling for what it was, he smirked at how far he had slipped and shook his head in self-deprecating wonder. What kind of man was actually disappointed to not find his wife fucking another man?! It was insane. Beyond that, it was pathetic!  
 
    Pathetic it might have been, but that didn’t make it any less true. He really was disappointed not to find the black man balls-deep in his willing, raven-haired wife.  
 
    It had become so normal for him, this watching. Such a part of what he was. He had been aware of it for some time, this longing of his, this need to see his wife’s debauchery. It was an addiction that he longed to feed.  
 
    Addiction. The word surprised him, springing unbidden into his mind and giving him pause. Such a strong, sobering concept. Was such a thing even possible? Could a man become addicted to the sight of his wife being fucked by another man? Addicted to voyeurism? 
 
    Maybe not in the sense that one could become addicted to heroin or cocaine. If he were denied the pleasure he sought, he certainly wouldn’t endure the fierce pangs of withdrawal that such addicts suffered. He wouldn’t be physically ill if he weren’t allowed to watch his young bride and her lover. 
 
    But was withdrawal the defining factor for addiction? his scientist’s mind asked. Wasn’t it enough for the addicted person to be unable to control his or her own urges? Didn’t the word denote a person who would disregard personal safety, comfort, food, sleep, things of that nature just to get their next helping of whatever they were addicted to? So far as he knew, that was a more accurate indicator of addiction.  
 
    By that metric, Julius was a hopeless addict. How many nights had he dragged himself from the warmth of his soft bed to stare through the grating in rapt attention as his wife and her Molongan stud made love in the other room?  
 
    If given the choice, would he not gladly forgo food for a precious hour of voyeuristic delight? Of course, he would. Absolutely. In a heartbeat. There was no doubt in his mind. 
 
    If that wasn’t addiction, what was? For that matter, wasn’t his current disappointment at the lack of action in the next room the ultimate proof of just how badly he craved this insane game of theirs? How much he longed for the searing intensity of the pain and the pleasure it brought him? 
 
    Julius had never really thought of himself as a strong man. Nor as a weak man, either. To tell the truth, he had never given the matter much thought either way. But an addict? That was a role he had certainly never envisioned for himself. 
 
    Then again, the word had always held for him connotations of alcohol or drugs. Neither of these things held any sway over him. Drugs he had never touched, booze he could take or leave. 
 
    But this was different. Very different. 
 
    Never in a million years had he considered the topics of voyeurism and sexual denial in the context of addiction. And never had he been confronted with something so enticing and arousing as watching his beautiful wife in the arms of another man. Viewed in that light, it was difficult to deny that he was hooked. 
 
    It was another piece in the puzzle of his own personality that he had discovered here in the jungle. A jagged, unfamiliar piece. Now, he just had to figure out where that piece fit into the overall picture of who he was. Or of what he was becoming… 
 
    The professor let out a long, weary sigh and rubbed the bridge of his nose, pondering for the millionth time just what it all meant. What were they doing? What was happening to him? Where was this all headed?  
 
    As usual, no answers came to him, just that same unsettling, indefinable feeling of self-doubt that always seemed to rear its ugly head when he found himself alone in his cell. 
 
    So, he wondered, trying to divert his attention to something else, if he hadn’t been awaked by the sound of Boda plowing Tara’ana for all he was worth, just what the hell had he heard? 
 
    Whatever it was, it hadn’t come from the other room, apparently. He turned his head the other direction and listened in the darkness of the stone room, searching elsewhere for whatever it was that had saved him from his nightmare.  
 
    His efforts were rewarded a moment later by the sound of voices in the hallway. Laughter. Two women. No… three. Or… yes, there were four of them, speaking Molongan. Four happy, cheerful voices just outside his door. 
 
    It was Tara’ana’s retinue. The four Molongan women who served as her handmaidens. He recognized the sound of their voices. 
 
    These same four women had been there last night, when his wife had ordered him milked with the wooden dildoes she had received from M’Tola. The memory of what had happened, of what the girls outside his door had seen made him blush, even as it made his cock swell inside its cage. 
 
    Julius lay there in the dark, listening to them. There was a curious grating noise, like scraping or brushing. What were they doing in the hall? he wondered. It was unusual. Not a part of their normal routine.  
 
    Whatever they were doing, he hoped they would leave him out of it. In his role as a new member of the goddess’s retinue, he knew it was unlikely, but deep down he really would rather not have to face the women who had watched him take a wooden rod up his ass last night. 
 
    Holding his breath and hoping they would forget about him, Julius cringed when he heard the telltale sound of a key being inserted into the lock on his cell door. A scrape, then a click as the tumblers moved. So much for them forgetting about him! He was about to receive a visitor. 
 
    Julius swung his bare feet quickly to the floor and retrieved his spectacles from their usual place beneath his bed. He stood up, naked but for the iron cage around his manhood, and was just hooking the thin earpieces over his ears when the rusty hinges squeaked out their protest. Slowly, the heavy oak door swung open. 
 
    The brilliant light that immediately flooded his chamber and made him throw up a hand to shield his eyes told him that it was already daytime. Even after having seen it dozens of times, his scientist’s mind couldn’t help but marvel at the temple’s mirror system, which worked so well that there was scarcely a dark corner when the sun outside was shining. 
 
    One of Tara’ana’s handmaidens marched brazenly into his room, leaving the door open behind her. He recognized her immediately. The haughty expression, the fine features of her ebony face. How could he not? It was the same girl who had given his prostate a workout the night before. 
 
    He half expected her to have M’Tola’s two milking sticks in hand when he saw her, but she held two wooden buckets instead. The anthropologist was immediately fascinated by the buckets, the first he had seen up close since their arrival on the island and so different from what western countries now used.  
 
    Fine examples of pre-industrial cooperage, they had been produced by the hands of master craftsmen. They were large and tightly hooped with split wood saplings and thick rope handles fixed with large, decorative knots. The lack of gaps between the individual staves told Julius they were more than likely watertight.  
 
    The ease with which the slender young woman carried her two huge buckets made it immediately obvious that both of them were empty. 
 
    She said something in Molongan and jerked her head toward the open door behind her. When the professor didn’t move, she gave him an annoyed look and repeated herself more loudly, motioning for him to follow her. Abruptly, she turned and exited the room. 
 
    When Julius stepped across the threshold of his cell to join her, he found the answer to his question about the curious scraping noise he had heard. There, the other three handmaidens were on their hands and knees, diligently scrubbing the temple’s hallway.  
 
    Several wooden buckets of water stood next to them, identical to the ones carried by the girl who had unlocked his room, into which they dipped their sponges from time to time. So, he had been right, he smiled to himself. These buckets of theirs would hold water! 
 
    The women continued with their conversation while they worked. None of the three gave him so much as a glance.  
 
    Why should they? In their eyes, he was beneath them, lower than dirt, unworthy of their respect. He was the cuckold god, Pipu, whose wife, Tara’ana, had replaced him with a better, stronger lover, and any respect they might have had for him had certainly been destroyed by what happened last night. 
 
    Before he could wax too philosophical about the Molongans’ disdain for the god he was impersonating, someone elbowed him viciously in the side. A sharp pain shot through his ribs, knocking the air out of him. 
 
    “Ow!” the professor yelped, turning to face his unseen assailant. “What the…?” 
 
    He whipped his head around, and the words died in throat as his eyes fell on the smirking face of the black girl who had unlocked his door. The same girl who had so ruthlessly milked him last night.  
 
    The look of sheer contempt in her eyes made it obvious that he could expect more of such treatment if his assistance displeased her. 
 
    Still holding his gaze, as if daring him to protest, she dropped the two empty buckets on the floor in front of him. She gestured toward the other three handmaidens busily cleaning the stone floor and said something he couldn’t understand. Then, she pointed toward the temple doors down the hallway and repeated her statement. 
 
    Her Molongan words were still a mystery to him, but Julius understood her meaning well enough. They were running out of water, and they needed someone to fetch more. That someone was apparently Pipu. 
 
    Welcome to your new life, Julius thought bitterly as he nodded and took the buckets from the still-smirking Molongan girl. No breakfast, no ‘Good morning. How was your night? Did you sleep well?’ It was ‘up and at ‘em’. Ah! The life of a goddess’s minion. 
 
    His nuts felt better, he thought as he stooped and took the rope handles of the buckets in hand. Normally, such a motion would have been accompanied by a shooting pain from his swollen testicles. Now that he thought about it, they were a lot better. 
 
    Still, it would have been nice to sleep for an hour or two more. Especially considering all he had been through the previous night. He was worn out. On so many different levels. 
 
    He grumbled all the way down the temple steps and all the way down the street. He grumbled as he picked his way along the narrow jungle path that led to the river from which the village took its water. He was still grumbling as he filled the first of his two buckets with water. 
 
    By the time he reached for the second and had lowered it into the slowly moving water of the river, however, his irritation at being awaked so early had subsided. An entirely different thought had occurred to him. Maybe, just maybe, he would get to watch his wife and Boda when he returned to his room. 
 
    By that time, they would have awakened as well. They might, in fact, already be awake. The thought filled him with a sense of urgency. He didn’t want to miss anything. He had to hurry! 
 
    He pulled the second bucket from the stream, then snatched up both and started back up the trail toward the village. He moved at a shuffling, crab-like trot, impaired by the weight of his sloshing, precarious load, hurrying as best he could while trying hard not to spill too much. The last thing he wanted was to have to make another trip. 
 
    Tara’ana and her new husband were normally early risers, Julius knew. Today was something of an aberration. In fact, he considered, grunting under the weight of the two buckets, the only reason that they had still been abed when he woke up was probably the fact that the pair had made love four times last night, counting his milking session. 
 
    The blush returned to his cheeks as he mounted the steps to the temple. All too well he remembered how excited his wife had been last night. Fuck! He hadn’t seen Natalia that turned on since their wedding night! Not even the gangbang in the center of the village a few weeks ago when she had assumed the role of Tara’ana had gotten her that aroused. 
 
    There was something about the sight of Julius being milked by her handmaidens that seemed to light a fire inside her. After he had been led back to his room, he heard them begin again in the other room, their second round. She had made Boda service her twice more during the night.  
 
    Julius knew this for a fact, because they had awakened him both times. And, as always, he had gotten up to peer at them through the little grated window that separated the two rooms, in spite of the weariness that seemed to permeate every cell in his body. 
 
     It was no wonder that the goddess had decided to sleep in this morning. She and her Molongan lover had fucked like newlyweds last night, their coupling passionate and energetic. How could she not be exhausted? 
 
    Now, however, with the sun climbing over the tallest of the jungle’s trees, she was bound to be awake. And if there was one thing Tara’ana liked first thing in the morning, it was a stiff, hard cock between her legs. 
 
    Julius redoubled his efforts, drawing in a deep breath as he began to take the polished stone steps two at a time… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Out of breath, the professor placed the two buckets of water on the floor before the four women, then turned on his heel to go to his room. He was already salivating at the thought of what he would see once he got there. 
 
    He reached the thick oak door and was pushing it open when a hand on his shoulder stopped him. A woman said something that he couldn’t understand. Goosebumps popped up all along the back of Julius’s neck at the sound of that familiar voice so close behind him.  
 
    It was the same woman who had given him the buckets earlier, his tormentor from last night. Now, she was behind him again, as she had been when she manipulated his prostate so relentlessly with M’Tola’s wooden milking rods, and the memory that triggered caused the professor to shudder involuntarily. 
 
    She spoke again, more insistently. Her hand on his shoulder tugged him backwards. Away from the door to his cell. Away from the little window that was his only goal in life at the moment. Away from the sight of his beautiful Natalia and her well-hung Molongan lover. 
 
    What now? Julius wondered. He gritted his teeth in anger. What was so important? Why the fuck couldn’t she just leave him alone? All he wanted was to go back into his cell, so he could watch through the grating while Boda banged his wife again. Was that so much to ask? 
 
    When he turned his head, the native woman jerked her chin, beckoning for him to follow her. When he hesitated, she scowled and became more animated. Some other menial, idiotic, totally irrelevant task, no doubt, he said to himself with a deep and bitter sigh. Damn! Damn! Damn! 
 
    Protesting would get him nowhere. Of that much he was certain. For one thing, they couldn’t understand a word he said. Not that it would’ve made much difference if they had been able to understand him. 
 
    In the eyes of the Molongans, he was Pipu, the lowest in all their pantheon of gods, the arrogant fool who had betrayed his beautiful wife, Tara’ana, and had been brought to earth by her so that she could punish him properly. No way could he expect anything but another elbow to the ribs if he resisted. 
 
    The black woman took him by the arm and turned him to the right, tugging him behind her down the hall at the end of which lay the temple’s kitchen. His nose picked up the warm aroma of food cooking, and his stomach growled in urgent anticipation, reminding him that he had not yet had his breakfast. 
 
    Was that their destination, then? Julius wondered. Were they going to the kitchen? Maybe the cook needed him to sweep or carry out ashes. Or maybe she needed water, too. The thought of climbing the long flight of stairs again with two heavy buckets of water made him groan inwardly.  
 
    To Julius’s surprise, the Molongan woman stopped him halfway down the hallway. He felt the irritation rise within him once again. Now what? 
 
    So certain had he been that the kitchen was their destination that it took the professor a moment to realize just where they were. They had stopped before the entrance to the goddess’s chambers.  
 
    The usually closed door in front of them was ajar, as if waiting for them. Damn! The sight of the half-open door made his heart fall. So, he was too late. It had already happened. He had missed it, missed it all!  
 
    His beautiful wife had already been serviced by her black stud and had no doubt gone to take a nice, relaxing bath while her retinue cleaned her room. A retinue that now included her cuckolded husband, Pipu. 
 
    The black woman who had pulled him down the hall had merely taken him to Tara’ana’s room, Julius decided, so that he could change the soiled sheets, like he always did after one of her sweaty bouts of fornication with Boda. Double damn! He really had missed it! 
 
    When she pushed the door open and dragged him inside, the professor was startled to find that the room wasn’t empty. He stopped and stared, and a grin crept across his face, chasing away the angry scowl it had worn but a moment ago. 
 
    There was his gorgeous wife, his sweet Natalia, sitting on the edge of the bed with her hands crossed patiently in her lap. As usual, she was naked except for the gauzy wrap-around skirt that all Molongan women wore, her magnificent tits on full display.  
 
    He had seen his wife’s breasts a million times, but there was something about seeing her bare chested in the practically see-through skirt that never failed to send a shiver of eroticism down the professor spine. It was more like lingerie than actual clothing, emphasizing her feminine charms more than hiding them. Julius immediately felt his crotch stir at the sight. 
 
    The only other adornments that graced her beautiful body were the 40 golden anklets she had received during Pipu’s cuckolding ceremony. Each one served as a constant reminder of those two fateful nights, each symbolizing a man who had fucked his wife on that fateful night. 
 
    One of the men whose anklet Natalia wore sat next to her now, her new Molongan husband, Boda, bare chested, clad only in a leather loincloth that struggled to contain the bulge that lifted the narrow flap of leather, telling the professor that he wasn’t the only one enjoying the sight of his half-naked wife. 
 
    “It’s about time, sweetie!” Natalia giggled, grinning broadly. “I thought we were going to have to start without you!” 
 
    Start without him? Holy shit! Natalia had been delaying her morning romp, so he could watch! They had actually been waiting for him! He hadn’t missed anything! 
 
    The professor felt a surge of love and gratitude well up inside him. It was crazy. Insane. Some part of him still knew that, but the fact that she was thinking of him made him feel good. 
 
    With his full attention focused on his wife and Boda, Julius didn’t notice the Molongan woman leave until he heard the door close behind him. A glance over his shoulder confirmed that she had indeed gone. He was alone with the goddess and her lover. 
 
    “I had them bring your breakfast here,” his wife gestured toward a small table and a three-legged stool standing in the corner next to the bed. A small wooden tray perched atop the table held an assortment of tropical fruits, along with the Lolo’panaet root porridge that he ate practically every day. 
 
    I thought maybe you’d like a little private show while you ate,” she added, her tone overly casual. It was the voice she adopted when she was teasing him. As usual, it set the professor’s heart aflutter. 
 
    “Er… yes… Hell yes!” he agreed, nearly breaking his own neck with the speed of his nodding. “I would! I would, indeed!” 
 
    “I thought you might. Now, why don’t you have a seat, and we’ll get started?”  
 
    “Yes ma’am!” he smiled. A long, skinny finger pushed his glasses back up his thin nose as he hurried around the spacious bed toward the table where his breakfast awaited him. 
 
    This was new. This was completely new!  
 
    Up until last night, Julius had always watched through the little window in the wall. With that one exception, he had never been allowed such an up-close and personal view of the goddess’s coupling. And this time, it looked like they weren’t even going to chain him up! Hell, Tara’ana had had his breakfast brought here! 
 
    Julius’s heart pounded with excitement as he reached the corner, feeling like a flock of butterflies inside his chest. Not daring to take his eyes off the couple on the bed, he slid behind the little table and backed up until he felt the cool wood of the stool touch the backs of his legs. Gingerly, he lowered his bare butt to the seat. 
 
    Still watching his wife and her big black lover, he reached for a native fruit that he couldn’t identify. Plum-like in size and shape, it had a soft downy skin that covered a bright orange interior. Julius took a bite.  
 
    The taste exploded into his mouth, an all-out assault on his taste buds. It was unexpected, shocking in its intensity. Not unpleasant, just surprising. Julius paused, letting the sensations wash over him, savoring the unfamiliar. 
 
    The strange fruit had a spicy, powerful flavor, unlike anything he had tasted. It was somewhere between a pineapple and a banana, with the tart bite of cranberry. It was strange, exotic, delightful. Like so many things he had experienced on the island of Molonga, he thought with an inward smile. 
 
    Movement on the bed tore Julius’s attention away from his analysis of the mysterious, succulent morsel he was eating. In a flash, its novelty was forgotten. Something much more interesting now captured his attention. 
 
    Natalia and Boda were kissing.  
 
    The professor watched, wide-eyed, as their lips met. He watched their tongues dart into each other’s mouths, flickering and teasing, exploring each other. He popped the remainder of the unfamiliar fruit into his mouth and chewed it without tasting it. 
 
    She was turned away from him, and Julius watched Boda’s big black hand roam across the pale flesh of his wife’s naked back. The soft caress of her lover’s hand drew a low moan from her throat that made him shiver. 
 
    As always, Professor Stevenson felt the painful stab of jealousy pierce his aching heart. His love, his wife, his woman, his Talia… in the arms of another man. At the same time, his constrained dick throbbed with arousal in the unyielding bars of the cage that imprisoned him. It was the most exquisite torture. 
 
    The big black hand crept lower, sliding at a snail’s pace down Natalia’s spine while they made out. It looked like a huge tarantula crawling down the trunk of some ivory-hued tree. Inch by inch it moved toward the gauzy skirt that was her only clothing. 
 
    Oh my God! he thought, biting his lip to suppress the schoolgirl squeal of joy that threatened to escape his lips at any moment. Even though he had seen this all before, this time seemed different, more intimate, more intense.  
 
    This was awesome! Amazing! Inside his head, his mind was screaming with excitement. He really was an addict, he realized, but he didn’t care. Talk about your front row seat! 
 
    Without taking his eyes from Talia and her lover, he reached for another fruit, almost knocking the platter to the floor. Even then, he fumbled to catch it without looking down. He couldn’t bear to miss a single moment. 
 
    This time, his hands found a banana, which he peeled automatically and stuffed into his mouth. The hunger that had gnawed at his belly a moment ago now forgotten. His eating was more of a nervous reflex than a need for sustenance, just something to do while he watched his wife fuck. 
 
    It came as a surprise to Julius a few minutes later, when he reached for another piece of fruit, only to find the platter empty. He had apparently been cramming one article of food after another into his mouth while the two lovers explored each other on the bed in front of him.  
 
    They were taking their time, while he had been unconsciously stuffing his face. By the time Boda slipped his fingers into the top of Natalia’s skirt, the professor had finished the platter. He pushed it away from him with a sigh, feeling suddenly awkward and painfully self-conscious with nothing to occupy his hands. 
 
    At almost the same instant, he saw his wife’s hand come up and close over Boda’s, stopping his downward progress. Her hand reflected back the light from the candlesticks, drawing Julius’s eye to her finger. It was her ring. Her wedding ring. The only thing she wore that was from their former life. 
 
    Seeing it reminded Julius of just how much their lives had changed here on the island. Would they ever be able to find their way back? Physically or metaphorically…? 
 
    The professor blinked away the doubts that crowded into his mind. It was futile. There was nothing to be done on that score. Not at the present, anyway. So, why dwell on it? Why not just enjoy the moment? 
 
     Why had Natalia stopped Boda’s hand? Didn’t she want him to take her skirt off? Wasn’t that where all this was headed? Julius had certainly assumed so. But, perhaps she had something else in mind. 
 
    Wasn’t she going to fuck him? Had she changed her mind? Was she no longer in the mood? Headache? Or, and this thought horrified Julius far more than the other possibilities, had she changed her mind about having him in the room? 
 
    With a mouth as dry as cotton, he watched her lean forward to whisper something in her lover’s ear. A smile crept across Boda’s handsome, square-jawed face, and he nodded, murmuring something back to her. Then, Natalia took his hand and walked her knees around on the bed to face the stool where Julius sat, wondering just what in the fuck was going on. 
 
    “Come here,” she said to him with an impish smile, sitting back on her heels. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    As the confused Julius rose unsteadily to his feet, his wife’s hands slid up the long curve of her pale, slender torso to cup the underside of her big breasts. She jiggled them softly, biting her lip and letting her eyebrows bounce suggestively. “Come on, baby,” she cooed. “I won’t bite… much!” 
 
    It wasn’t particularly original. Julius was pretty sure he’d heard the same line in several movies. Still, campy and cliché as it might have been, hearing it from Natalia’s mouth sent a little tremor of fear/excitement down his spine. After all, was it really Natalia saying that, or Tara’ana?  
 
    Talia was a sweetheart. Always had been. Her alter-ego, on the other hand… Well, the Molongan goddess was still a bit of a wild card as far as the professor was concerned. Biting probably wasn’t something she would shy away from. 
 
    He had absolutely no idea what to expect as he slid onto the big bed next to his scantily clad wife and her huge black lover. The quiet chuckle from the enormous Molongan, in conjunction with the fiery glint in Talia’s eyes, told him it was going to be anything but mundane. 
 
    “Boda and I have been talking about it,” Natalia said softly, taking Julius’s hand when he was within reach.  
 
    Her touch was electric, sending a tremble down his arm. Julius felt the coolness of her wedding ring against his skin as he closed his hands on hers. 
 
    Being this close to his wife after so much time watching through his little portal had a profound, odd effect on him. It felt strange, foreign. Like he was talking to someone he didn’t know, almost. The added anticipation of what she was about to say next had his nerves on edge, jumping like a grasshopper on hot pavement.  
 
    God only knew where this conversation was headed. If his captivity on the island of Molonga had taught Professor Stevenson anything, it was that he couldn’t take anything for granted. Still, the recently discovered masochist in him yearned to know just what sort of debauchery they had in store for him. 
 
    “And in light of how last night went, we think it’s time Pipu had a little more active role in things.” 
 
    More active role? Last night? Oh fuck! Julius thought. What did that mean? 
 
    Last night, he had been treated to a royal ass-fucking by Tara’ana’s dildo-wielding handmaidens, who had relentlessly worked his prostate until he spooged in front of everyone. Were they planning a repeat of that? 
 
    His head snapped around to look at the door, and he breathed a long sigh of relief. It was closed still and Tara’ana’s faithful minions nowhere to be seen. Thank God! Though his milking had relieved the unbearable pressure in his aching balls, he was in no hurry to undergo that humiliation again. 
 
    “Wha… what kind of an active role?” he squeaked. Damn! Of all times to sound like a frightened schoolgirl! Shit! Julius cleared his throat and tried again, dropping his voice an octave, “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Well…” Natalia smiled, laying her soft, warm hands around his neck and leaning in to plant a tender kiss on his cheek. Julius felt her nipples brush his bare chest and felt his dick twitch in its cage. “You can start by unwrapping me for him.” 
 
    Her pale blue eyes made a suggestive downward motion. Her brows arched in expectation.  
 
    Unwrap? What was she talking about? It was hard to think with her sweet breath tickling the little hairs along the side of his neck. 
 
    In a daze, he followed her glance downwards. When his eyes came to rest on the see-through material pooled around her hips, realization dawned on the professor. She wanted him to take her skirt off. She wanted him to take her skirt off!! 
 
    Julius felt his frown relax, to be replaced by a broad grin. Meeting his wife’s eyes, he nodded feverishly. Immediately, he felt his hands begin to shake.  
 
    Since his imprisonment, this would be the first time he had actually been allowed to touch his wife’s body. Until that moment, he hadn’t realized just how much he had missed it. 
 
    With the euphoric, fiery eagerness of a child on Christmas day, Julius slid his hands down his wife’s smooth sides. The soft folds of paper-thin cloth that encircled her seemed to flow like water into his trembling fingers. 
 
    He gave an excited tug, eager to see her fully naked. Nothing happened. Another tug, more forceful and insistent than the last, brought nothing more than a patient, amused snicker from Natalia. 
 
    “You have to untie it, sweetie,” she whispered, shaking her head and giggling at him. “On the side.” 
 
    Boda joined in her laughter, his deep bass voice booming in the lavish room, echoing frightfully from the tall stone walls. He, too, shook his big, square-jawed head at the foolishness of Pipu. 
 
    Their laughter should have infuriated him. Instead, the cuckold felt his heart beat faster and his penis swell in its cage. With his cheeks burning, an embarrassed Julius groped around Talia’s waist, searching for the unseen knot that prevented the removal of the skirt.  
 
    As he fumbled along her shapely hip, the professor was stricken with the terrible notion that it might be secured by some unknown and exotic knot that he wouldn’t be able to undo. After all, he was an anthropologist, not a scoutmaster. But when his fingers found the bulge in the fabric, he breathed a sigh of relief to find it tied in a simple bow, like a pair of tennis shoes.  
 
    His fingers grasped one of the loose ends and pulled. Immediately, he felt the fabric around his wife’s hips slacken and droop. 
 
    “Good boy!” Natalia cooed.  
 
    Julius winced inwardly at the overt nature of her condescending tease and felt his traitorous dick give a delighted little hop inside its cage.  
 
    She’d seen something in his eyes, some hint of the excitement her laughter had aroused, and seized on it. If her husband liked being patronized, she seemed resolved to oblige him. 
 
    Julius made no reply. Instead, he grasped the now loose end of the wrapped fabric and began to slowly unwind it. Natalia lifted herself up onto her knees to make it easier for him. 
 
    The grace of her movement amazed him. Like a lioness, stretching in the African sun, she rose and thrust her bare, slender arms languidly over her head in a motion that was effortlessly sexy before bringing them down on her husband’s shoulders. 
 
    Round and round his hands went, stripping the gauzy material from her perfect body until her manicured pussy stared back at him. The small thatch of pubic hair was still styled in the shape of an arrowhead, the mark of the cuckoldress, Tara’ana. Julius couldn’t help but stare. 
 
    “Mmm,” she purred. “That’s much better!” She leaned forward, and he felt her soft, warm lips brush his cheek again. “Don’t you think?” 
 
    Julius muttered what he hoped sounded like an affirmative answer. The proximity of her naked form made it utterly impossible for his tortured mind to function properly. In spite of his release last night, the familiar ache had returned to his balls. 
 
    God, how he wanted her! To touch her, kiss her, lick her… to fuck her again like a husband should.  
 
    The memory of the things she could do to him with that supple, gorgeous body, pressed against his now, flared in his mind like an erupting volcano, igniting a blazing lust that scorched his heart and raced down his spine to set his crotch alight. 
 
    Closing his eyes, the professor inhaled deeply through his nose. Ah! The long-denied smell of his own wife! His nose took in her pale skin, her silky black hair. And beneath that, the musky scent of her arousal. The warm aroma of her filled his nostrils, short-circuiting his brain with its heady eroticism.  
 
    This wasn’t the scent of his wife, the aroma of the sweet Natalia that he knew so well. This woman smelled different. His nostrils flared as he gave her another sniff. Yes. There was no mistake about it. Completely different. 
 
    Everything about Natalia’s scent had been slowly changing since their arrival on the island of Molonga. Now, as he inhaled her womanly essence, the transformation seemed complete. 
 
    Without her usual soap, shampoo, deodorant, body wash, perfume, and whatever else she had used during their former life in civilization, she had, of necessity, gone native. Natalia had adopted the herbal concoctions used by Molongan women. She used their soaps, their cottage-made creams and ointments. 
 
    The effect of these natural products on her appearance had been subtle, but noticeable. Her pale skin had taken on a healthy glow, her hair shone like inky silk. But the thing that was most noticeable to her husband was the way these concoctions, influenced no doubt by her change in diet, had changed the way she smelled. 
 
    Tara’ana’s scent – and that was how Julius thought of it – was earthier, more exotic, more natural. She smelled of tropical flowers and aromatic jungle bark, of incense and equatorial fruits. It was so different from the odor of the young linguistics professor he had married. Like a different woman entirely. 
 
    Julius had always liked the way Natalia smelled. As a scientist, he was well aware of the important role that pheromones played in choosing a mate. For all her other admirable qualities, Natalia smelled good to him. It was that simple. 
 
    Some of the professor’s fondest memories were of burying his nose in her coal-black tresses, wrapping himself in her scent. It was like heaven. The strange thing was, he had begun to think that perhaps he liked the way Tara’ana smelled even better. 
 
    A strong hand shook his shoulder, tearing the anthropologist from his olfactory reveries. He looked up to see Boda kneeling next to him. He still wore his loincloth, but the leather flap jutted out boldly now, telegraphing his arousal to anyone who laid eyes on it. 
 
    The big Molongan gave him a cocky smile and muttered something that Julius couldn’t understand. 
 
    “He says you should make sure I’m ready for him,” Natalia translated. 
 
    “Ready? I… I mean… I don’t quite…” 
 
    “Down there, Julius,” she dipped her eyes. “He wants you to make sure I’m wet enough for his big cock.” 
 
    The professor paled at her lewd words, shocked at her vocabulary. It wasn’t the way his wife talked. Correction: that wasn’t the way Natalia talked. It was par for the course for Tara’ana. 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled. “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    He reached out a trembling hand toward her crotch. His heart was racing so hard he honestly thought he might have a heart attack.  
 
    The moment his finger made contact with Natalia’s sex, she sighed happily, “Mmmm!” The sound sent a thrill through her husband’s chest. 
 
    She was wet. No surprise there. They all knew she was wet. From what Julius could see, it was a constant state of affairs when Boda was near. His wife lusted after that big cock of his like a dog in heat, but instead of angering him, he found the fact insanely sexy. 
 
    He curled his middle finger into her puffy labia and felt her scalding juices immediately coat the intruding digit. Fuck! Wet wasn’t even the word for this! She was positively soaked! And hot…? It was like thrusting his finger into a freshly poured cup of tea. 
 
    “Well?” Natalia cooed. “What do you think?”  
 
    “Ugh… I… Yeah. You’re… seems good to me,” stammered Julius, licking his dry lips. “It’s pretty wet.” He fingered her pussy, pumping slowly in and out, savoring every second. God only knew when he would get to touch it again. 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know,” she teased. “Maybe you’d better use two fingers. He’s bigger than you, you know!”  
 
    The smile she gave him was half sweet, half cruel. She was enjoying torturing him. Julius knew it, but he didn’t care. The fact was, he was getting to play with his wife’s pussy. Anything that prolonged that was fine with him. He nodded, and another finger joined the first. 
 
    “Aah!” Talia smiled. “That’s more like it. In fact,” she rocked her hips against his hand, “I think you’d better use three fingers. He’s quite a bit bigger.” 
 
    As a third finger found its way up her steaming cunt, Julius realized for the first time just how easy it was for his wife to take them. Always before, she had protested anytime he had tried to use two fingers on her. She had been as tight as a clenched fist. Now, she felt different. 
 
    The professor couldn’t suppress an aroused groan as his mind connected the dots. It could’ve been his imagination. Things like this were supposed to be nothing more than a male fantasy. But it honestly seemed to him that his wife’s pussy had gotten looser under Boda’s continuous use. 
 
    That thought drove him insane with arousal. Since this whole crazy adventure had begun, his life had consisted of one degrading incident after another. Now this! 
 
    First, he had watched his wife taken by twenty Molongan men in the town square. Each of them had presented her with an anklet, which she still wore as a constant reminder of that night of debauched infidelity.  
 
    A few days later, it had happened again. Twenty more anklets had been placed on her other leg. Only, this time, things had gone further.  
 
    This time, when the Molongan men were finished fucking Tara’ana, the goddess had chosen a replacement for Pipu. Boda. The huge warrior had become Tara’ana’s new husband, and an iron cage had been placed around the cuckold god’s manhood. The whole village had watched his demotion. 
 
    Since then, he had, of course, been sex-free, locked up, watching his wife and her new lover through the tiny grating that separated their rooms in the temple. Humiliation heaped upon humiliation. His only relief had come at the hands of Tara’ana’s maidservants, who had milked his prostate mercilessly the night before. 
 
    Without waiting for her to tell him, Julius pushed a fourth finger into his wife’s sopping snatch and wondered if Boda had permanently stretched his wife with that enormous cock of his. It certainly felt that way.  
 
    He moved his fingers in and out of her, enjoying the slippery feel of her pussy around him for the first time in so long. Natalia sighed happily, rewarding his efforts with a warm, sweet smile that still held just a touch of smugness. Like so many times before, Julius wondered if his wife could read his mind. 
 
     She was having no trouble taking all four of his fingers, and he suspected that if he tried, he could fit his whole hand inside her! Fuck! If they were ever rescued, would she even be able to feel him after that monster? 
 
    Before he could give in to the temptation to try his whole fist, Natalia stopped him. Her tiny hands grasped his wrist. “That’s enough, baby,” she smiled. “We don’t want to keep Boda waiting, do we?” 
 
    Boda? Fuck Boda! Julius’s anger flared up at the mention of the man who now owned his wife’s body. But he quickly regained control of himself and shook his head. “No. I guess not.” 
 
    He started to move aside, to give Boda room for what was to come, but his wife’s hand remained solidly closed around his wrist. Julius looked back in confusion. 
 
    “What,” she asked with a raised eyebrow, “no goodbye kiss?” 
 
    “I… um… okay.”  
 
    He leaned in to kiss her lips, but she drew back and shook her head. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant,” she giggled. When he met her eyes, he found them filled with a mischievous light. “Here,” she said, “let me help you.” 
 
    With that, she placed a small hand in the center of his chest and pushed him down onto the bed. What the hell was going on? the professor wondered. A second later, his question was answered as his wife crawled across his chest and knelt above his face. 
 
    “Just a quick taste, though,” she smiled down at him. “I think Boda’s getting a little impatient.” Then, she lowered herself toward his waiting mouth. 
 
    Like Pavlov’s dog, Julius found himself salivating at the sight of his wife’s puffy sex, sinking down toward him. His caged cock felt like it might burst at any moment. 
 
    As soon as she was within reach, Julius attacked her snatch with the ferocity of a starving animal. He craned his neck up to spear her pink little flower with his tongue, darting through her folds and swirling up her gash to flick at her hard, little clitoris. 
 
    Surprised by his ardor, his wife gasped and flinched away from the initial contact, before lowering herself completely onto his hungry mouth. A few seconds later, a soulful moan from Natalia told him that his efforts were not in vain.  
 
    Julius sucked and licked at her, relishing the sweet treat he had been denied for so long. Just like the way she smelled, the taste of her pussy was simultaneously familiar and foreign. It was tangy and sweet, musky and wild, and it filled his senses, surrounding him with its intensity. 
 
    In spite of her earlier statement about him hurrying, Talia lingered on his face. With a short, gentle humping motion, she rode his mouth, grinding her clit against his nose while letting him work on her. Her fingers played with his hair as she smiled down on him from between her two magnificent tits. 
 
    More than simply enjoying the sensations of his eager tongue, Julius suspected that she was aroused by dominating him, by sitting on his face and “forcing” him to pleasure her. 
 
    She sat down hard on him, nearly smothering him as he brought her to the brink of orgasm, but Julius didn’t care. He was too turned on to worry about something so trivial as suffocation. 
 
    When her climax broke over her, he felt Talia’s slender thighs trembling on either side of his head. Ignoring his screaming lungs, he lashed at her steely clit as she came, soaking his face with her sweet nectar. It was exquisite, more supremely arousing than any other orgasm he had given her in all their years of marriage. 
 
    When she came down, panting and shuddering, he eased up, softly licking her soft lips while she composed herself once more. But, as they say, “all good things must come to an end”. And so it was with this tender moment of theirs. 
 
    “That’s enough, baby,” Natalia told him as she rose to her knees. There was a loud smack as Julius’s sucking lips lost contact with her labia. Another smile, a loving pat on the cheek. “I need Boda now.” 
 
    Just like that, she abandoned him, crawling away without so much as another glance to go to her black lover. As he wiped his wife’s juices from his face and tried to catch his breath, Julius felt the bed begin to move in a steady, rhythmic motion. He didn’t need to raise his head to figure out why. Boda was fucking his wife. 
 
    The sounds of sex quickly filled the room. Though she hadn’t said anything, Julius suddenly felt out of place lying on the same bed where his wife was fornicating with another man. He took a deep breath and moved back to his stool against the wall. 
 
    The scene before him was not so different from what he had witnessed through his little grating over the many weeks of his captivity on the island. This time, however, he was right there, in the room, surrounded by the sights and sounds and the intoxicating smells. 
 
    Boda was more than just big. He was massive. Everything about the man was larger than life, from his beefy shoulders to the log-like appendage that swung between his legs. At the moment, that appendage was sawing rapidly in and out of Julius’s wife. 
 
    It was painful for the professor to admit, but watching his wife beneath her huge black lover, he knew that he had never given her a fucking like this. The black warrior had only been inside her for a minute, maybe two, and already she was panting, more excited than she had ever been with him. Boda did it better. It was as simple as that. 
 
    As if to put an exclamation point to her husband’s conclusion, the beautiful twin orbs of Natalia’s crystal blue eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth fell open. The silky blackness of her hair fell in a wild spray across the pillow. Her cute little toes curled as the first of what he knew would be many orgasms crashed over her. 
 
    With the black warrior holding himself above her pliant body on his muscular arms, Julius could see his wife’s perfect breasts in the shadowy space between them. Her hard, pointed nipples described tight little circles as her heavy tits wobbled crazily with each of Boda’s determined thrusts. 
 
    God, she was beautiful! Breathtakingly so. And it always seemed to the professor that her beauty was at its greatest when she was taking her lover’s big black cock. 
 
    Boda rolled Tara’ana onto her stomach without removing his enormous, log-like cock from her spasming pussy. Julius saw her fingers bunch up the sheets on the bed in an iron grip. 
 
    Her lover settled on top of her soft, white body, scarcely missing a beat. His hips kept up their steady rhythm, humping into her from behind as she shuddered through the remnants of her orgasm. 
 
    The Molongan was a machine. A big, black, muscular machine that was purpose-built for fucking. And he seemed to know it.  
 
    Julius stared, wide-eyed, as the black man’s huge balls bounced off his wife’s cute little ass. Smack. Smack. Smack. They slapped against her tender flesh. It was impossible for the professor not to stare at the two egg-shaped orbs. 
 
    Boda’s balls were the largest Julius had ever seen. Even the pornstars he had seen on the internet paled in comparison with this. The man’s testicles looked like they belonged on a farm animal, not a human being. And as always, the sight of them filled Julius with an odd mixture of excitement and dread. 
 
    Not only were the man’s balls enormous, they also produced an improbable amount of sperm. Night after night, Julius had watched while the big man emptied them into his wife. He had gotten a firsthand look at the aftermath, had seen the flood of semen that had poured from her used body. It was an impressive, terrifying sight. 
 
    The terror it held was due in no small part to the ever-increasing probability that this Molongan warrior would impregnate Julius’s wife. In their life before, condoms had been their preferred form of birth control. Here on the island, there were no condoms. 
 
    How many times had the Molongan given Natalia his seed? Julius had no way of knowing. But he had seen enough through his iron grating to leave little doubt as to the risk of what was taking place in the other room. 
 
    Several times a day the huge black man fucked the pale goddess in her temple quarters. Every day. Every single day, without fail. He fucked her and fucked her. Then, he fucked her some more. And each time, his long cock ejaculated deep inside her, deeper than Julius had ever been. 
 
    With the amount of semen Boda was giving her, Natalia’s eventual pregnancy seemed almost certain if they were not rescued soon. For that matter, it might already be too late. 
 
    Mesmerized by the twin testicles bouncing off his wife’s engorged clit, Julius racked his brain, trying to remember when Natalia had gotten her last period. To his consternation, he realized he had absolutely no idea. He had never really paid attention to such things before. 
 
    Had the couple in the next room taken a break during the past few weeks? Had there been a week when the sound of their incessant fucking had been absent? Not that he remembered. Oh fuck! Did that mean…? 
 
    His brain balked, refusing to finish the question it had begun. His heart rate immediately went from rapid to insane, and his heart leapt to his throat. Natalia pregnant! And to another man! Oh God! That would be awful! So awful! 
 
    But then, why the fuck was his cock throbbing so intensely inside its cage? 
 
    A glance at his crotch showed the pink and purple flesh of his caged penis swelling out between the bars in all directions. In spite of its iron prison, it was desperately trying to get hard.  
 
    He couldn’t remember a time when the pressure had been worse. He throbbed and twitched with excitement. What the fuck was wrong with him? 
 
    The thought of his wife carrying Boda’s child was not a new one. Over the course of their stay on the island, it had been a constant companion, never been far from his tortured mind.  
 
    Somewhere during the past few weeks, the professor had come to a startling realization, an epiphany that rocked him to his core. As much as he hated the idea of his wife pregnant to her black lover, it had never once failed to arouse him. 
 
    It was true. There was no sense denying it any longer. The thought of Boda breeding his wife, while abhorrent and terrifying on one hand, was his most erotic fantasy on the other. It was all insane. Too intense for words. Impossible to explain. 
 
    Totally conflicting emotions, at odds with one another by their very definition, swirled within his tortured brain, causing his heart to pound against his ribs like a drum and his cock to swell even more painfully inside its cage. 
 
    He closed his eyes and let the feelings wash over him. He swallowed, took a deep breath, let it out in a drawn-out sigh. He really had become Pipu, after all, the cuckold whose wife now belonged to another man. And he hated it. And he loved it. Both at the same time. 
 
    His ears heard the familiar sound of Natalia climaxing. Her excited shrieks raised the roof of the temple, and Julius knew that her handmaidens in the hallway outside could hear their goddess cumming on Boda’s magnificent cock.  
 
    In his mind, he could see them giggling behind their hands, laughing at the cuckold god who was forced to watch his wife being taken by her mortal lover. And even that heightened his excitement. 
 
    When the professor opened his eyes once more, Boda looked like he was nearing a climax of his own. His thick, black hips were relentless, pounding against Tara’ana’s upturned butt with a ferocity that seemed designed to push her through the mattress.  
 
    But Natalia wsn’t complaining. On the contrary, her shrieks had grown shriller by the minute, and Julius suspected that she would peak again before Boda was finished. 
 
    Though it scarcely seemed credible, the black man’s pace increased yet again. The narrow, muscular hips were scarcely more than a blur, pistoning back and forth so quickly that Julius had trouble focusing. 
 
    Boda’s fucking of his white goddess was brutal, bordering on abusive. The sound of his dark flesh smacking against that of his pale prized drowned out every other sound, ringing in Julius’s overwrought ears like the trumpets of the apocalypse. It was a sight that froze the professor’s blood in his veins, the intensity almost too much to bear. 
 
    When he could no longer maintain his frantic jackhammering, Boda slowed and planted a well-aimed slap on Natalia’s soft ass that caused her to gasp aloud, followed immediately by another and then another. Smack! Smack! Julius sprang to his feet in alarm. 
 
    Had the Molongan lost his mind?! He had to put a stop to this. He was hurting her!  
 
    The anthropologist opened his mouth to protest, when his wife’s throaty moan stopped him in his tracks. His wide eyes caught sight of Talia’s gleeful face, twisted in an expression of otherworldly arousal. She was enjoying this! 
 
    With his heart hammering against his ribs, he closed his mouth and retook his perch next to the bed, noticing as he did that his swollen cock was leaking an embarrassing amount of pre-cum onto the wooden seat of his stool. 
 
    For her part, the professor’s wife mewled loudly in response to Boda’s spanking. She writhed in his big black hands, trembling like a leaf, grunting and grimacing with each blow of the huge black hand on her upturned ass, but pushing back at his insistent cock with increased eagerness. 
 
    Two more blows landed on her now-reddened butt cheeks, before Boda’s punishment ceased. With a knowing grin, the black warrior took her hips in his hands and began to fuck her with long powerful strokes that caused her tender flesh to ripple all the way to the small of her back. 
 
    Julius’s earlier prediction proved correct when, after no more than a dozen of the black warrior’s savage thrusts, she stiffened and screamed as a powerful orgasm overtook her. Her eyes rolled back into her skull, then snapped shut. Her mouth fell open, wailing and grunting. 
 
    Still thrusting into her shaking body from behind, Boda pulled the white goddess up before him and draped her arms around his neck, so that she was upright on her knees, facing her husband while she came. His two powerful hands clutched the feminine curves of her hips and he began to fuck her. 
 
    Eyes clenched tightly shut against the fierce intensity of the climax rippling through her, Natalia’s naked body was on full display. Her big tits were thrust out from her straining chest, bouncing quickly in time to her lover’s insistent jabs. Her long, pale neck flushed bright crimson as she came and came on the warrior’s thick cock. 
 
    Beneath her battered crotch, the professor’s disbelieving eyes could make out Boda’s big black nuts swinging rapidly to and fro in the shadows. On each forward thrust, they smacked against the tender pink of his wife’s stretched pussy like two fleshy wrecking balls, intent on pulverizing her hard, little clitoris. The two ebony spheres were soaked with his beautiful wife’s juices.  
 
    He gave an involuntary shudder as his mind once again turned to the dangerous cargo these two organs held. A cargo that would soon flood his wife’s very unprotected little pussy with billions of life-giving sperm. 
 
    Without realizing that he was doing it, the professor had been scooting forwards on his stool. The scene before him was so exciting, so riveting, that he unconsciously felt a need to get closer to the action, to be a part of what was about to happen.  
 
    As the erotic spectacle drew ever closer to its inevitable conclusion, the professor discovered to his surprise that his knees were pressed firmly against the bouncing mattress up on which his wife was being fucked within an inch of her life. They telegraphed every thrust to him, allowing him to experience his cuckolding through yet another of his senses. 
 
    Just as his overstrained heart felt like it would explode, Julius saw the Molongan’s face scrunch up in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. The big black hands around Natalia’s hips gripped her tightly and pulled her soft white ass tightly against him. He was going to cum. 
 
    With a final determined thrust, Boda sank his thick, black log into Natalia’s supple, willing body, mashing his huge balls up against her soft butt as the waves of pleasure overcame him. His head slumped forward with his damp forehead pressed against the back of his lover’s neck, and a low groan of ecstasy came from somewhere deep within him, undulating in time with the spasms that rocked his thick and muscular body. 
 
    Oh God! Julius’s brain screamed. This is it! He’s cumming inside my wife! 
 
    Talia climaxed again, set off by the feeling of Boda’s scalding seed spurting up into her. It was shorter this time and nowhere near as intense as the knee-trembler of just a moment ago, but it was more intimate, somehow, filled with a deep contentment and joy. 
 
    Her beautiful mouth fell open and the sweetest sound poured from her, the likes of which her husband had never heard. A deep, pulsating sound that was half-moan, half contented sigh. It was beautiful, shuddering and raw. The sound of a woman who had wholly surrendered herself to the grip of carnal pleasure. 
 
    It resonated through him, starting in his head and then flowing downward to fill his entire body with the sound of Natalia’s pleasure. His caged cock vibrated with excitement, hard as the iron that constrained it. 
 
    There was something so intimate about this sound, this strangely beautiful, totally unfamiliar noise coming from the woman he knew so intimately. The professor felt almost as though he were intruding on something that he was not meant to see. As though he shouldn’t be a part of this. He was a voyeur, an interloper. 
 
    Still held upright by the Molongan’s powerful arms, she writhed against him. Talia’s hips moved in a circular movement, grinding her ass against his crotch as she took his life-giving sperm. 
 
    Talia had never seemed more desirable to him. Her milky white skin shone in the candlelit chamber like fine alabaster, lightly damp with the perspiration of her copulation with her black lover.  
 
    Her heavy tits wobbled and danced before the professor’s eyes, and he yearned to touch them. Further down, the arrowhead of her pubic hair pointed toward the place where Boda was inseminating her. 
 
    On and on, the black man came, grunting softly while he squirted what must have been an impossible amount of semen up Natalia’s tight little snatch. 
 
    Her eyes, closed until now, opened lazily and came to rest on Julius. A strange smile curled the corners of her pretty lips.  
 
    “Yesss!” she hissed, staring unblinkingly, defiantly back at her husband. “Give it all to me! Fill me up!” 
 
    It seared Julius’s heart to witness his wife’s ecstasy at the hands of the black warrior. Her smile seemed more taunting than loving, her words like a kick to the groin. Jealousy, cold and black, clawed at his insides. 
 
    The feeling was magnified a thousand times over by his wife’s obvious eagerness for Boda’s seed. Even now, she pushed back at him, trying to milk every last drop from his big balls. But between the professor’s legs was a throbbing reminder of the confusing arousal that always accompanied his jealousy. 
 
    At long last, after what seemed like forever, the deed was done. Satiated, the black warrior slumped back onto his heels and released his white goddess. Julius saw his thick cock, still wet with their combined juices, sag against his muscular thigh. The shiny, thick snake of ebony flesh reached halfway to the man’s knee. 
 
    How long had it taken? Julius wondered. Boda’s insemination of my wife? 
 
    It seemed like an eternity, but his scientist’s mind told him that it could not have been more than a minute or two. But in that time, the professor had experienced a lifetime of conflicting emotions. 
 
    With a murmur of contentment, Natalia stretched out, catlike, on the mattress in front of him, her face coming to rest no more than a foot from where Julius’s knees pressed against the bed. 
 
    Her eyes remained locked on Julius’s, unyielding. The taunting, satisfied smile never left her beautiful face. Without looking back, she spoke a single word to Boda, and the black man rose immediately and left the room without a glance at the cuckold god who sat trembling on his stool. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The moment the door closed behind Boda, Natalia reached out to run a hand across Julius’s thigh, just above his knee. He flinched violently, as though she had slapped him. Every nerve in his body was alight, tingling with erotic tension. 
 
    She giggled at his reaction. “Easy, baby,” she cooed. “You need to relax!” 
 
    Relax! That was easy for her to say. In spite of last night’s milking, his nuts felt like they were going to explode. He had never been more sexually frustrated in his life! Though, if he were honest, that was something he told himself practically every day… 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” Talia asked in a voice that was syrupy sweet, with just a hint of cruelty. 
 
    “Yesss!” Julius replied through clenched teeth. 
 
    Her hand stroked upward along his inner thigh, climbing toward where the steel knot of agony throbbed between his legs. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said, “That’s very good. I certainly liked having you there.”  
 
    The warmth of her searching hand just kissed his cage before reversing direction and slowly stroking back down toward his trembling knee. Julius’s breath came in ragged gulps. This was the most physical contact he had been afforded in weeks, and it was almost more than he could bear. 
 
    “It’s always more intense for me when you’re watching,” she murmured as her hand changed direction once more and advanced toward his tingling genitals. 
 
    Julius gulped, his spine stiffening, anticipating the contact his body was begging for. 
 
    “Oh, I know that you’re always watching from your room, peeking at me through your little window like a naughty schoolboy, but I can’t see you. And I like to see you.” 
 
    “See me?” 
 
    “Mm hmm!” Her long fingers grazed the professor’s swollen balls, causing him to gasp out loud. 
 
    Again she giggled, relishing the power she held over him. “I like to see the look on your face when he puts that big, black cock of his inside me. I like the expression of shocked disbelief in your eyes when my new husband pumps me full of his hot cum!” 
 
    “Oh my God!” the professor choked. “Natalia!” 
 
    Her words sent his pounding heart into overdrive. She knew just what to say to him, just how to twist the dagger. His balls, already achy, now felt like someone was holding a candle beneath them. They burned and churned and boiled with a lust the likes of which he had never experienced. 
 
    “Mmm!” A fingernail slid sensuously along the underside of his tender scrotum, and Natalia smiled sadistically at the cold shiver that ran up her husband’s spine. She gave his balls a firm tap and snickered to hear him gasp in surprise. 
 
    Her voice seemed to drip with tease as she went on. “I just adore that look, Julius, that deliciously confused mixture of conflicting emotions on your face. Mmm! I love it so! 
 
    “I can see how much you hate what he’s doing to me and how much you love it! Especially when I’m taking his cum! Poor Julius! That really gets to you, doesn’t it, knowing that he’s doing that inside me? Knowing that another man was the first to fill me, and that you’ve never done that?” 
 
    “I… um,” the professor gulped. “Yes! Oh God, yes!” His ears were ringing. He had no idea what a heart attack actually felt like, but he imagined it was very similar to the way he felt at that moment. Though, perhaps with less testicular involvement. 
 
    The smile left Natalia’s face and her voice took on an exaggerated air of gravity when she spoke again. “You know, honey,” she said, “that brings up something we need to talk about. A subject we’ve both been avoiding all this time…” 
 
    Julius was silent, dreading and longing for her next words. His heart was in his throat. The leak from his cage seemed to increase. 
 
    Natalia took her hand from his aching balls and smiled at the wetness that glistened on her fingertips, the sticky result of his weeping cock. Shooting him a knowing look, she slowly and deliberately wiped her fingers on the fine sheets, then pushed herself up to a kneeling position.  
 
    Her breasts bobbed and swayed enticingly as she brushed her long black hair over her shoulder and sat back on her heels. For a moment, Julius didn’t even see her face, his full attention immediately went to his wife’s bare, beautiful tits before straying down to peek between her thighs.  
 
    He couldn’t help it. It was an automatic response to her nakedness. A knee-jerk reaction to her feminine charms. He was more than a little disappointed to find her legs closed too much for him to catch sight of the devastation Boda had wreaked. 
 
    Natalia waited for his eyes to come back up to meet hers, long enough for the moment to stretch out between them and build the tension to an unbearable level. Only when she was certain that she had his attention once more did she continue. When she spoke again, her beautiful face wore a look of mock concern. 
 
    “So,” she said, “we’ve been here for some time now. Do you have any idea how long?” 
 
    Julius shook his head. He had lost track. When his wife continued to eye him with an expectant look, he shrugged and offered, “Weeks, I suppose.” 
 
    Natalia smiled. “Months, more likely,” she said. “You were so sick during the first few days, I’m sure parts of it are a blur to you.” 
 
    That was true, the professor conceded inwardly. Parts of their stay on the island of Molonga were most definitely a blur, and not just the first few days. Everything about this crazy experience still seemed like some sort of weird dream. There were times even yet when he wondered if his mind weren’t playing tricks on him. 
 
    “Then, of course, there are no clocks here, no calendars. It’s easy to lose track of the passage of time,” Talia continued. “But in any case, I think we can both agree that it has been a long time since we first set foot on the island.” 
 
    The professor nodded. When she didn’t go on, he realized that she was, again, waiting for him to reply. “Yes,” he said. “A long time.” 
 
    “Right. And,” she gave him a mischievous grin, “during that time, I’ve been having an awful lot of sex.” She ran her hands up her torso to cup her big breasts, then let them slide down her flat stomach to caress the soft little patch of fur between her legs, still carefully trimmed into the shape of an arrowhead. “With my new husband, Boda.” 
 
    The name of the man who had replaced him in Natalia’s bed sent a chill racing down Julius’s spine, causing him to break eye contact and shiver involuntarily. For the briefest of instants, he entertained the faint hope that Natalia might not have noticed, but when his eyes met hers again, the playful wink she gave him shattered that illusion.  
 
    “So much sex!” she murmured. Her legs strayed open and her fingers delved further down into the shadows there, causing Julius to swallow hard. His poor, tortured dick seemed to be vibrating within the confines of its cage. 
 
    “Now, you and I both know,” she forged on, staring straight into his eyes as her fingers absently played with her swollen, freshly fucked pussy, “that I wasn’t able to take birth control pills.” 
 
    “Yes,” Julius nodded. His mouth felt like cotton. His ears rang so loudly that he wondered if she could hear it, too. 
 
    “Condoms were how we solved that little problem. And as I mentioned earlier,” she smirked, “you and I have never had sex without a condom.” 
 
    Julius found it hard to breathe. Nothing of what she was saying was news to him, but since their arrival on Molonga he had been doing everything in his power not to think about it. Natalia seemed hellbent on dragging his innermost fears out into the light of day, and the terror he felt was matched only by the throbbing of his overfilled nuts. 
 
    “Boda, on the other hand…” She let the words hang there, full of dread insinuation, until the professor had almost convinced himself that she was finished speaking. Then suddenly, as though there had been no break in the flow of conversation, she went on, “… has never used a condom with me.” 
 
    Julius wanted to put his hands over his ears. To hear his wife point out this disparity between her two “husbands” was humiliating. His mind filled with images of Boda pumping his sperm into Natalia, something he had never ever done. He felt his blush deepen at the thought. 
 
    As usual, his idiotic cock had a mind of its own, bobbing and pulsing excitedly inside its iron prison. 
 
    “Night after night, he has filled me with his seed. Sometimes four or five times a day.”  
 
    A rhythmic squelching sound reached Julius’s ears, telling him that Natalia was now plunging her fingers into the soupy mess left by her Molongan lover. He bit his lip to keep from groaning. 
 
    “I’ve lost track of how many times he’s cum inside me. It’s been a lot. A lot of cum. Too much, maybe.” 
 
    Too much. Now, the professor really did want to put his hands over his ears. He knew what she was about to say, knew where this fateful conversation was headed as sure as he knew that the sun rose in the east. He didn’t want to hear the words that he knew were coming, and yet he longed for her to say them. His arousal and the pressure in his balls grew with each passing second. 
 
    On the bed, Natalia shuffled forward until her knees were touching his. Julius felt the welcome, familiar warmth of her skin on his. She was still damp with sweat, the result of her recent exertions. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek, and he felt himself tremble in anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    He gasped when he felt her take his aching balls in her hand and give them a gentle squeeze. Her breath hot against his cheek, she brought her lips to his ear as she continued what had now ceased to be a conversation and instead become a monologue of erotic teasing. 
 
    “I suppose there really wasn’t another choice. I mean, as far as anyone here knows, I am Tara’ana, the vengeful goddess who has come to earth to cuckold her husband and mate with a mortal. It would have surely seemed strange to them if I had taken any sort of precautions…” 
 
    Oh God! Julius thought. Was she saying that…? 
 
    “Not that there were really many options. There aren’t any condoms on the island, are there? No. I just had to go with it. Take him bare and hope for the best. What other choice did I have?” 
 
    Her warm breath tickled the tiny hairs on his neck. The wet sloshing sounds that travelled up from below told him that one hand had found her cum-filled pussy again. The warm little fingers of the hand that held his caged manhood had begun to knead and tug at him, an odd, though not altogether unpleasant sensation. 
 
    “But hoping for the best, my dear husband, is not a very effective means of birth control.” 
 
    The breath that seemed to leap into his lungs was long and shuddering. As turned on as he was at that moment, Julius wished more than anything he could make this whole conversation go away. 
 
    “It was only a matter of time, I suppose,” she murmured. “With all that cum he’s been giving me.” 
 
    She fingered herself faster, obvious excited by her own words. The hand that held his swollen, churning balls sped up its jiggling, unconsciously keeping time.  
 
    Julius felt faint. The world around him was fuzzy and lopsided. He felt like he was stuck in some avant-garde surrealist painting. 
 
    Dear God! he thought. Was this really happening? Was she really saying what he thought she was saying? But she seemed so comfortable with the idea. Almost like she wanted it to be true! 
 
    “Are you…? Did he…?” Julius’s voice squeaked when he tried to talk. The sentences refused to finish themselves, trailing off into nothingness as his mind rebelled at confronting this, his deepest fear. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Talia hummed in his ear. The wet sounds from her fingers got louder and faster. She was really going at it now, openly bringing herself off as she spoke. “I don’t know. I’m not sure. But you know how regular my periods normally are…” 
 
    It was true. Her menstrual cycle was ordinarily so regular that he could have set his watch by them. Not once since they had been married had she been late by even so much as a single day. 
 
    “It should have started two days ago,” she whispered. “I… I’m… late!” 
 
    The last word exploded from her mouth in a puff of breath that beat against the side of his neck and raised a row of goosebumps that extended up beneath his hairline. Julius felt her body stiffen and realized she was orgasming again.  
 
    What the fuck?! Natalia had just masturbated to orgasm while telling him that her black lover had possibly impregnated her?! 
 
    As orgasms went, this was only a moderate one. Nothing like the massive, bone-cracking climax Boda had given her earlier. But the fact that she had cum spoke volumes. 
 
    It tore his heart in two to think that she was turned on by the thought of carrying the Molongan warrior’s child. But more disturbingly, it fanned into a raging inferno his smoldering cuckold lust. A pained groan burst unwanted and unanticipated from his throat, betraying his excitement. 
 
    His cock cage had become a faucet, pouring forth an uninterrupted stream of clear liquid that drizzled onto his wife’s jiggling hand. Fuck, he was turned on! And Natalia knew it.  
 
    No sooner had her orgasm subsided than she leaned in and began to whisper the filthiest taunts into his eager ear. The playfulness of a moment before was gone now. In its place was harder, crueler, more intensely erotic teasing that had the cuckold professor fighting to control his breathing. 
 
    “You like that idea, huh? Your sweet little wife pregnant. And no chance it could be yours. Does that turn you on, Pipu?” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he hissed.  
 
    “Answer me! Does that do it for you? Knowing that he’s fucked his little black baby into your wife?” 
 
    “Natalia! Oh! Oh my God! Oh no!” 
 
    “Tara’ana,” she reminded him with a wicked smile. As though to emphasize her point, she gave his bloated balls a squeeze and bit her lip when his manhood twitched in her hand. Her eyes danced with delight as she tortured him, causing the professor to groan again.  
 
    His hips arched up at her, thrusting in midair, desperate and aroused, trying to satisfy his need for physical stimulation. His motions reflexively mimicked the act of intercourse, even though his dick was still securely locked in its cage. Natalia giggled at his frustrated antics. 
 
    “Oh, you poor thing! So excited! Boda got there before you, didn’t he? What does that feel like, my little cuckold? Knowing that your wife has another man’s baby inside her?” 
 
    He noted that her pregnancy had become a fact in her version of the story, rather than simply a possibility. His rational mind knew that she was doing this to torture him, but that did nothing to diminish the effect.  
 
    His body shook. His heart was doing laps inside his chest, looking for a way out. He could feel his pulse racing. His breathing was shallow and rapid, half panicky. Like someone who had been in an accident and was starting to go into shock.  
 
    It seemed like he could no longer deal with his world. It was too much. All of it. Boda. Natalia. His cage. Her possibly pregnant to her black lover. Too much. Too much. 
 
    His overwrought brain short circuited, simultaneously replaying every scene he had witnessed over the long weeks he had spent peering through his little, iron-shod window. All at once, like ten thousand televisions each showing a different program.  
 
    At that very moment, when he was most vulnerable, teetering on the brink and wondering if his sanity were slipping from his grasp, Natalia accidentally did the one thing that could make the whole situation just that much more surreal and outrageous. 
 
    Without releasing his tender balls, she brought her other hand up to wrap around his cage. The same hand she had used to get herself off just minutes before. 
 
    “Ooops!” she giggled. Her voice had a higher pitch to it that Julius noticed immediately. There was an excited undertone that hadn’t been there a few seconds ago. 
 
    Julius felt it before he saw it, a strange sticky, warm wetness that he couldn’t place. Confused, he looked down at his cock, searching for an explanation. What he saw there made the professor’s blood run cold. 
 
    His wife’s hand, fresh from her recently fucked snatch, was coated in Boda’s semen. In reaching for him, she had spread a generous amount of that semen to his caged cock. The warm wet feeling that had so confused him a moment before had been the seed of the man who had impregnated his beautiful wife! 
 
    When his eyes shot up to hers, she arched an eyebrow and said, “Looks like you got some, too.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he blurted. 
 
    It was the final straw. Like an atomic bomb of emotions going off inside his head. Humiliation, revulsion, fear, arousal, denial, submission, and a thousand other feelings he had no name for all swirled inside his tortured skull. It was too fucking much! 
 
    His eyes clamped tightly shut, as though he could block out the images flooding his consciousness, followed a split second later by his mouth. He gritted his teeth and held his breath as his entire body tightened into a painful ball of tension.  
 
    Involuntarily, he shook his head back and forth, as though he could will away this whole situation with his denial. His back arched and the tendons along his neck turned to steel cables beneath his skin. The racing of his heart no longer consisted of individual beats, just a steady, constant roar.  
 
    Then, his whole world exploded in a flash of searing heat. 
 
    He was having a seizure. He was just sure of it. Possibly a stroke. Or an aneurism. That he was somehow dying, he knew for certain. How could he survive, feeling the way he did?  
 
    “Aaaargh!” he groaned, still holding his breath. Through the cloak of darkness that surrounded him like his own personal cocoon, he felt his dick pulse hard inside its iron cage. Harder than before, different somehow, more insistent. Almost painful in its fiery intensity. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Natalia squeaked. “Yes!” 
 
    The shock in his wife’s voice penetrated the blackness, causing him to open his eyes. When he did, he looked down in time to see a thick jet of cum slurp from the end of his cage to splash on the sheets in front of him. He stared at it in surprise. 
 
    Julius’s mouth flew open in an enormous gasp, giving in to his lungs’ screams for oxygen. Again, it happened. Another jet of cum, somewhat smaller than the first, hurtled out the end of his iron cage. He was cumming, and yet he wasn’t. 
 
    It was the strangest sensation. He could feel himself spurting, feel the contractions jolting through his groin like a hammer blow. He could see the milky white sperm on the sheets and knew that it was his. And yet, there was none of the satisfying glow that usually surrounded him when he came. 
 
    In its place was a frustrating sort of tension that remained unabated throughout his climax. It had more in common with the milking he had received at the hands of Tara’ana’s maidservants the night before than with the true orgasm he so desperately longed for. 
 
    His spurts were short-lived. Twice, three times he pulsed and shot. The fourth was an apologetic trickle. The fifth merely a twitch, an afterthought that produced no liquid. 
 
    “Oh my God, baby!” Natalia gushed, petting his now painfully sensitive cock. “You came with your cage on. Without M’Tola’s milking sticks. I had no idea that was even possible! That was amazing!” 
 
    Julius smiled wanly back at her, uncertain how to feel about Natalia’s enthusiasm. The climax had done nothing to relieve the tension that gripped him in its iron embrace. He was still horny, still unsatisfied. And as far as anyone knew, his wife was still pregnant with Boda’s child… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Pregnant.  
 
    The word carried an ocean freighter full of baggage. A million meanings for a million different people. 
 
    For so many couples, it represented their fondest hope. For others, it was the very embodiment of their deepest fears.  
 
    To a husband and wife with a steady income, it could mean joy unending. To a high school dropout forced to eke out a living waiting tables to support an unintended child, it might mean a lifetime of sorrow and regret. It all depended upon circumstances, on the people involved. 
 
    At that particular moment, however, Julius couldn’t have cared less about any of those people. He had problems enough of his own. His mind was still grappling with his wife’s possible pregnancy and all the myriad ways it could affect their lives. 
 
    He had no idea how late it was. If he had been forced to guess, he would have said that it was sometime around 1 o’clock in the morning. Certainly after midnight. 
 
    The deep velvety black of the humid jungle night lay like a warm blanket across the island, stifling in its impenetrable closeness. The air was so thick it was hard to breathe. A blacker and darker hour, the professor had never known. 
 
    He was alone in his cell. As always. Alone with his thoughts. As alone as a man could possibly be alone.  
 
    Beyond the walls of the sleeping village, the birds and animals of the forest were quiet. Even they, apparently, had called it a day and gone to their rest. But for him, sleep was nothing more than a forlorn hope. He might as well have wished for a pair of wings. Sleep was just as impossible. 
 
    Pregnant. Dear God! This was awful! 
 
    He tried to calm himself, to tell himself that nothing was certain. They didn’t actually know that Natalia was pregnant. She was just late.  
 
    Women’s menstrual cycles were sometimes late. Everyone knew that. It might mean nothing. Just a hormonal glitch, or something brought on by stress or a change in diet.  
 
    Hell, like everyone else on the island, Natalia was taking the Lolo’panaet root. The Molongan panacea. Maybe it was messing with her system. Yeah! That was probably it! Maybe it had thrown her hormones out of whack. That would make sense! It was possible. Definitely. 
 
    But no matter how hard he tried to allay his own fears, his mind kept circling like a hungry vulture back to the word: “pregnant”. 
 
    Pregnant. And not by him. 
 
    All through his long ordeal, the idea had been there, gnawing at the back of his mind like a rat on the corner of a box. Every time he had watched his gorgeous wife spread her long, white legs for Boda, the thought had been there.  
 
    He knew the risk that she was taking, knew what could and probably would happen, no matter how hard he tried not to think about it. Each time the huge black warrior had emptied his big black balls inside her fertile womb, the fear and worry had shot to the surface like a wine cork held too long beneath the water. 
 
    To his shame, the professor had to admit that the idea had, at the time, actually been exciting. Very exciting, in fact!  
 
    Oh, it wasn’t that he had really wanted the Molongan warrior to breed his pretty white wife. Not really. But watching him try to breed her…  
 
    At the time, he hadn’t consciously defined it like that to himself, not in those exact terms. But that was what was going on. All the sex between the two, all unprotected. He had hardly been ignorant of the risk they were taking. 
 
    There had been something about the risk that had turned him on. And the arousal he had felt was not a minor one. It was sick, twisted, and deliciously naughty. It cut straight to the bone, inflaming him in a way that he still couldn’t explain. Even to himself. 
 
    To tell the truth, the professor was more than a little uncomfortable with his arousal. It wasn’t normal. In fact, it was decidedly abnormal. What right-thinking man got off on the sight of his wife being fucked by another man? That was fucked up. Definitely beyond what was ordinary. 
 
    But as weird as it was, getting off on watching your wife spread her legs for other men was one thing. What sort of total, irredeemable, certifiable wacko would actually find the thought of her risking pregnancy with that man erotic? That was seriously twisted! 
 
    Maybe it was like playing with fire, he tried to rationalize. Half of the fun lay in the knowledge that you could get burned. The problem was that if you played with fire long enough, eventually you always got burned. 
 
    Was that what had happened here? Had they gotten burned? 
 
    Damn! 
 
    Pregnant. The more he thought about it, the more he became aware of the utter, terrible finality of the word. It was like a period or an exclamation point that put an end to a sentence. It was all fun and games until that word showed up. Then, the game was fucking over! 
 
    But that was just it. It wasn’t over. It wasn’t over by a long shot. In fact, in so many ways, it was just the beginning. 
 
    If Mr. Albert would just show up, there might be a way out! Where was he? Dammit! What was keeping the man? They needed to get off the island! 
 
    Even as his mind formed the thought, Julius knew he was being foolish. It was too late for that.  
 
    Early on in their marriage, Natalia had made it abundantly clear to him that, although she supported the rights of women to make their own decisions in such matters, abortion was out of the question for her personally. Even if they were able to return to civilization, whatever baby she had growing inside her would be carried to term. 
 
    The idea of rescue had become more of a theoretical entity to him at this point, anyway. It had been a long, long time since Mr. Albert had left them in the jungle. A long time with no indication that any sort of help was on the way. With each passing day, the likelihood of his return grew less and less.  
 
    He had begun the painful process of accepting the fact that he and Natalia would live out their lives on the island of Molonga. Though the idea rankled him still, he was coming to terms with the reality of the situation. The island would be their home from now on. Whatever happened with regard to any love child with her second husband, Boda, would happen there. 
 
    When that time came, how would it all work? Assuming that Natalia even was pregnant, he reminded himself.  
 
    He had little doubt that the Molongans knew how to handle pregnancies. In spite of his initial misgivings, the professor now had more faith in the medical abilities of M’Tola, the village’s witch doctor, than he did in his own general practitioner back in the ‘real world’.  
 
    The actual physical process of bringing a new baby into the world would hardly tax the witch doctor’s skills. That part was covered. But what about the rest? 
 
    Once the baby came, what then? 
 
    Was he destined to watch through his grating while Boda and Natalia raised their son or daughter in the room next to his? Isolated? Cut off from the woman who had been his wife for so many years, forced to take a backseat while she moved on with her new husband?  
 
    Then another thought occurred to him, one that did nothing to ease his mind. He swung his legs to the floor and surged upright. In the stillness of the room, he began to pace back and forth as he pondered this new possibility. 
 
     What if Natalia wanted him to be more directly involved in the rearing of her child? Not as a father, not as the man of the household, but rather… Oh shit!  
 
    What if his destiny was to play the nanny to his wife’s offspring with Boda? He could see it now: Natalia’s cuckold babysitter, keeping watch over her ever-growing brood while she relentlessly fornicated with his replacement in the next room… 
 
    They might even move the crib into his room. Freeing them up to do God knows what in Tara’ana’s chamber. 
 
    How would he stand it? The shame. The humiliation. The accusing, laughing eyes that would follow him wherever he went. 
 
    It was difficult, playing this role. Pipu, the cuckold god. Doomed to watch his pale goddess wife, Tara’ana, mate with another. 
 
    From the beginning, the professor had known that in the legends of the Molongans, Tara’ana rewarded her wayward husband for his unfaithful ways by allowing herself to be impregnated by a mortal man. It was prophesied. Their destiny.  
 
    But those were just stories, he had told himself. Mythology. A sort of parable to remind the people of the importance of marital fidelity. He didn’t believe in destiny. Or prophecy. 
 
    Now, it looked like the prophecy he didn’t believe in might just be coming true. Pipu would get his final punishment, just as the scrolls had foretold. The professor’s doubts about Molongan prophecies would be irrelevant. 
 
    His mind turned again to the image of himself bouncing a little black baby on his knee. It wasn’t hard to imagine himself in that role. Especially not now that Boda had completely taken over the carnal aspects of his marriage. What other use was he? 
 
    Tara’ana’s nanny. That was what he was headed for. He could feel it in his bones. Shaking his head, he swore to himself under his breath, the sound bouncing back at him with an accusing hiss from the stone walls of his cell. 
 
    That would be the final straw, the last nail in the coffin of his manhood. If Natalia harbored any last vestiges of respect for him, that would surely kill them. 
 
    He would be the laughing stock of the entire village. Even more than he already was, with his caged dick and his wife parading her infidelity like a badge of honor for everyone to see. How much worse would it be when he trotted along behind her with Boda’s lovechild on his arm? 
 
    Natalia’s reaction to the possibility of her own pregnancy baffled and worried him. At the time, he had been too turned on to notice it. But with solitude and reflection came the realization that she had shown no sign of being upset. If anything, she had seemed pleased by the prospect. 
 
    Was she pleased, or was she putting up a brave front so that he would know she was just as scared and devastated as he was? Was she actually glad that Boda had managed to impregnate her, or was her reaction just a part of the teasing she had become so skillful at? Julius couldn’t honestly say. 
 
    In a million different ways, Natalia was becoming harder and harder for him to read. The closeness they had shared as husband and wife had faded. She was a different person, and maybe he was too. 
 
    Talia was more confident, more assertive and aggressive, and infinitely more sexual. She was more like Tara’ana.  
 
    It was possible, then, that Natalia really did welcome the idea of carrying Boda’s child. In addition to their obvious sexual compatibility, Julius could see that tender affection had developed between the two lovers. Maybe his wife was in love with her Molongan warrior. 
 
    Had he lost her then? His beautiful, perfect Natalia, the love of his life? With her lover’s baby growing inside her womb and the obvious closeness between the two of them, did she still love him at all? Or was he nothing more than a pathetic figure for her, a reminder of the past that no longer existed? Of no further use to her, like his caged penis? 
 
    The thought was like a physical blow, causing a searing jolt of pain to tear through his heart.  
 
    The professor took a long, ragged breath and felt bitter tears sting the corners of his eyes. He blinked them away angrily, swallowing the lump that had formed in his throat. Fuck that! No way was he going to cry. Not yet. But it wouldn’t have taken much to start the flow of tears that he knew, once started, would be hard to stop again. 
 
    He was getting carried away. His imagination running amok. He was too tired to think clearly. The rational part of his brain knew that, knew that he was being unreasonable. But that didn’t change the way he felt. In his broken heart, there was no end to the humiliating degradation he might be subjected to now that his wife had managed to conceive with her jungle lover. 
 
    On top of the exhaustion that made his bones ache in places he didn’t even know he had, he was stressed over this latest development. Now, all alone in the darkness of the cuckold god’s cell, his mind was going to dark places that had nothing to do with reality. At least, he hoped that was the case. 
 
    The professor needed sleep. That much was a given. Needed it desperately. He was dead beat, more tired than he could remember being. In the morning, things wouldn’t look so bleak. Everything looked better in the warm light of day. He just needed to get some shuteye.  
 
    And still, the very sleep that would make things better, the sleep that might provide perspective and calm his tattered nerves continued to elude him. Wound too tight, he just couldn’t make himself give up his pacing and lay down on his bed. The thoughts and fears that haunted him gave him no respite. 
 
    Back and forth, up and down the stone floor, he walked, muttering to himself in the darkness. Finally, just before dawn, the exhausted anthropologist flopped onto the bed, worn down by sheer exhaustion, and fell into a fitful sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    The next day dawned cool and windy, with a promise of rain. Great towering banks of gray clouds crowded the horizon as far as the eye could see in all directions, obscuring the normally distinct line that formed the boundary between the sea and the sky.  
 
    Both the village and the jungle that surrounded it were cloaked in an eerie silence, waiting for the first drops to fall from the heavens. 
 
    The opening of the door of his cell that roused him from his slumber came too early for Julius’s liking. He didn’t know how long he’d been asleep, but it couldn’t have been more than three or four hours. 
 
    As usual, there had been no knock. Tara’ana’s retinue would never deign to show so much respect for the cuckold god Pipu. In the hierarchy of the temple, he ranked below the lowest of the servants. 
 
    The opening of the heavy, oaken door was preceded by the rattle of the key. It was all the warning he got before one of the dark-skinned young women barged into his cell and motioned for him to follow her with a sneer on her full lips. 
 
    Julius was growing accustomed to the Molongans disdain for him. It no longer carried with it the sting it once had. He was getting used to it. Over the weeks and months of his stay on the island, he had found himself growing accustomed to a great many things. 
 
    As on the previous day, the four black girls who were Tara’ana’s handmaidens were busily scrubbing the floors of the temple. This time, their efforts had been turned toward the main worship hall. And as before, he was tasked with fetching them water. 
 
    By the time he had descended the great stairway of the temple, the professor had managed to shake off the fog of sleepiness that still clung to his exhausted brain. By the time he reached the river, his thoughts had once again returned to his wife’s possible pregnancy. 
 
    Last night, he had finally succeeded in coaxing his agitated mind to sleep by telling himself that everything would look better in the morning. Now that morning had come, he couldn’t honestly claim that he had been correct. 
 
    Perhaps it was the bleak, steely-gray sky frowning down on him, or the silence of the usually animated forest before him. Then again, perhaps it was simply the very real possibility that his wife was at that moment carrying the child of her musclebound Molongan lover inside her womb. Whatever the cause, Julius felt no better than he had last night. 
 
    At some point in the wee hours of the morning, after many hours of deliberation and searching for an out, the professor had come to the rather annoying realization, that there really was not much he could do about it. Nothing in fact. Whatever the situation might be, pregnant or not, he could do absolutely nothing to change it.  
 
    His life was fucked. Totally and completely out of his control. And while it rankled him to his very core, it was just something he was going to have to accept. What other choice did he have? 
 
    He filled his buckets with a sigh of resignation, then turned on feet made of lead and began to trudge back toward the village. Would they let him watch again today? he wondered. Up close and personal? Were they waiting on him in Tara’ana’s chamber? Delaying the start of their morning copulation until their spectator had taken his seat in the corner? 
 
    His steps quickened, and a sly little smile curled the corners of his mouth. It was pathetic, he knew. He was pathetic. But that didn’t stop a thrill of cuckold arousal from running down his spine at the thought of once again having a front row seat when his beautiful wife spread those gorgeous long legs of hers for Boda. 
 
    Hope replaced the despair that had weighed so heavily upon his heart since his wife’s revelation last night. She might very well be pregnant. And he might not be able to do anything about it. So why focus on that? 
 
    The fact remained, Julius dearly loved watching Natalia be bad. And the chance to witness it in such close proximity again had him practically salivating. He shrugged off the worry and hurried toward the temple as the first few spits of rain began to pelt the dust of the path. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tara’ana and Boda had indeed been waiting on Julius in the goddess’s chamber. His breakfast had been laid out on the little table in the corner beside her bed. Once more, that bed was to become the site of his wife’s masterful fucking at the hands of her Molongan lover. And Julius greedily drank in every last detail. 
 
    As always, it served as a stark reminder that his wife’s body now belonged to another man. A man who fucked her like he never had and never could. And, as always, it filled his cuckold heart with that strange, intoxicating mixture of jealousy and mind-numbing arousal that he had come to crave like an addictive drug. 
 
    It had been different this time in one respect, however. On this occasion, as he watched Boda put his wife through her paces in an imaginative variety of positions, the professor found his gaze straying time and again to her flat little belly, where he was now thoroughly convinced that Boda’s lovechild was growing. 
 
    The next day was much the same, as was the day after that. Up at dawn, down to the river to fill his buckets, then back up to the temple to watch Boda pound his wife. All the while, his mind was full of the ominous fact that the Molongan had very likely impregnated her. 
 
    Day after day, it was the same. They fucked. The heartbroken, yet oddly excited cuckold watched. 
 
    To his disappointment, Natalia was more careful in teasing him after his surprise orgasm. She taunted and teased him, occasionally stroking his caged cock, but she was obviously avoiding letting him cum. She liked him frustrated and excited. 
 
     As the long days passed, the strangeness wore off. Novelty gave way to familiarity. It became his new normal, his daily routine. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, the idea of Natalia’s pregnancy also lost its shocking dread and became normal for him. Once that happened, Julius’s mind began immediately to incorporate it into the general eroticism of his situation. This new development started to turn him on. 
 
    It started to turn him on a lot. It was, in point of fact, the most searing-hot arousal he had ever known. 
 
    Hot coals dumped into his chest that burned their way down to his aching balls. In fact, he could feel it becoming a fixation. It still made him jealous as fuck to think about what Boda had done to her, but in a good way. 
 
    There was something so sexy, so devastatingly, hopelessly, heartbreakingly erotic about the idea. He, Natalia’s rightful husband, had never so much as fucked his wife without a condom, never spilled a drop of his own semen inside her. And now Boda, a savage, a black-skinned warrior from a primitive race of island people, had managed to impregnate her! 
 
    It was humiliating. It was degrading. It made him feel like less of a man. He was painfully self-conscious when he faced his wife, unable to hold her gaze without blushing. In some strange, fucked up way, that made it all even more exciting for the professor. 
 
    He thought about it when he was alone. When he was helping Tara’ana’s handmaidens with their chores, when he was trying to go to sleep at night. He thought about it all the time. Every time he thought about it, his cock swelled, threatening to crack the unyielding bars of its iron cage. 
 
    Naturally, it was at its worst when he was watching them. The sight of Boda, balls-deep inside Natalia’s tight, white pussy, served as a constant, immediate reminder that the man had replaced him and succeeded in breeding his beautiful, raven-haired wife. 
 
    Every time he saw her, Julius’s hungry eyes searched his wife’s pale, slender body for any sign of the pregnancy he now accepted as a fact rather than a possibility. He was obsessed with finding even the slightest indication. His mind ran away with him, and he let it. 
 
    Did he detect a slight bulge to her abdomen? Were her already ample breasts getting even larger? Did her nipples have a darker hue to them now, or had they always been like that? It drove him crazy with lust, imagining these changes to the body he had known so well, to the woman he loved. 
 
    His wife’s Molongan lover he also now saw in a new light. No longer was Boda’s cock simply the cock that had replaced his own. Now, it was the manly, studly cock that had squirted a baby into his wife’s womb. That, too, lit a fire of arousal in his belly that caused his poor, neglected balls to throb with need. 
 
    Through the act of impregnating Julius’s wife, Boda had asserted himself once and for all as the alpha male. It was the ultimate act of domination. With his little black baby growing in her womb, Natalia truly belonged to him now. She was his. 
 
    Julius could feel the shift in his bones, and he suspected strongly that his wife felt the same. He could see it in her eyes, a sort of demure submission to Boda. And once again, he felt his caged cock stir. This, too, turned him on. 
 
    Again, it worried him, this arousal that he felt in every fiber of his body. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t normal. He shouldn’t have been so worked up by something like this. He should’ve been devastated, and on some level, he was. But he also burned with lust at the very idea! 
 
    During his years as a college professor, Julius had taken a couple of classes in psychology. As an anthropologist, he believed that knowing a little bit about how the human mind worked would help him in his own field. And it had. Now, he turned some of that knowledge toward analyzing the recent workings of his own mind. 
 
    He was well aware of things like Stockholm syndrome. He knew that the human brain had a way of fetishizing fears and bending uncomfortable realities into pleasant things, in order to make them more palatable, less terrifying. It was a protective mechanism, enabling a person to go on when things were just too horrible to accept as they were. 
 
    Was that what he was doing now? With his wife’s pregnancy? ‘Possible pregnancy’, he scolded himself. Nothing was certain yet. But was his mind turning this horrid state of affairs into something desirable just to help him deal with it? 
 
    It was something to consider, a very distinct possibility. After all, it wasn’t exactly what one would call ‘normal’ to be excited about the fact that your wife had another man’s bun in her oven! What man in his right mind popped a boner to that thought?! 
 
    He thought about it time and again, mulling it over, dissecting his thoughts like the scientist he was. He tried to understand his feelings, to get a bead on just what was going on inside his own mind. In the end, though, he found it an impossible task.  
 
    Did madmen ever really self-diagnose their own madness? As far as he understood, those whose sanity was slipping were seldom able to recognize the fact. Was that what was going on with him? 
 
    There was no one on the island with whom he could talk about such things. No one. He was all on his own with this one. Psychoanalysis wasn’t really one of the things that the Molongans had invested a lot of time and effort in. 
 
    Then there was the fact that he was impersonating the Molongans’ god, Pipu. Natalia, in their eyes, was Tara’ana. His cuckolding, the impregnation of his wife by one of the Molongan warriors, all of this was part of their prophecy. No, he wouldn’t be able to talk to them about his unnatural urges. 
 
    Abnormal and unnatural though it might be, there was no denying the power of this newfound fetish of his. The idea that this black Molongan giant had conquered his wife’s womb filled the professor with a blazing hot fire that threatened to consume his very soul and made his caged cock as hard as the iron bars that imprisoned it.  
 
    Denial was a futile pursuit. Normal or not, it turned him on, this monumental, crazy thing. Bowing to his fate, Julius brushed aside his misgivings and focused on the excitement that had become his chief source of joy on the island. 
 
    And in so doing, he shuffled another step closer toward becoming Pipu, the cuckold god he was impersonating. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    His two empty buckets firmly in hand, the cuckold professor picked his way expertly among the rocks to the edge of the river and plunged the first vessel into the cool, clear waters of the swirling stream. When it was full, he hoisted it out and placed it on the sandy bank before snatching up the empty second bucket. 
 
    He was in a hurry, eager to be done with this daily routine of his. The quicker he was finished, the sooner he could return to the temple and the live sex show that awaited him in Tara’ana’s chamber.  
 
    God, how he looked forward to watching Boda fuck his wife again! In his mind’s eye, he could already see her glistening, pale body writhing beneath her dark-skinned lover. Inside its cruel cage, his dick gave a little leap of excitement. 
 
    Distracted by the perverse thoughts playing out within his head, Julius nearly had a heart attack when the dark figure of a man stepped from the dense, jungle foliage not 10 feet away from where he stood at the water’s edge.  
 
    One second there was nothing but leaves and grass, then… there he was, looming over the professor. Soundless and imposing, a wraith-like figure that appeared suddenly as if conjured from thin air. Only not a wraith. For this man had a broad, smiling face that was black as ebony. 
 
    A deeply shocked Julius let out a choked gasp and jerked erect with a convulsive shiver that rattled his entire spine. In so doing, he nearly let the current wash away the bucket that his shocked hand let fall into the flowing water. Only a knee-jerk grab saved the wooden container from being swept to the ocean. 
 
    Even as his body made its reflexive lunge for the rope bail of the bucket, his brain had connected the dots.  
 
    The black face he had seen for but an instant caused a thrill of excitement to race through him. The scarred cheek that had haunted his dreams, the smile that he knew almost as well as his own. It was the eyepatch that made it a certainty, that one feature that barred all misidentification. As improbable as it seemed, the man standing behind him could be none other than the long, lost Mr. Albert. 
 
    Once the professor’s shaky hand had closed securely on the bucket again, he scurried back up the bank and plunked the heavy vessel down next to its mate. Then, carefully, ever so slowly, as though he were afraid any sudden movement might frighten away this apparition he had longed for so many weeks and months, Julius raised his eyes to the dark figure who had emerged from the jungle. 
 
    When he did, he stood, staring in silence, his mouth hanging wide open in stunned amazement, his heart pounding like a jackhammer in his chest. He could scarcely believe the testimony of his own eyes. After all this time!  
 
    He blinked, half expecting the image before him to disappear. But it did not. Another blink. The figure still remained. 
 
    It was him. It really was him! Of that there could be no doubt. The eyepatch, the rakish grin, the livid scar down his face. He really was looking at the long-lost Mr. Albert! 
 
    “Professor Stevenson,” the black man said. His handsome face cracked into a broad smile that revealed a brilliantly white set of teeth. He offered the professor a muscular hand in greeting as though they had just met in an urban coffee house. 
 
    “Mr. Albert,” Julius mumbled as he shook the big man’s hand.  
 
    It was like being drunk or regaining consciousness after being sedated. His brain felt like someone had covered it in molasses, the cogs in his head still trying to catch up with this unexpected turn of events. It was all so surreal. 
 
    “I… Where have you…? It’s… It’s good to see you!” 
 
    “It is good to see you, too, Professor. I hope that you are doing well?” Mr. Albert’s lone, brown eye traveled over the professor from head to foot, sizing him up. 
 
    For the first time since the one-eyed man had stepped from the shadows, Julius remembered that he was naked. Naked, that was, except for the iron cage that he wore around his cock. “I… Yeah. I guess so. Well enough, anyway. All things considered.”  
 
    His hands went to his crotch and covered his iron-shod genitals, a hot flush rising to his cheeks. For the first time in a long while, Julius felt a deep sense of shame wash over him. 
 
    “Yes. I see,” the black man coughed, turning his eyes toward the river. He cleared his throat, obviously uncomfortable as well by Julius’s predicament, then forged on, “But otherwise unharmed, I trust? They haven’t hurt you or your wife, have they?” 
 
    “Yeah. No. They haven’t hurt me. Actually, the Molongans have treated me fairly well. Treated us well. Plenty to eat and all that. They…” Julius stopped, and his eyes narrowed. “Say! Where have you been all this time? Did you make it to the mainland? Or have you been hiding out in the jungle all this time?” 
 
    “No. Not the whole time. I left the island. The Dewey Conglomerate had sent out a rescue party. Apparently, the lovely Frank Urbs still had a working cell phone on him. Not that the worthless bastard ever told any of us about it. 
 
    “He had signaled his people, and they were already on their way when I left you. A four-man extraction team met me on the beach. A few hours later, after they had retrieved Frank…” 
 
    “Frank! He’s still alive? I thought the Molongans…”  
 
    “Mr. Urbs is very much still alive. Trust me. The cockroaches always survive,” he spat the last sentence and stood for a moment, gazing at the water flowing down the stream, lost in his own thoughts, before going on. 
 
     “Anyway,” Mr. Albert smiled when he realized what he was doing. “When the team brought him back to the boat, the fat coward ordered them to return to the mainland.”  
 
    “And leave us here?! What the fuck?!” Julius snarled. “Do you have any idea what I’ve been through? What we’ve been through?” 
 
    “I know. I know. And I’m sorry. It wasn’t my decision, believe me. I tried to get them to rescue Natalia and you. I argued and argued, pleaded with them, told them we couldn’t possibly leave you, but Frank was in charge, and he wasn’t having it. 
 
    “He was the boss man, ‘large and in charge’. The fat prick ordered the boat back to the mainland, so that we could get reinforcements before coming back. He said you were probably both dead. That even if you were still alive, there just weren’t enough of us to attempt a rescue. He insisted that we would all be killed.” 
 
    Julius bit his lip, still angry at the personal betrayal, but there was truth in what Frank had said. His logical mind knew that. Six men weren’t going to make a difference against a tribe of angry Molongans.  
 
    “That’s true, I guess. You probably would’ve been killed,” he conceded. “So, then what happened? I mean, getting reinforcements sounds like a solid plan, but where are they? Didn’t Frank think he should come back and try to rescue us? We’ve been here for ages! Why didn’t you come back sooner?” 
 
    “Frank is a worthless, self-centered fuck!” Mr. Albert spat, surprising the professor with his sudden, vehement expletive. “Not to put too fine a point on it! He’s coming with his reinforcements, all right, but rescuing you is far down on the list of things he has planned. Believe me!” 
 
    “The root,” Julius said. 
 
    “That’s right. It’s all he cares about. He’ll stop at nothing to get it. Even if it means killing everyone on the island. You and your wife are nothing more than collateral damage as far as he’s concerned.” He paused for a moment, letting the words sink in. Then, almost as an afterthought, the one-eyed mercenary added, “But as far as coming back goes, I did.” 
 
    Julius frowned. “You’re going to have to explain that. What do you mean, ‘you did’? This is the first time I’ve…” 
 
    “As soon as our boat touched the mainland,” Mr. Albert cut him off, “I tendered my resignation, geared up and came back to the island. I thought maybe I could catch you away from the Molongans and whisk you both away without them noticing. I’ve been out here in the jungle ever since, waiting for my chance to make contact with either of you.” 
 
    ‘Geared up’. What did that mean? Julius looked more closely at the tall man standing before him, noticing for the first time his soiled, camouflage fatigues. They had obviously not been laundered for some time. A heavy pair of binoculars hung around the one-eyed man’s neck, and a large, holstered pistol swung from his belt next to a long fighting knife.  
 
    The professor pursed his lips and whistled softly to himself as his eyes wandered to the shadows from whence the man had emerged. Just visible in the darkness there, he saw a slim bolt action rifle on a bipod. A sniper’s rifle, he realized. Beside it stood a spotting scope with an objective lens as broad as the professor’s hand. Geared up, indeed! The very capable Mr. Albert had apparently come prepared to fight a small war. 
 
    “You’ve been out here all this time?” Julius asked, tearing his eyes from the small arsenal and turning them back to his former companion. 
 
    With a crooked smile, Mr. Albert nodded. “Watching. Waiting. But this was the first time I’ve been able to approach one of you alone.” He craned his head to the left and right, scanning the river bank and the trail back up to the village with his one good eye, making sure that no one could see them. 
 
    Watching. Waiting. Oh God! Just how much had the man seen? Fuck! He felt his face redden with shame once more at the thought of what Mr. Albert might have seen over the past few weeks. 
 
    The black man seemed to know what was going on inside his head. He nodded. “Yes, Professor Stevenson. I saw the ceremony. The ceremonies, I should say. You have nothing to be ashamed of. Despite what you see in the movies, survival usually isn’t a pretty thing. 
 
    “It’s dirty and it’s painful and it’s embarrassing. Most of the time, the one who survives is the one who is most willing to degrade himself. The one who will do what he needs to do to stay on the green side of the grass, rather than just lying down and dying like a civilized person. Whether that means hiding out chest deep in a sewage pit, or eating grubs from beneath a rotting log…” 
 
    “Or watching an entire island tribe fuck your wife,” Julius offered with more than a hint of self-deprecating sarcasm in his voice. 
 
    “Or that,” Mr. Albert nodded. “The point is: a survivor is a person who is willing to do whatever it takes to stay alive. To bear whatever hardship, whatever degradation. And that is what you and your wife have done. 
 
    “A lot of people wouldn’t have been tough enough to go through what you have. They would’ve cracked. Slipped up. Said something or done something to give themselves away. And they would’ve paid for it with their lives.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Julius muttered. “We’re real badasses.” 
 
    “Don’t sell yourself short, Julius! People crack. Most people, it’s been my experience. During my country’s war for independence, I saw plenty of trained soldiers simply give up when things got rough. They’d just throw away their weapons, sit down in the trail, and wait for death, rather than take another exhausting step.  
 
    “Not you guys. Not the two professors!” Albert chuckled. “You two may not look the part, but you’re damned well survivors! When the chips were down, you sucked it up and toughed it out. You’ve managed to keep up your ruse for weeks now.  
 
    “It’s astounding! Beyond anything I would have believed possible. As far as the Molongans are concerned, you are Pipu and Tara’ana. And while it may not make any sense to you now, I admire what you have done here. Not two people in a million could’ve done the same.” 
 
    Julius was silent for a moment, going over the man’s words in his mind. The obvious respect he heard there had caught him off guard. He had expected contempt, derision, disgust. Not admiration. It was disarming, and he had absolutely no idea how to reply. 
 
    “Right now, there’s no time, though,” Mr. Albert said with a quick glance over his shoulder toward where the path entered the village. He sank to his knees as though suddenly afraid of being seen before continuing. “Dewey is coming. That fat bastard Frank is assembling an army of mercenaries. And I need to get you and Natalia out of here before they arrive. Tell me, do you think you can get her out of the temple tonight? 
 
    “Out? Out where?” The thought of leaving had been Julius’s lifeline through this entire ordeal, but the fact that it might actually happen had his brain spinning. He struggled to process what the black man was saying. 
 
    “Out here. Away from the village. To the river. Bring her here. Tonight. So I can meet up with you. Then, I’ll take you to the coast. We’ll have to run for it, but I have a boat hidden in a cove on the eastern side of the island.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. What… I mean, how exactly do I get her to come here?” 
 
    “You’ll have to tell her about me. Obviously. Then, maybe she can make up some excuse, some reason why the goddess needs to go for a moonlit stroll with Pipu. Maybe she needs to consult the stars, commune with the trees, or something. Just bring her here after dark. I’ll take care of the rest.” 
 
    “Okay,” Julius said. “I’ll try.” 
 
    “Do more than try. Make it happen. And be quick about it. Once Frank’s army-for-hire gets here, things are going to get ugly in a hurry. We need to be gone before that goes down. I’ll be watching for you tonight once it gets dark. If something happens and you can’t make it, I’ll be here every night for the next week. After that, it will most likely be too late for my plan to work.” 
 
    “What happens then?” Julius asked, not really sure he wanted to know the answer. 
 
    “Well, if all of us are still alive at that point, I’ll just have to improvise. Honestly, I can’t even begin to predict what the situation will be like once the Dewey people get here. I’ll just have to wing it and hope for the best.” 
 
    Julius had been right. He didn’t like Mr. Albert’s answer one bit. 
 
    “Okay then,” he nodded grimly. “I’ll just have to make sure we get out before that.” 
 
    “It would be best, Julius. It really would…” There was a fatalistic note to the black man’s deep, bass voice that filled the professor with dread. 
 
    The professor stooped to pick up his buckets when Mr. Albert’s voice rumbled again. 
 
    “One more thing,” he said. “Do either of you have any clothes?” 
 
    “Clothes?” 
 
    “For the trip through the jungle,” the black man explained. “Something to cover things up a little more. Protect you. It’s liable to be a bit uncomfortable, crashing through the brush wearing nothing more than that.” He gestured toward Julius’s cock cage. 
 
    “Oh. Um, yeah. I guess it would be. I… I don’t know. When they took us prisoner, they took away our western clothes. I had a loincloth until they put this on.” The professor dipped his eyes toward his crotch. “But now…” 
 
    “And your wife. If she’s impersonating Tara’ana, I assume she’s wearing nothing but traditional Molongan clothing now? Topless with a flimsy, wrap-around skirt?” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s right.” 
 
    “Hmph. That might be a problem.” 
 
    Mr. Albert looked at the sky for a moment, then checked his watch. “I should have enough time to hike back to the crash site and back before nightfall. Let me see if I can’t find something more substantial for you to wear.” He gave Julius a wink, “Can’t have you two running around in the woods half-naked, can we?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I guess we can’t,” Julius replied, but he was already talking to himself. Just as suddenly as he had appeared, Mr. Albert was gone, disappearing back into the jungle from whence he had come. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The narrow path back to the village seemed longer than it had earlier, when the professor made his trip to the river. The two buckets of water he carried were heavy, weighing him down, but it was more than that. Julius had a lot on his mind as he picked his way along the rocky path. 
 
    He was uncertain. About everything. Uncertain about Mr. Albert’s master plan. Uncertain that he and Natalia could slip out of the village of Ojalla without arousing suspicion. Unsure that they could evade the Molongans in the jungle. 
 
    More than anything, though, the professor was uncertain that his wife would want to go. After all, as she was so fond of reminding him, she was a goddess on the island of Molonga. Not to mention the fact that she was obviously enjoying the attention she was being shown by her new husband, Boda. 
 
    Boda was out of his league as a lover. Julius knew that without any doubt. He had more stamina, more size, more technique… more everything, it seemed! And while the professor knew that his wife loved him, he also had eyes. He could see how much she loved being fucked by her black lover and had begun to suspect that she was in love with the man himself. 
 
    The fact that she might very well be carrying Boda’s baby now made the problem infinitely more complicated. How would she feel about leaving him? 
 
    What if she chose him over Julius, his carnal prowess over the intellectual connection he shared with her? The father of her unborn child. It wasn’t inconceivable. 
 
    Logically, he told himself, Natalia should want to return to their former life. To indoor plumbing and air conditioning. But Julius had been around long enough to know that homo sapiens didn’t necessarily always follow logic when it came to matters of the heart.  
 
    The conversation they were about to have frankly terrified him. What if she refused to go? What if, when presented with the choice, she told him she would rather stay here to be Boda’s wife than return to civilization with him?  
 
    What the fuck would he do then? Leave without her? Stay here, with his dick forever locked in an iron cage? Talk about being caught between Scylla and Charybdis! He felt his pulse quicken and his breath catch in his throat. 
 
    God! What if he lost her? What if she bid him farewell and turned her back on the life they had shared together, chose to stay here and be Boda’s wife?!  
 
    The thought turned his blood to ice water in his veins and set his hands to trembling on the bales of the two heavy buckets. He wouldn’t be able to stand it. It was the end of the world, the thing he feared more than anything else in the world.  
 
    On up the travel-worn path he walked, staring at the ground in front of him with unseeing eyes, feeling nauseous and queasy, trying to decide on the best course of action. The fears and questions swirled inside his head like a typhoon, his agitated brain never settling on a single thought for even a moment. 
 
    When he came to the foot of the temple stairs, Julius was surprised to find that he had reached the center of the village. So lost in his thoughts had he been that he hadn’t even noticed the scores of narrow, stone-paved streets as he had passed them.  
 
    He set the two wooden buckets down on the weathered pavement, catching his breath for just a moment before taking them up once more and beginning his ascent of the massive stairs. 
 
    He would talk to her right away, he decided as he climbed on legs that seemed to burn a little more with each step. That would be the best approach. No waiting, no prevarication. He would simply tell her about meeting Mr. Albert in the jungle, impress on her the urgency of their situation. He would make her understand what they were up against. That they needed to go and go now. Hopefully, she would be reasonable. 
 
    His wife’s obvious feelings for Boda weren’t the only obstacle, he realized as he lugged the heavy buckets up another of the seemingly interminable stone steps. There was also the very pressing matter of the Dewey Conglomerate and their plans for the island. 
 
    They had already discussed the possibility of them returning to Molonga. It was more than a possibility, really. If the corporation knew the value of the Lolo’panaet root, an eventual return was practically a certainty. After his brief talk with Mr. Albert, he knew that they had been correct in that assessment. 
 
    The thing was, Natalia had made it very clear to him that she planned to help the Molongans if she could. It was understandable that she would feel some degree of affection for them, after the way they had treated her. Hell, he too liked them. 
 
    What did that mean for their present predicament? Would his wife be willing to abandon them to save her own skin in the face of a mercenary invasion? Julius doubted it. In fact, thinking about it in those terms, he doubted it very much. 
 
    But what the hell could they do? How could they hope to thwart what Urbs had planned? They were unarmed. Even if they had been armed, they were college professors, not guerilla fighters. They would be wholly incapable of fighting off an army of hired guns, probably unable even to slow them down. 
 
    Julius had shot a gun before. When he was a kid, he had an uncle who was a farmer. Some of his fondest childhood memories were of plinking tin cans behind the old cabin. But that was a far cry from defending a village against trained soldiers. Fuck! They had to get out of here! 
 
    When he reached the massive doors at the top of the stairs, Julius still didn’t feel like he was any closer to a satisfactory solution. Whether or not Natalia would agree to return to civilization with him was something he couldn’t begin to predict. His best guess was that there was a 50/50 chance either direction. 
 
    He gave the two buckets of water to Tara’ana’s handmaidens and received four annoyed scowls as a thank you, but he didn’t care. He was beyond caring. On feet that moved with all the grace of two rusty anvils, he trudged down the hallway to stop in front of his wife’s door. 
 
    He raised his hand to knock when his ears caught a faint thumping sound coming through the oak. He pricked up his ears and made out his wife’s voice, moaning and squealing inside. 
 
    So much for waiting for him to get back. They were already fucking. Boda and Natalia. Of course, they were. He’d been gone too long. Too long for her to keep her hands off her muscular black lover. 
 
    He lowered his hand to his side and returned to his cell, pushing the door closed behind him. Laying down on his bed, he closed his eyes. He’d just wait until they were finished and then go talk to her, he told himself. 
 
    But the little window that joined the two rooms was open, and the sound of the couple next door was a good deal louder now than it had been when he was standing in the hall. From his current position, he could hear everything. The wet sound of flesh slapping against flesh, the soft gasps of a woman in ecstasy, the urgent grunts of a man aroused. 
 
    Julius took it as long as he could, then sighed in disgust at his own weakness as he got to his feet and made his way across the room to the grating in the wall. He was an addict. He knew that now. But knowing that he was an addict was a far cry from being able to resist the deviant urges he felt. 
 
    Even though he knew exactly what was going on in the room next door, he just had to see it. As much as it killed him, he had to see it, to watch as Boda plunged his thick cock into the pussy that had once been his, to feel his cuckold heart break as he watched the black man fill his wife with his seed again. 
 
    He wrapped his hands around the cool iron bars of the grating and pulled his face up to peer into the adjoining room. And as the vulgar scene came into view, he realized that Natalia wouldn’t be the only one who was going to have a hard time adjusting to normal life again… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 5 
 
    Flight of the Jungle Goddess 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The sounds coming through the portal made Professor Julius Stevenson forget his news. Completely. Like it had never even happened. 
 
    It was monumental, this news of his. Truly life-changing. It had been the sum total of all his hopes and dreams for months, and now it had come true. So, it was strange and simultaneously telling that he should forget it so quickly.  
 
    He’d been so excited to tell Natalia. At long last, escape was within grasp. They were going home, back to civilization. Against all expectations, Mr. Albert had returned.  
 
    Julius had only to bring his wife to the prearranged rendezvous point on the banks of the river and their one-eyed savior would see to the rest. They would leave the island. Escape. Go home. After all this time! 
 
    But, as momentous as this occasion was, as important as this development could prove to them, the tawdry, wet sounds of illicit sex coming from the next room wiped it from his mind in an instant. Seductive, siren sounds that overrode everything else in what had become his narrow little world. 
 
    And that was the measure of his addiction. So intent was he on watching his wife’s infidelity that everything else was secondary. Even their salvation from this insufferable predicament. 
 
    He should have been used to it by now. Shouldn’t familiarity have bred even some token resistance to the derailing of his thought processes? And God knows he had reason enough to be familiar with it. He had long since lost track of how many times he had fallen asleep with those selfsame sounds ringing in his ears. But in his cuckold heart, each time still felt like the first.  
 
    He had seen it all before, knew exactly what awaited him, but as Julius put his face to the wrought iron grating that separated his room from the one occupied by his wife, he found himself gritting his teeth to suppress a low groan that seemed to emanate from his very soul. 
 
    Giddy as a fucking schoolboy. That was how he felt. A mindless, slobbering idiot. God, how it turned him on to see her like this! 
 
    The scene thrilled him to his core. It was just as he had imagined it. In the candlelit adjoining room, on an opulent bed covered in the finest bed linens he had ever seen, his wife Natalia was at that moment being soundly fucked by a huge black man named Boda. 
 
    Big and brawny, dark and well-hung, Boda was Natalia’s island lover. Actually, the word ‘lover’ didn’t quite cover it. There was more to it than that. A great deal more.  
 
    Boda wasn’t just her lover. No. He was much more than that. 
 
    As far as the inhabitants of the island of Molonga were concerned, Boda was Natalia’s new husband. And Natalia herself was more than just the only white woman on the island. In their eyes, she was quite literally a goddess. 
 
    It had all started when the ancient airplane that was carrying their ill-fated scientific expedition to explore the undiscovered island of Molonga had crashed in the jungle.  
 
    Julius had been injured in the crash, which meant that he and Natalia, who had refused to leave her husband’s side, had been taken prisoner by the Molongans, a secretive and reclusive race of islanders that had no contact with the outside world. It was at that point that things really got interesting. 
 
    One of the other survivors, the mysterious, one-eyed Mr. Albert, had coached Natalia on what to do if they were captured, before setting off through the jungle to get help. And when the Molongans had descended upon them, his sage advice, crazy though it had seemed at the time, had very likely saved their lives. 
 
    From a previous stay on the island, Mr. Albert knew that the Molongans had a very distinctive and imaginative mythology. He also knew that Natalia bore a striking resemblance to their main goddess, Tara’ana. And so, he had advised her to pretend to be this goddess. After all, the natives wouldn’t attack their favorite deity, would they? 
 
    His assessment had been correct. They hadn’t harmed them. In fact, once the linguistically talented Natalia had convinced the savage Molongans that she was their long-lost goddess returned to earth, their demeanor had been friendly in the extreme.  
 
    As luck would have it, their prophecies had directly foretold the return of Tara’ana. So, meeting the goddess in the flesh was no particular cause for alarm for the islanders. They had expected to one day meet her and seemed to accept Natalia’s assertions out of hand. 
 
    The dark-haired, beautiful language professor had been given the royal treatment by the islanders, the finest foods, the most luxurious accommodations in the enormous temple that towered over their village. Things could not have worked out more perfectly for Natalia. Her husband Julius, however, was destined to meet a very different fate. 
 
    To the Molongans, he was known as Pipu. Conveniently for the two professors, or so they thought at first, Tara’ana and Pipu were husband and wife. But, unbeknownst to the them, the mythology of the Molongans painted a picture that was anything but a tale of marital bliss. 
 
    While pouring over the ancient scrolls in the library of the temple, Natalia had stumbled upon a rather shocking revelation about the goddess she was impersonating. It seemed that Tara’ana was unlike any deity she had ever studied, and her return to earth was more than just a whimsical outing to check up on her faithful worshippers. 
 
    Tara’ana had come down to the island of Molonga to punish her wayward husband for his philandering ways. She was here to make him a cuckold, to find a mortal replacement for him.  
 
    They had been shocked, both of them, to learn of this. It was a scenario neither of them had ever imagined. But to reveal to the Molongans their deception would have meant certain death, so the two castaways had played along. And that had led them to where they were now. 
 
    The professor’s greedy eyes roamed over his wife’s lovely shape, mashed into the soft mattress under the weight of her Molongan stud, before coming to rest on the row of golden anklets she wore above her left foot. There were 20 of them. And on the other foot, jangled 20 more. They clanked softly against each other with each of Boda’s insistent thrusts. 
 
    The sight of his wife’s golden baubles turned Julius’s mind back to the two-day ceremony during which Natalia had very publicly cuckolded her husband with a steady stream of Molongan warriors. 40 in all.  
 
    40 strange men had taken their turn fucking Julius’s wife, with him watching, cursing himself all the while for the strange arousal he felt at what should have been a traumatic experience. And one by one, they had each placed a golden anklet around her ankle. 
 
    At the end of the ceremony, the pale goddess had chosen one to take the place of her husband Pipu. Boda. His replacement. Tara’ana’s new husband. The man who, at this moment, had his big dick buried inside Natalia’s warm, inviting snatch. 
 
    Julius’s heart raced inside his chest like the engine of a Formula One car as he peered through the grating to catch another glimpse of the fornicating couple in the next room. She was beautiful, his wife. Even more so with the dark skinned, muscular Boda rutting between her long, shapely legs. 
 
    Though it had been there from the beginning, he had been slow to accept this newfound fetish of his. It was not, after all, normal. What right-thinking man was aroused by watching the sight of his own wife making love to another man? He should have been horrified. 
 
    But as the days had turned into weeks, the professor had slowly come to realize that, normal or not, nothing had ever turned him on as much as watching his sweet Natalia with her Molongan lover. In fact, sometimes, as now, the intensity of it was almost too much for him. 
 
    The tip of his tongue touched his lips as Julius closed his eyes for just a moment, giving himself a few precious seconds of respite from the overwhelming flood of emotions that surged through him. He felt his cock throb, his balls tighten, his heart racing in his chest. 
 
    But his curiosity wouldn’t allow him to rest for long. He wanted to see. He needed to see. This was his thing. His kink. The voyeur cuckold. It was who he was. 
 
    With a deep breath, he opened his eyes, pushed his wire-rimmed spectacles back up his long nose, and drank in the debauched scene once more.  
 
    The flickering candles that lined the walls of the chamber danced across the forms of the two lovers. The contrast between the two sweaty, writhing bodies on the big, four-post bed in Tara’ana’s chamber was striking and breathtakingly beautiful. 
 
    Where Boda was jet black and hard all over, with huge, bulging muscles that rippled with each determined thrust of his narrow hips, Natalia was petite and pale, with skin the color of cream and large heavy breasts that wobbled and undulated enticingly under the onslaught of her Molongan stud. 
 
    Even if she hadn’t been the only white woman on the island, Natalia would have stood out. Impossible to miss under any circumstances, she was easily the most beautiful woman Julius had ever seen.  
 
    Naturally, he was a little biased, but this wasn’t something that the professor said simply because he was married to her. With her long legs, high cheekbones, and piercing blue eyes, had she wanted to, Natalia could easily have been a runway model. 
 
    As it happened, she was also fabulous in bed. Having grown up in Bulgaria, Natalia lacked the hang-ups that so many of the women Julius had dated seemed to have.  
 
    While he was no Casanova, Natalia hadn’t been the professor’s first. He’d been with other women, but those experiences had paled pitifully when compared to the first time he had made love to his future wife. And to his utter astonishment, things had only gotten better since then.  
 
    In his mind, the thing that most set Natalia apart from other women was the fact that she enjoyed sex. Really enjoyed it! To her husband’s surprise, she even genuinely liked sucking cock. And she was good at it. Lord, was she good at it! 
 
    The man between her legs in the next room could attest to that. During their time on the island, Julius had watched his wife suck the Molongan’s oversized cock more times than he could count. It was like she couldn’t get enough of it. And Boda seemed to be just as awed by her oral skills as Julius had been. 
 
    The murmur of voices brought Julius’s attention back to the action in Tara’ana’s chamber. The two lovers were talking quietly with one another in the Molongan tongue, which Julius unfortunately had yet to learn. Boda asked her something, and Natalia nodded in reply. 
 
    Smiling, Boda rolled off her slender body, and turned toward the light. Not for the first time, Julius marveled at the sheer size of the native man’s penis. Boda was huge. Colossal.  
 
    The heavily veined, black member that swung between his legs looked like something that belonged on a farm animal rather than a human being. Its fat, purple head and meaty shaft gave it an ominous appearance that was as threatening as it was impressive. This impression was only underscored by the freakishly large set of testicles that swung beneath it. 
 
    In many ways, it was Boda’s giant balls that intimidated Julius the most. Even now, looking at them made his mouth feel dry as cotton. 
 
    They were larger than hen’s eggs and seemed to stretch the black man’s wrinkled scrotum halfway down his thigh under their weight. Plump and full, they produced an improbable amount of semen. Julius knew this firsthand, having witnessed the aftermath of the man’s insemination of his wife countless times since their arrival on the island.  
 
    As the professor watched through the grating, his shameless wife brought herself onto all fours and presented herself to her black lover, wagging her hips playfully in invitation as she smiled back over her shoulder at him.  
 
    Julius waited for her eyes to lift for the little window through which he watched her. She usually made a point of looking at him when she knew he was watching. For her, performing for her husband was part of the fun. 
 
    This time, however, she steadfastly ignored him. Ignored him except for one cursory glance. And when her eyes met his through the grating, an annoyed scowl barred her pretty features for just a second before she looked away in disgust. 
 
    A little alarm bell went off inside the anthropologist’s head. Something was wrong. Natalia was angry at him. At the very least, irritated. But why? What had he done? 
 
    Then, his eyes fell on the vacant stool next to the bed. The stool on which he had set for the last few days, watching them up close. Beside it, a tray of food sat untouched on a small table.  
 
    Just like that, he knew what he had done wrong. 
 
    Talia had been expecting him. She had been waiting for him to come to her room and take his place. He had taken too long. 
 
    Meeting up with Mr. Albert on the banks of the river had made him late, and the two lovers had started without him.  
 
    But Natalia didn’t know any of that. She knew only that her husband hadn’t returned and that he was now watching her from Pipu’s chamber. Ignoring Julius once more, she shook her cute, little ass at Boda again. 
 
    Boda was not one to pass up such an obvious invitation and, laying a huge black hand on either of her shapely hips, quickly sheathed his hard cock in her wet pussy once more. 
 
     Natalia gave a soulful moan that was a dagger thrust straight into Julius’s heart. Wild-eyed and smiling, she pushed back at Boda, bracing herself and squirming her hips until his big balls kissed her swollen labia. Julius felt his own cock twitch with excitement. 
 
    The big man pulled back until only the thick head remained inside the goddess’s clutching pussy, and Julius saw that the full length of his naked shaft was wet with his wife’s juices, glistening in the candlelight. Then the sight vanished suddenly as Boda’s bare cock slid home once more to the contented sigh of the woman he loved. 
 
    Boda’s bare cock. The words echoed inside the cuckold’s head as he watched the live sex show in the room next door. 
 
    The Molongan was the first man to ever cum inside Natalia. She and Julius had always relied on condoms as their preferred method of birth control. In all their years of marriage, he had never been inside her without one.  
 
    Naturally, the preindustrial Molongans had not yet mastered the manufacture of latex condoms. In fact, Julius was not certain that they had any concept of contraception at all. Sex, for them, meant children. Why would one want to go against nature? 
 
    So, when Natalia, acting as Tara’ana in accordance with Molongan prophecy, had chosen Boda to replace her unfaithful husband Pipu, he had fucked her bareback. He had fucked her and shot his semen far up inside her.  
 
    It had been frightening and humiliating, but also terribly exciting, knowing that this native warrior had taken that from him. It would be there between them forever now. The first man to spill his seed inside Natalia’s pristine little snatch was Boda, not him. 
 
    Julius hated it. Of course, he hated it. But he also… somehow… for some unexplainable reason… kind of liked it.  
 
    He didn’t know why he liked it. He just did.  
 
    It was naughty. Terribly naughty. His wife fucked by another man, inseminated by another man. So risky. So fucking hot! 
 
    Naturally, all of the sex they had had since that time had also been unprotected. Boda fucked Natalia and, when the time came, filled her with his cum. At least once a day, and usually much more often than that. 
 
    Up until a few days ago, the professor had somehow been able to avoid thinking too much about the possible consequences of all the unprotected sex his wife was having with her Molongan warrior. The risk had always been there in the back of his mind, but it had served more to titillate than to terrify. 
 
    Perhaps he had been in denial or maybe just too excited by his newfound voyeuristic urges. Whatever the case, he had pushed the danger of the situation from his mind. Right up until the moment that his wife had informed him that she was most likely pregnant with her island lover’s baby. 
 
    He’d been devastated, the professor remembered as he watched one of Boda’s strong hands reach down to where his wife’s full tits swung like pendulums beneath her ribcage. The Molongan slammed his hips into hers, forcing his thick cock far up inside her flat, sexy belly. The belly where Julius was convinced that his little black baby was now growing. 
 
    But devastation hadn’t been the only emotion Julius had experienced. No. It should have been, but it wasn’t. There had been another emotion, hot on the heels of the horror that his wife’s revelation had brought, and that was the one thing that worried him most of all.  
 
    Even before the initial shock had worn off, there had been a terrible, all-encompassing arousal that blossomed in his heart and wound its iron tendrils around him in a death grip that made it hard to breathe. If watching his wife with her black lover had been exciting, the idea that she might be carrying the man’s illicit lovechild titillated him to the very brink of madness. 
 
    Since the moment the fateful words had fallen from his wife’s sweet lips, a tortured Julius had spent every waking moment agonizing over this insane arousal of his, turning it over and over in his mind, trying to plumb the depths of it, to understand it, to explain it away.  
 
    It was wrong, to be turned on by such a thing. So wrong! Crazy! But try as he might, he couldn’t deny that it was there. His dick got as hard as steel every time he thought of Natalia pregnant to Boda. 
 
    Well, he chuckled to himself, that wasn’t technically true! 
 
    His eyes shifted down his body, alighting on the unyielding cage that encased his manhood, and Julius gave a sigh of frustration. Technically, he couldn’t get hard anymore. Not as long as he wore this thing. 
 
    As the final part of the wayward god Pipu’s punishment, the Molongans had placed a finely wrought, iron cage on his offending member. The ‘Sorrow of Pipu’, they called it. After wearing the infernal device for months now, Julius knew why! 
 
    As much as he hated the cage, however, Julius was also thankful for it. From what he and Natalia had read in the sacred scrolls, the prophecy originally called for Pipu to be castrated. However, Natalia’s quick thinking and persuasive words had convinced the high priest of the Molongans that the cage he now wore was a better option. Uncomfortable though it might be, it beat the hell out of losing his nuts! 
 
    It did, however, mean that he was eternally horny. Orgasms were few and far between with his dick locked away in an iron cage. In fact, he had only cum twice since it had been placed on him.  
 
    The most recent time had been a spontaneous orgasm when his wife had revealed her potential pregnancy. The other… well, it had involved a rather unpleasant prostate massage administered by Tara’ana’s handmaidens and a pair of specialized wooden rods, and it was something Julius preferred not to think about! 
 
    “Aaaagh!” A loud, feminine shriek drew the professor’s attention back to the grated portal, and his breath caught in his throat at the sight that met his eyes through the iron lattice. 
 
    Boda had increased the pace, slamming his groin against Natalia’s round butt with a force that caused her supple flesh to ripple with each forward surge of his hips. She, in turn, bucked before him like a wild bronco, tossing her head to and fro, her black hair lashing her sweaty back as she climbed toward an early orgasm. 
 
    The voyeur didn’t have long to wait. Scarcely 15 seconds passed before Julius saw his wife’s body stiffen and heard her voice rise an octave. Then, she was cumming, her pale body shuddering with pleasure as Boda fucked her relentlessly through her climax. 
 
    Julius himself had never given Talia an orgasm like this and probably never would. It was a simple fact and one that he had come to accept over the course of the past few months. Boda was a machine, purpose-built for fucking, for providing a woman with pleasure. There was simply no way the professor could compete with him. 
 
    Knowing what he now knew, Julius was almost thankful for the iron cage he wore around his genitals. At least, with his dick locked securely away, he was spared the humiliation of trying to satisfy his wife in the wake of the fucking she received at the hands of her Molongan stud. 
 
    A normal husband would have been intimidated by the black warrior, by his obvious sexual prowess, his uncanny ability to effortlessly rip an orgasm from Natalia. The strange thing was, Julius was more turned on by it than intimidated. He liked the fact that Boda fucked her better than he. 
 
    It suddenly occurred to him as he watched his wife come down from her knee-trembling orgasm that Boda’s superior carnal skills might be part of the reason he found his wife’s possible pregnancy so erotic. Maybe his feelings weren’t that aberrant after all. Maybe it was all biology. 
 
    Ever the scientist, Julius found his mind taking off in pursuit of this sudden and novel idea, curious to see where this thread would take him. Would another man react the same way under similar circumstances? 
 
    Perhaps some deep-seated part of his psyche was instinctively preprogrammed to accept the breeding of his mate by an obviously superior male, he reasoned. Such behavior was common in wolves and deer and countless other species, wasn’t it? Only the dominant male passed on his genes. The others waited patiently, hoping that the future would hold a chance for them as well.  
 
    Was it not possible that some part of the human brain could be hardwired in much the same way? Programmed to step aside and submit? But if that were the case, he reminded himself, why was there so much jealousy in the world of human relationships? People commonly killed each other over love triangles. 
 
    No, he decided, he was grasping at straws, trying to explain the inexplicable. His feelings on the matter couldn’t be so easily reasoned away. His reaction to his wife’s infidelity, to Boda’s domination of her body, to her possible pregnancy, was far from normal.  
 
    For the hundredth time since he had been taken prisoner by the Molongans, Julius sighed defeat. It was a futile gesture, trying to quantify this situation. There was no understanding why he felt the way he did. He just did. 
 
    In the next room, Boda pushed Natalia down onto the mattress without disengaging his oversized cock from the snugness of her slick, warm pussy. Moving forward, he lay atop her and took both her hands in his, stretching them above her and holding her down as he pounded her from behind. 
 
    Talia liked being held down. She liked it rough, at times very rough. Always had. The otherwise respectable young language professor had a hidden submissive streak a mile wide, and there were few things she loved more than a little dominance from the man she was having sex with. 
 
    This submissive trait of hers was something Julius had known since the earliest days of their marriage. Many times, she had asked him to ‘force’ her, and Julius had done his best to oblige her, but he had always held back, nervous about hurting the woman he loved. Boda obviously had no such inhibitions, and the difference it made for Natalia was dramatic. 
 
    She panted like a dog in heat, stretched out helplessly across by Boda’s powerful arms, pouring forth a string of Molongan words that were unintelligible to her watching husband, but seemed to spur her lover on to even greater efforts. He rode her pale, round ass like a man possessed, grinding that enormous cock of his far up into her body while she bucked and mewed beneath him. 
 
    Unable to resist the reflexive urge to touch himself, Julius’s hand found his cock and wrapped itself around the unyielding cage that kept him confined. He gave it a jiggle and felt the wetness of his precum against the skin of his index finger. He was leaking again. Just like he always did when he watched his wife fuck. 
 
    The action on the bed was nearing its end. Natalia’s breathing had quickened once more. She gasped and wriggled on the mattress, urging Boda on in a voice that was frantic with need. A few more thrusts would push her over the edge, Julius knew. 
 
    Boda, too, was close. Julius had watched them so many times that he could predict the man’s orgasm with a fair amount of precision. Eyes dilated, nostrils flared, he was breathing in great, shuddering gasps and the motions of his strong hips were ragged and uncoordinated. He was losing control, teetering on the brink. It wouldn’t be long now, the professor told himself. 
 
    Natalia went first, squeaking like a chipmunk as her climax hit. It was the sexiest, cutest sound Julius had ever heard. Apparently, he was not alone in this assessment, as Boda followed her over the edge. 
 
    Arching his muscular back, the Molongan bellowed like the raging bull he was and gave his already orgasming mistress a final thrust, then held firm against her shapely backside, grinding his hips slowly against her while his great balls bobbed and flexed, unloading their cargo deep within her scalding-hot snatch. 
 
    Julius held his breath, watching his wife’s insemination by her ‘new husband’. Every muscle and tendon in his body was drawn as taut as a steel cable in a suspension bridge. He trembled under the strain, staring wide-eyed at this dirty, sexy thing he hated and loved alike. 
 
    What he wouldn’t have given at that moment to cum. To join the two lovers in orgasm, to spurt his semen onto the stone wall before him, to release the awful pressure that made his balls feel like overfilled water balloons. He jiggled his cage faster, hoping beyond hope that he could get enough friction, but it was not to be. It just wasn’t enough. 
 
    His disappointed dick twitched once uselessly inside its unyielding prison, but nary a drop of semen came forth. He groaned in frustration, longing in vain for the release he needed so badly, and pushed himself back away from the wall and plopped down with a sigh on the narrow bed that stood in the center of Pipu’s chamber. 
 
    With a start, he sat bolt upright. Mr. Albert! God damn it! He had forgotten all about Mr. Albert. Had forgotten that they were finally going to get the hell out of here! Off the island and back to civilization! 
 
    He had to talk to Natalia! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    When Julius rushed into the hall, he saw Boda’s thick, muscular back moving down the corridor away from him. He was going to wash up. Natalia was alone in her chamber! Perfect! 
 
    He strode with a purpose to the heavy, carved door that was the entrance to Tara’ana’s chamber and, without bothering to knock, pushed his way inside. 
 
    His wife was still lying in the tangled sheets, smiling quietly to herself as she basked in the afterglow of post-orgasmic bliss. Her head tilted lazily toward him, her blue eyes as yet unfocused, but when she recognized him, her smile evaporated in an instant. 
 
    “Where the hell were you?!” she demanded. “I waited for you. I had them bring food for you.” She jerked her head angrily toward the untouched platter next to the bed but never paused long enough for her husband to make reply. “All you had to do was fill two buckets with water and come right back. Is that really too much to ask, Julius? Honestly?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, to defend himself, or at least explain why he had been late, but she cut him off with a snarl. She jumped to her feet and glared at him menacingly, then stabbed her finger at the stone tiles in front of her.  
 
    “Just shut up and come here! Now!” she barked.  
 
    A stunned Julius blinked back at his wife, his mouth hanging open. The words that had been on his lips were forgotten now, lost to the shock of the moment. 
 
    Talia never talked to him like this. In all their years of marriage, she had always been levelheaded and thoughtful. So much for her submissive streak! He knew she was mad, but this was over the top! So unlike her. This was more like… Tara’ana!  
 
    He was no longer talking to his wife, he realized. He was talking to the Molongans’ vengeful goddess. The cuckoldress. 
 
    Tara’ana. Talia’s alter ego. The name caused a cold chill to run down Julius’s spine. It had taken Natalia a bit of time to slip into the role she was playing, but now that she had… Good Lord!  
 
    Where Natalia was kind and caring, Tara’ana was a saucy, sexy bitch. Haughty and self-assured, she commanded respect from all around her. For Julius, she was more than a little scary.  
 
    He still didn’t quite understand what was going on, but there was something about her regal tone and the white-hot anger in her flashing, blue eyes that made him hesitant to disobey her. Nodding, he hurried forward to stand in the spot she had indicated. 
 
    Natalia was shorter than him by several inches, but in her role as Tara’ana, Julius had the impression that she towered over him. With their faces scant inches apart, he found it difficult to meet her steely gaze. His nervous eyes darted to her toes and studied them intently as he waited for her to speak again. 
 
    “Kneel,” she hissed. 
 
    “What? Talia, I…” 
 
    “I said kneel!” she repeated in a voice that reverberated like thunder from the stone walls of the chamber. “Kneel before your goddess. Kneel before Tara’ana!” 
 
    Julius felt the anger flare up suddenly inside him. He had had enough. Fun was fun, but this was taking things too far. No way was he going to kneel on the cold ground. He had something to tell her. Something she needed to hear, right now. Enough with this screwing around! 
 
    “Listen. I don’t know what you’ve…” 
 
    He never saw it coming, never saw Natalia move. One moment she was glaring at him with her hands on her hips, and the next she had kneed him in the balls. 
 
    All the bravado and machismo, the masculine indignation, melted away in a bolt of white-hot pain that started in his testicles and raced up his spine to explode inside his skull. It knocked the air from his lungs. With a howl of pain, he clutched his wounded crotch and sank to the floor. “Natalia!” he gasped, fighting for air. “What the f…” 
 
    “Silence! When next you speak, you will address me as Tara’ana. But first, I think it’s high time Pipu was reminded of his place!” 
 
    His whole world was a ball of red-hot pain. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t stand up. His balls, already achy from sexual frustration, were two glowing orbs of searing agony. God, they hurt!  
 
    He held them gingerly with both hands and peered up at his wife, trying to blink away the tears that the intense pain brought to his eyes and wondering just what her words meant.  
 
    Pipu? His place? Julius’s mind raced, trying to understand, to catch up to a situation that was clearly out of control. He wanted to ask her what was going on, but after what had just happened, though, he dared not speak at all. 
 
    Tara’ana took a step forward and Julius instinctively rolled his hips away from her, shielding his vulnerable genitals from a renewal of her attack. He ducked his head and clutched himself, afraid she might kick him again. But Tara’ana had other plans.  
 
    She towered over her kneeling husband, close enough for him to feel the heat of her body, then stood waiting. Realizing that she wasn’t going to strike him again, Julius cautiously lifted his head. 
 
    She was standing right in front of him, her legs shoulder width apart and her neatly trimmed pussy at eye level, just a few inches from his face. Her pubic hair, still trimmed in the shape of an arrowhead, was flecked with several small globules of Boda’s semen.  
 
    When his eyes moved further down, he could make out her puffy labia, hanging slightly open and glistening with her lover’s essence. The earthy scent of it wafted into his nostrils, and he felt himself shudder, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from his wife’s freshly fucked cunt. 
 
    “Now, the next time I give you a command, I expect you to carry it out immediately. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes,” Julius nodded, staring as a thick drop of cum oozed from her pussy and made its way lazily down her inner thigh, headed toward her knee.  
 
    There was something mesmerizing about it, this physical manifestation of her infidelity. He found it impossible to look away. He stared at the little white droplet, tracked its progress down her beautiful leg with his eyes. Julius forgot all about the pain in his balls. 
 
    “Yes what?” she demanded. 
 
    The distracted professor hesitated for just a moment, genuinely not understanding the question, but his wife took it as a sign of disobedience. 
 
    Like a flash of lightning, a pair of fierce hands snatched him by the hair on the back of his head and gave him a shake. “Yes what?!” She brought her face down to his, and for the first time in his life, Julius was truly frightened of his wife. 
 
    “Yes ma’am! Yes ma’am!” he squealed. 
 
    “That’s better!” Tara’ana growled, but her hands never left the back of his head. “Now, get to work!” 
 
    Again, her words confused him, but when she pulled his face into her crotch, Julius realized in horror what she wanted from him. 
 
    This was something she had threatened him with before. Cleaning up Boda’s mess. But the threat had been playful, a tease, not serious, not something she had ever intended on following through with. At least, that was what Julius had thought at the time! 
 
    The next few minutes proved that assumption to be false. 
 
    Julius held his breath. Jaw locked, lips clamped tightly shut. He wouldn’t do what she wanted. He… he couldn’t! 
 
    He struggled and tried to pull back, but the hard-hearted Tara’ana was relentless. Her iron hands held him there, clamping him firmly in place, smothering him into her sticky folds until his lungs cried out for oxygen. 
 
    He tried to get the air his body so desperately needed by breathing through his nose, but it wasn’t enough. The way she was holding him had his nose smashed firmly into her little thatch of pubic hair. 
 
    The wetness surrounded him, reeking of fresh sex and fogging up his glasses. The combined juices of his wife and her lover. Sticky and revolting. Blocking out everything else. His cheeks, his chin, his nose. Inundated with it. 
 
    He held out as long as he could, until his vision blurred, and the world began to darken. Then, with a convulsive gasp, he opened his mouth and surrendered to his fate. 
 
    Immediately, he felt the wetness touch his tongue, flowing into his mouth, choking him as he tried to breathe. He swallowed reflexively, and a panicked little voice screamed in outraged protest inside his head.  
 
    Oh my God! He was doing it! She was forcing him to! This was terrible! Awful! 
 
    But was it really so awful? Julius took another breath and got another mouthful of juice. It honestly wasn’t as bad as he had feared. In fact, since they had been marooned on the island, he could think of a dozen things he had eaten that had tasted worse. 
 
    To his surprise, the taste was nothing like what he had imagined. Not nearly as strong. Salty, slightly bitter, but not so much different from his wife’s own natural flavor. Maybe this wasn’t the end of the world. 
 
    Curious now, he extended his tongue and gave a tentative swipe through her swollen labia. It really wasn’t that bad. He gave another lick, and this time was rewarded by his wife’s sweet moan. He licked her again. 
 
    “Mmm!” she cooed. “Just like that. That’s good. So good!” Her steely grip on the back of his head softened, and he felt her pelvis curl forward, offering more of her cunt to his mouth. 
 
    What the hell, Julius thought. There really wasn’t much point in resisting now. He had already licked her, tasted her lover’s cum. Besides, this was the first time he’d been allowed to go down on her in months. And at this point, any sexual contact seemed like a blessing. 
 
    His hands slid up the backs of her legs to the twin globes of her ass cheeks. He clutched her beautiful butt and pulled her toward him as he buried his face in her unfaithful crotch. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she gasped. “God yes! Lick me, Julius! Lick my pussy! Lick him out of me! Get me nice and clean!” 
 
    As her fingers played in his hair, he felt her knees tremble. He was going to make her cum! Holy shit! He felt a warm surge of pride. It had been so long! He licked faster, snaking his tongue far up inside her, determined to get her off. 
 
    Just as he had her teetering on the edge of an orgasm, there was a loud bang behind him. At the same instant, he heard Natalia gasp in shock and looked up to see her staring at something behind him. 
 
    Alarmed, Julius whirled around to find Frank Urbs standing in the doorway of Tara’ana’s chamber. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “Well, well!” the fat man chuckled. “Isn’t this special!” 
 
    From the hallway behind him, Julius heard what sounded like a pistol shot, followed by a woman’s scream. He wiped his face with the back of his hand as he got to his feet. 
 
    “That pretty tasty? God damn, boy!” Frank shook his head. “And with your dick in a cage, no less!” He waved a dismissive hand toward Julius’s iron-shod crotch “That’s pretty fucked up! Even for a dumbass like you!” 
 
    Though his words irked him, Julius made no reply. He was waiting to see what the man would do next. 
 
    In his meaty little fist, Frank held a large revolver, its ominous black muzzle covering the two professors as his eyes darted rapidly around the room. When they came to rest on them once more, Julius saw the corner of the man’s lips curl into a derisive sneer. 
 
    “Ain’t you two a sight!” he snickered, shaking his head but keeping the gun trained on them. “Uppity, holier-than-thou fuckers! All educated and fancy. Too good to talk with ole Frank. Too refined. 
 
    “And look at you now! The wife putting out for a tribe of savages, and the hubby lapping up the leftovers! Shit! Ain’t so high and mighty now, are you? So much for refinement, huh? A couple of fucking perverts. That’s all you are! Hell, I knew it all along!”  
 
    The obese wretch licked his plump lips while he allowed his lecherous eyes to roam over Natalia’s naked body. Up and down his head went, scoping out her long legs, her bare pussy, her succulent tits. 
 
    Julius could see hunger in his eyes, could practically hear the cogs turning in the vile man’s head. He was a pig. Through and through. There could be little doubt what he was thinking. 
 
    “Frank!” Natalia whispered.  
 
    Her voice was scarcely loud enough to be heard, her face as pale as death. She hadn’t moved since their former companion had kicked the door open, staring at the man in disbelief as though rooted in place. When she finally noticed his leering gaze, she brought her hands in front of her to cover her bare crotch. 
 
    Talia shook her head. “We… we thought you were…” 
 
    “Dead?” Frank offered. Natalia’s nod brought a derisive chuckle from him. “Not hardly, sweetheart! Not me! It’ll take a sight more than a pack of naked savages with pointed sticks to do in Frank Urbs!” 
 
    His boast was a hollow one. All three of them knew it. The man was a consummate coward. Even though he had been half-delirious with fever at the time, Julius could remember well how he had run away screaming into the jungle, leaving Natalia and him to face the Molongans alone.  
 
    No. Frank Urbs was nowhere near as tough or dangerous as he liked to pretend. At least, not without a gun in his hand. The problem was, he had a gun in his hand at the moment. A very large gun. And with it, he really was dangerous! 
 
    Julius knew a little bit about guns. His father had taken him to the local shooting range when he was in high school. But the gun Frank was waving around was considerably larger than his father’s old .38 Special.  
 
    “Frank,” Julius said in the calmest tone he could muster, “why don’t you put the gun away? There’s no one here but us. Just lower the gun. Let’s talk.” 
 
    “Yeah, right!” Frank laughed. “Put my gun away! So you guys can overpower me and turn me over to your native friends? I don’t think so. I think I’ll just keep it!” 
 
    “Wha… what do you want?” Natalia whispered.  
 
    Her voice trembled when she spoke, and her fear struck a chord with Julius. He resented the fact the Frank was frightening her. There just wasn’t a whole lot he could do about it at the present. 
 
    “Want?” the fat man drawled. “You want to know what I want?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Well,” he smiled. “That’s not an easy thing for me to answer. I mean, I think we all know what the Dewey conglomerate is after.” 
 
    “The root,” Julius said. “The Lolo’panaet root.” 
 
    “Very good, professor. That’s right. It’s worth a fortune. Ten fortunes. And we’re not about to leave it here because of a bunch of spear-chuckers. It’s ours now, or soon will be.” 
 
    “No!” Natalia shook her head. “It belongs to the Molongans.” 
 
    “Fuck that! I’ve got two hundred men with me, and those ignorant black fuckers are just going to have to get used to the idea that we’re calling the shots from here on out. Like it or not, the root belongs to us now!” 
 
    Two hundred! Julius blanched to hear that Dewey had amassed such a large force. With two hundred men armed with modern weapons, he had little doubt that they could wipe out all of the Molongans. 
 
    As if to prove their existence, a pair of soldiers passed behind Frank, stalking down the hallway. Both of them were dressed in battle fatigues and carrying large, black assault rifles. Obviously well-armed, they looked competent and ruthless. Mr. Albert had been correct. The Dewey Conglomerate really was mounting a full-scale invasion of the island. 
 
    “But that’s just what Dewey wants,” Frank continued. “And there’s plenty of men out there to take care of that. As for me…” He bounced his eyebrows and licked his lips like a hungry wolf as he stared directly at Natalia’s bare tits. “I’ve got something else in mind! I’m thinking a slice of that cute little pussy of yours might be just the thing!” 
 
    He took a step toward her, undoing his thick, leather belt with one hand as he did. Julius tried to move between Frank and his wife, to protect her, but a well-aimed stroke with the heavy barrel of his revolver caught him just over the ear and put an immediate end to his resistance. 
 
    A spray of white stars exploded inside Julius’s head, and he stumbled. He tried to remain standing, but his legs failed him. He felt himself falling into a dark and bottomless void, spiraling down, down. The stars disappeared, and in their wake, everything went grey, then the cold stone floor rose up to meet him and the blackness closed over him as his eyelids sagged shut. 
 
    “Julius!”  
 
    He heard Talia scream and fought to swim back to surface of consciousness. If only he could open his eyes! But they were so heavy, they felt like they were made of lead. He took a deep, shuddering breath and finally managed to pry a stubborn eyelid up enough that he could peek through the crack. The scene that greeted him turned his blood to ice. 
 
    Still fiddling with his belt, the overweight Frank was advancing on Natalia with a lustful grin on his lips. The big revolver was still pointed squarely at her chest. 
 
    “Come on now,” he said.  
 
    “You… you wouldn’t!” Natalia gasped, her eyes large in fear.  
 
    She stepped quickly backwards, trying to put as much space as possible between herself and the revolting pig who was hastily unzipping his trousers. Unfortunately, she was looking at him as she did, and when the backs of her knees hit the heavy frame of the enormous bed behind her, she tumbled onto her back. Her legs fell open. 
 
    Natalia’s scream of terror roused Julius from his stupor, and he tried to rise and come to her aid, but the stars came back, and his arms wouldn’t support him. With an agonized groan, he slipped to the stone floor once more. His ears buzzing like a beehive, he fought to remain conscious and tried again to pull himself up from the floor. 
 
    By this time, Frank had his cock out. For some reason, Julius wasn’t surprised to see that he was small. It fit, somehow.  
 
    His pudgy, short, pale little penis stuck out in front of him like a miniature bowsprit, barely protruding past the open fly of his pants. But he was hard, and he was ready, and when he reached the bed, he took one of Natalia’s ankles in his free hand and aimed his tiny cock at her bare pussy. Then, he shuffled forward and began to climb onto the bed. 
 
    Natalia screamed once more, then suddenly a huge, dark shadow flew past Julius, rushing to the bed where his wife was about to be molested by Frank Urbs. The professor tried to focus on what was going on, but his brain felt like it was swimming through molasses. 
 
    There was a struggle. That much he could make out. The big dark shadow was wrestling with Frank, pushing him away from the bed. 
 
    Julius blinked, trying to clear the fog from his mind, and realized that he recognized the shadow. It was Boda. Boda had come to Natalia’s rescue and was fighting with the still-armed Frank. 
 
    The candlelight gleamed from the steel blade of an enormous knife that Boda seemed to produce from nowhere, raising it high above Frank. Then the knife came down. Back up into the light it swung, before slashing down once more. Again and again. 
 
    There was a loud scream, followed by another. Shrill and terrified, the voice quavered and shrieked. To his surprise, Julius realized that it wasn’t Natalia who screamed. It was Frank. 
 
    A gunshot rang out, deafening in the close confines of Tara’ana’s chamber. Then came the metallic clatter of the heavy revolver falling onto the stone floor, before everything went deathly still.  
 
    The scene before Julius seemed to shift into slow motion. No more did the flashing blade make its up and down journey. Instead, the two figures grappled with one another, grunting with the effort and growing slower and more lethargic by the second, before sliding to the floor to lie in one enormous heap. 
 
    With a Herculean effort, Julius finally managed to push himself up to a sitting position. As his vision finally cleared, he saw Natalia move from the bed to kneel beside the two figures on the floor. This time, the scream that shattered the stillness of the room did belong to his wife.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “No! Nooooooo!” Natalia wailed. Shrill and quavering, mournful and utterly despondent, her cry shook the heavens and instantly raised goosebumps on the back of Julius’s neck. “Nooooo!!” 
 
    Unsteady though he might be, he was on his feet now and limped toward where his wife knelt beside Boda, lying motionless on the floor. He grimaced against the pain that turned his head into one throbbing mass of agony. Each movement brought a wave of nausea.  
 
    The professor brought his hand up to the side of his head and gingerly felt the lump Frank’s long-barreled pistol had raised there. As lumps went, it was big. The biggest he had ever had, at least. Big and strangely wet-feeling. When his hand came away, he looked at it and saw that it was covered in blood. 
 
    That at least explains the wetness, he thought. 
 
    He was hurt. How badly, he had no idea. But at the moment, he was more concerned about his wife and Boda. The fact that the big warrior was still lying motionless on the floor filled his heart with a grim sense of dread. 
 
    Four tortured and wobbling steps brought him to his wife’s side. She was weeping loudly now, her whole frame wracked with sobs. One glance at the big black bullet hole in the center of the Molongan man’s chest confirmed his fears. Boda was dead. 
 
    For just a moment, Julius stared at his lifeless form in shock. He couldn’t believe what had happened. And so suddenly! One moment, everything had been fine. The next…  
 
    Boda’s slack jaw lagged to the side, allowing his tongue to loll partially out of his dead mouth, accompanied by a thin trickle of blood that rolled slowly down his cheek. His sightless eyes stared up at the ceiling as though commending his soul to the island gods he had worshipped. All around his naked body, a dark pool of warm blood continued to grow. It was the most awful thing Julius had ever seen. 
 
    He glanced at the blood, sticky and red on the stone floor, then back at Boda’s face. Never again, would he see this man smile or laugh. Never would he hear his deep, manly voice echoing from the stone walls of the temple again. A sharp pang of loss stabbed at Julius’s heart. 
 
    It didn’t seem real. It just couldn’t be! Could it? Julius didn’t know whether the ringing in his ears was from shock or from the blow Frank had given him. He felt worse than he had ever felt in his life. 
 
    This wasn’t the first dead body Julius had seen. There had been others. Grandparents. Family friends. He’d been to many funerals in his time. More than he cared to admit. At least a dozen had been open casket affairs. 
 
    But most of those had been expected deaths. After all, old people died! And when he got to see them, the professor realized, they had already benefitted greatly from the mortician’s skills, laid out in their finest clothing, their blemishes carefully concealed beneath an artful layer of cosmetics. They had looked serene, peaceful. Nothing at all like this!  
 
    An involuntary shudder rattled his frame, causing his head to hurt even more than it already did. He coughed to keep himself from vomiting. 
 
    It was also, he thought, the first time he had ever actually seen anyone die right before his eyes. The violence left him feeling disoriented and confused. The suddenness, the grim finality. It all seemed so impossible, so wrong! 
 
     In spite of the intermittent jealousy he had felt toward this man over the past few months, the professor realized that he had actually been quite fond of the big Molongan. Though their relationship had been far from typical, Boda had always been kind to him. There had been plenty among the Molongans who had not been. Boda had been all right. A good guy. The fact that it had taken his death for him to recognize this made him feel ashamed. 
 
    Another sorrowful wail filled the high-ceilinged room and brought him out of his reveries. He was suddenly reminded that he wasn’t the only one present who had suffered a loss. Poor Natalia had just been robbed of someone she loved very much. 
 
    “Nooo!” she cried next to him. “Boda! Noooo!” 
 
    Never had he heard so much heartbreak in his wife’s voice. He turned his eyes to her and saw that she was holding her slain lover’s bloodstained hand and shaking it desperately in a forlorn effort to rouse him. With a lump in his throat, he laid a tender hand on her quaking shoulder.  
 
    “Talia, I’m so sorry,” he said. His voice had a distant and distorted sound to it, with a hollow echo inside his aching head that made it seem as though it were coming from another room. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh no! No! No! No! Boda! Don’t die! Please! Boda!” 
 
    He blinked back the tears that welled up in his eyes at his wife’s distress and took a deep breath. It took all his will to fight back the nausea that rose in his throat. His eyes narrowed in disgust when they shifted to Boda’s murderer, lying next to him in a slowly growing pool of their combined gore. 
 
    Frank, too, was quite obviously deceased. Boda’s knife attack had left him with a dozen gaping holes in his upper chest. The scientist took over, as it so often did in moments like this. Instinctively, his eye gauged the length of the knife blade still clutched in the Molongan’s hand. Those wounds go nine or ten inches into the dead man’s chest, Julius silently estimated. Plenty of penetration to reach the heart and lungs.  
 
    Out of a particularly large and yawning hole, he saw the naked bone of one of Frank’s ribs gleaming back at him through a severed layer of glistening fat, both awash in a sea of crimson. Further down, his small, flaccid penis still protruded through the fly of his trousers, adding a comical indignity to the horrible scene. 
 
    Perhaps there was such a thing as karma, Julius smiled to himself. 
 
    A sudden queasiness rose up in him, and the anthropologist turned his head away in disgust. It wasn’t that he regretted Frank’s passing or felt in any way sorry for him. On the contrary, the cold knot that formed in the pit of his stomach was one born of pure rage.  
 
    Hot hatred boiled up inside the professor, bringing the taste of bile to his mouth. If the fat man had been alive still, he would happily have stabbed the bastard to death himself. He was a vile abomination. 
 
    Poor Boda! His glance strayed once more to the dead giant. He deserved better than to die at the hands of such a wretched creature! God damn it! 
 
    Another gunshot sounded from the hallway and Julius’s head snapped around to look at the still-open door. Shit! There was no time to waste! They had to get out of here before one of Frank’s compatriots came looking for him! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Ignoring the pain in his head, the professor stepped quickly to the doorway and eased the door quietly shut, then bolted it. That would buy them a little time, anyway. Time he would need to plan their next move. 
 
    He looked around, hoping to find a side exit, some way out of the room other than the main door. But he saw none. They were trapped. Sitting ducks. Unless he could think of something, they were about to be taken prisoner and/or murdered by the soldiers who, by the sound of it, were busily sacking the village. 
 
    “Talia,” he said. “Talia, listen to me.” 
 
    She gave no indication that she had heard him speak, murmuring softly to Boda’s lifeless corpse as she knelt beside him in his still-warm blood. 
 
    “Talia, please. You have to listen to me.” 
 
    He strode back to her kneeling form and stooped to give her shoulder a gentle shake. 
 
    “Talia!” he shouted. “Talia!” 
 
    “Wha… what?” 
 
    Her tear-stained face tipped upwards to look at him. Her bloodshot eyes were wide and unfocussed, staring back at him with an air of vacant bewilderment. She was in shock. 
 
    “Talia. Sweetie. We have to go. We have to go now.” 
 
    “Go?” she asked, wrinkling her forehead as though the word were one that was unknown to her. “Go where?” 
 
    “We have to get away. We have to leave. Leave the temple.” 
 
    “But we can’t leave. No! What about Boda? And… and the Molongans.” 
 
    “Boda’s dead, Talia. He’s dead. Frank killed him. I’m sorry, baby, but he’s gone, and we can’t help the Molongans. Not right now. There are too many of them. Now, we have to get out of here.” 
 
    “But Boda.” 
 
    “He’s dead. He’s dead, Natalia. Frank killed him.” 
 
    “Frank?” Her eyes darted to the fat man’s corpse, and the vacant look in them instantly disappeared. Natalia’s eyebrows lowered into a hate-filled scowl. “That bastard!” she spat angrily. “Fucking bastard.” 
 
    Her normally-beautiful face was twisted into a mask of rage as she suddenly lunged past him toward Frank’s dead body. The move caught Julius by surprise, but he managed to grab a wildly flailing arm and drag her away from the two dead men. 
 
    “Let me go, Julius!” she shrieked. “God damn it! Let me go!” 
 
    She struggled fiercely against him for just a moment, kicking and clawing, her eyes wild with rage, her perfect, white teeth bared in an animal snarl, before collapsing into his chest and sobbing loudly. “He killed him! That bastard killed him!” she hissed. “Frank killed Boda!” Then, she buried her head in his shoulder and wept in earnest. 
 
    “Shhh. I know, baby. I know he did,” Julius said. “And I’m so sorry.” 
 
    His hand wrapped gently around the back of her head and simply held her while she cried. The tears flowed like a river from Natalia’s blue eyes, wetting his shoulder with their warm sorrow. God, he felt bad for her!  
 
    Knowing that she needed this at the moment, he waited patiently while she cried. Finally, when the worst of her sobs had subsided into a quiet sniffling and her breathing had returned to something more closely resembling normalcy, the professor tried again. 
 
    “We need to go. We need to get out of the temple now, Natalia. Frank’s men will be here any minute,” he said. “Is there any other way out of here than down the front steps?” Maybe there was something he had overlooked. 
 
    This time, when she pulled back from him, Julius could see that she was starting to come to grips with their situation. Though they still brimmed with bitter tears, her eyes were no longer wild and vacant. 
 
    “Yes. There’s a secret passage,” she nodded.  
 
    A secret passage! Julius’s heart soared at the phrase. It seemed almost too good to be true! So much so that he briefly considered asking her to repeat herself. A secret passage!  
 
    It made sense really. He shouldn’t have been so surprised. Such things were not uncommon in structures this old. In tumultuous times, many a European lord had escaped the wrath of his subjects by fleeing down a hidden tunnel. Why wouldn’t the Molongans have envisioned a similar scenario? From what he had seen, they were a clever lot.  
 
    A secret passage! He repeated the words in his head. Maybe they would get out of this situation alive! 
 
    “But I don’t understand. We can get out of the temple, but what good will it do?” Natalia asked. “There’s no way we can evade them in the jungle. And even if we were able, we have no way to get off the island. We’re stuck here, Julius.” 
 
    “Stuck? But… Oh God! Oh, Natalia. I completely forgot! You don’t know, do you? I never got around to telling you!” 
 
    “Telling me? What are you talking about? What were you supposed to tell me?” 
 
    Another scream sounded in the hallway outside, and Julius flinched, his eyes darting nervously to the locked door. The bolt wouldn’t hold long if the mercenaries decided to knock down the door. There was no more time! 
 
    “The secret passage!” he said, taking his wife by the hand. “Show me! I’ll tell you on the way!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Julius stared at the strange scene in front of him in utter amazement. Just a few seconds before, he would have declared the wall behind the bed to be impenetrable. The enormous gray stones had fit together so seamlessly that a sheet of typing paper would not have fit into the gaps between them. But when Natalia had pressed a button cleverly disguised in a small rosette that was carved into the bottom of a narrow pilaster, a two-foot wide section of the wall began to move inward. 
 
    The stones groaned in protest as they slid against one another, scarcely moving at first, then picking up speed. Back and to the side the hidden door swung on hinges that squeaked from disuse, opening at last to reveal a small portal to a dark and narrow passageway beyond. 
 
    Natalia snatched a burning torch from a bracket mounted on the wall, took one last longing look at Boda’s motionless form lying prostrate on the floor, then stiffened her back and motioned for Julius to follow her as she ducked through the opening. 
 
    Julius started after her when a little voice inside his head stopped him. What was the one thing he had always complained about when he and Natalia had watched an action movie? No matter how dire their situation, the protagonists never stopped to pick up the gun!  
 
    “Pick up the fucking gun!” he would shout at the screen. “You’re gonna need it!” 
 
    As quickly as he could, the professor stepped to where Frank’s revolver still lay on the stone floor, thankfully just outside the puddle of gore, and picked it up. It was cold and heavy in his hand and the knowledge that this gun had been the instrument of Boda’s death weighed heavily upon him as he turned and started after Natalia. 
 
    He had scarcely slipped into the corridor before his ears caught the telltale sound of fists pounding on the outer door. The fists were replaced by something more solid. Whether it was an axe or a rifle butt, Julius couldn’t be sure, but he heard the distinctive sound of splintering wood as Natalia pulled a large bronze lever that sent the hidden door sliding back into its original position.  
 
    They had gotten out of the room just in time. The Dewey Conglomerate mercenaries were breaking down the door to Tara’ana’s chamber. 
 
    Talia glanced at the gun that he held in his hand and frowned, then met his eyes and gave him a silent nod. Julius knew just what was going on inside her head. She didn’t like the fact that he had picked it up, but she understood the necessity. 
 
    The air in the concealed corridor was cold and had a musty smell that reminded him of the ancient root cellar he had discovered at his grandmother’s house when he was a child. But this was no root cellar. This was a secret passageway built for the use of the goddess Tara’ana. He was reminded of this fact by the exquisite artwork that adorned the carefully fitted stones that led away into the darkness in front of them. 
 
    “So,” Natalia whispered as they hurried down the narrow hallway, “what was it that you wanted to tell me?” 
 
    They came to a short flight of stairs before the hallway doubled back in the opposite direction, leading them under the room in which they had been. 
 
    “We’re getting off the island,” Julius said. “Mr. Albert has come back.” 
 
    Natalia stopped in her tracks and whirled around with a look of amazement on her face. “What?!” she gasped.  
 
    “I saw him this morning. On the banks of the river. I spoke to him.” 
 
    As quickly as he could, Julius told his wife the story of how he had met Mr. Albert while he was filling the water buckets that morning. He told her of the plan to meet them in the same spot and how he had been watching them from the jungle. She was silent while he spoke, taking it all in. By the time his tale was finished, a hint of a smile had returned to her careworn face. 
 
    “Victor’s here? Out there in the jungle? Now? But why didn’t you say something? You could have… Oh! Oh, yeah.” She blushed. “I guess I didn’t give you much of a chance earlier, did I?” 
 
    “No. Not really!” 
 
    “Sorry about that. God, now I feel terrible. Julius, I’m sorry. I just…” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” the professor said. The last thing he wanted was for her to start thinking about Boda again. “We’ve got bigger problems now.” 
 
    His wounded head was still hurting. Not as badly as before, but their rapid pace wasn’t helping it much. Unfortunately, they had little choice in the matter. They made another turn and went down a second set of stairs that opened onto a somewhat wider corridor.  
 
    “I guess that’s true. So, tell me what else Victor said. What happens after we meet up with him? What is his plan? How is he going to get us off the island? Is there a boat? A helicopter? Did he bring supplies? Clothes?” She gestured at her still-naked body and raised her eyebrows in a silent question. 
 
    “Fuck!” Julius slapped his forehead, forgetting his injury, and nearly fainted from the sudden pain that exploded inside his skull. He staggered against Natalia, gripping the butt of the gun hard to keep from dropping it. “God damn it!” 
 
    Talia caught his arm with her free hand and steadied him, holding the torch far out to one side to avoid burning him. “What? Julius, what is it? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Clothes. Clothes! Damn it!” 
 
    “Clothes? I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Clothes! I was supposed to bring clothes for us! Something to wear while we make our escape. But after… you know. After what happened, I completely forgot. Now, we’re going to have to trek through the jungle in our birthday suits. God, I’m an idiot! Shit!” 
 
    Natalia pursed her lips, thinking. “Yeah,” she said, “that’s a tough one. It sure won’t be much fun running through the brush naked.” 
 
    “Damn!” 
 
    “Well, there’s nothing we can do about it now, I guess. Let’s just get to the rendezvous point. Maybe Mr. Albert will have a suggestion.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    When they emerged, the hot tropical sun was already high in the sky. Midday, Julius thought as a trickle of sweat ran down the back of his neck. Noon, or maybe a little after. 
 
    As luck would have it, the secret passageway from Tara’ana’s chamber had its exit less than 200 yards from the planned rendezvous point. It terminated in a small cave on the bank of the river, and after a quick dip in the cool water to wash themselves, the two escapees had only a short walk along the soft, white sand of the riverbed to where Mr. Albert was waiting for them. 
 
    “Julius! Natalia!” he called out to them from the jungle, waving his hands to get their attention. “Over here!” 
 
    “Victor!” Talia smiled when she caught sight of the one-eyed man and waved back. “Thank God we found you!” 
 
    When they joined him under the sheltering canopy of the trees, Julius couldn’t help but notice the way the black man’s eyes sized up his wife from beneath the camouflage cap he wore. Of course, he looked! How could he not look? Natalia was a strikingly gorgeous woman. She was also completely naked! 
 
    Catching himself staring at Natalia’s big tits, Mr. Albert turned abruptly to Julius and immediately noted the revolver in his hand. He raised an eyebrow and gave the professor a silent nod of approval, then winced when he saw the fresh wound on the side of his head.  
 
    “Ouch!” he said, whistling through his teeth. “That looks like it hurts. Are you okay, professor?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m fine. We, um… we had a little trouble back there,” Julius offered by way of explanation. “I’m sorry, but I wasn’t able to find anything for us to wear.” 
 
    “That’s all right, Julius,” Mr. Albert smiled. He patted Julius’s arm reassuringly. “That’s quite all right. Luckily, I managed to salvage a few items from the crash site.” 
 
    The black man reached into the pocket of his shirt and produced a small bottle of painkillers. “Here,” he said. “Take a couple of these. They may not completely block the pain, but they’ll certainly help with the swelling.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Julius said. He took the proffered bottle and shook two white pills into the palm of his hand. “Thanks a lot.” 
 
    When he had taken the bottle back from Julius and returned it to his shirt pocket, Mr. Albert turned and knelt to unzip a large duffel bag that was lying against a fallen tree.  
 
    “It’s not much,” he muttered, “nothing fancy. But I think we can make it work for our purposes.”  
 
    He rummaged around inside the cavernous bag for a few seconds, then seized on something far in the bottom.  
 
    “Ah! Here we go! This was in a big, brown suitcase that had come to rest in the fork of a tree.”  
 
    He turned and offered Natalia a piece of folded fabric that Julius immediately recognized as one of his wife’s cotton sundresses. Surprisingly clean after all this time, it was short and tight, a hot little number designed more for showing off its wearer’s figure than for hiking through the underbrush of a tropical island, but at least it would cover her a little. It was a hell of a lot better than nothing. 
 
    “For you, the pickings were a little slimmer,” Mr. Albert said as he handed Julius a moldy pair of sweatpants. “I found these wedged under a section of the wing, but I couldn’t find a shirt anywhere. Luckily, though,” he said as he delved into the cavernous bag once more, “I found boots for both of you in what was left of the tail section.” 
 
    From the village, Julius heard a series of gunshots. Damn! Dewey’s private army was wreaking havoc among the Molongans. More than anything, he wished they could help, but what could the three of them do against so many? 
 
    “Oh, I also found this,” Mr. Albert pulled Julius’s battered fedora from the bag. “I just stumbled across it on the way back here. Hanging in a tree half a mile from where the plane went down. Crazy, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah. Crazy.” The professor took the hat from him and turned it over in his hands. “Thanks.” 
 
    The months it had spent exposed to the elements had done it no favors. For that matter, neither had its journey in the bottom of Mr. Albert’s duffel bag.  
 
    There were two tears in the brim and a dent in the crown that showed little promise of ever being steamed out again. The whole of the hat was covered in irregular stains, many of which looked suspiciously like monkey droppings. It in no way, Julius mused with a sharp pang of regret, resembled the fine hat it had once been. 
 
    Still, the Molongan sun was fierce this time of year, and anything that might shelter his head from it was a welcome addition to his wardrobe. Julius slipped it on, careful to avoid the painful knot on the side of his head. 
 
    “It’s high time we got the hell out of here,” the black man said when a staccato burst of automatic gunfire broke the relative silence of the jungle. “You two had better hurry up and get dressed. Things could get pretty uncomfortable pretty fast.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    20 minutes later, the three crazily attired fugitives were hurrying up a narrow mountain path with enormous thick-trunked trees lining the way on either side of them. 
 
    At any other time, Julius would have been doubled over in amusement at their appearance.  They looked positively ridiculous: the somber, soldierly Mr. Albert in his camouflage uniform, followed by Natalia in her surprisingly sexy, skintight dress, and then Julius, looking for all the world like a circus clown, bare chested in his baggy, stained sweatpants and droopy felt hat.  
 
    It was laughable. But the seriousness of their situation made it impossible for him to laugh. There were more pressing matters than their avant-garde attire. 
 
    In the treetops far above them, birds and monkeys shrieked and protested their passage, telegraphing to all who would listen the movements of the humans who dared to enter their sylvan world. 
 
    “Damn it,” Mr. Albert swore, glancing up at the traitorous wildlife in the treetops. “I thought they might ignore us. I guess we’ll just have to hope that Dewey’s private army doesn’t know anything about animals.” 
 
    That the soldiers-for-hire were actively looking for them by now, there could be no doubt. The trill of whistles in the village just minutes before indicated that the body of Frank Urbs had apparently been discovered. Shortly thereafter, several groups of armed men had rushed from the village into the surrounding jungle.  
 
    Twice, they had been forced to stop, crouching down to hide themselves behind bushes while search parties combed the surrounding hills. Luckily for them, the green-clad soldiers had been looking on the slope opposite their position. So, their trail had not been found. Not yet, anyway. But Mr. Albert assured them it was only a matter of time, and Julius was inclined to believe him. 
 
    The boots he wore were stiff with disuse and exposure to the elements. Put on without any socks, they chafed his feet terribly with each step. Still, he reasoned, it would’ve been worse had his feet been bare. 
 
    In truth, it wasn’t the chafing of his shoes that was causing the professor the most discomfort. That dubious distinction went to the iron cage that was still wrapped tightly around his manhood. 
 
    Up until now, it hadn’t been too much of an issue. His movements in the village had been limited. Most of his time, he spent in the temple itself. So, there had not been much walking. Certainly nothing like this! 
 
    Beneath the foul-smelling sweatpants that covered his lower body, Julius wore no underwear. As a result, the cage bobbed and bounced from side to side with each step, rubbing him in places he would rather have not been rubbed. The little party hadn’t been walking five minutes before the friction became uncomfortable. Five minutes after that, he was wincing with each step. With each passing minute, it got worse.  
 
    He tried to hold himself whenever he could, and it helped, but the treacherous footing and the fact that one hand was carrying Frank’s long revolver meant that he needed his other for support most of the time. At this rate, he knew that he would be rubbed raw by the time they reached the coast. 
 
    Added to that was the worst headache he had ever experienced. The wound left by the barrel of Frank’s revolver had thankfully stopped bleeding, but the pain had subsided little. His grungy fedora had an annoying habit of drooping down to rub against the angry bump on the side of his head.  
 
    Picking his way through the jungle as best he could, Julius’s whole world was a never-ending sea of pain. His feet hurt. His head hurt. His cock and the insides of his thighs hurt like hell. There was no relief in sight. 
 
    When they all stopped for a breather, Julius leaned against an enormous tree and closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the simple fact that the cage had stopped rubbing his balls. He heard Natalia sob and opened his eyes in concern.  
 
    When he did, he found her standing on the other side of the little clearing, close to Mr. Albert, speaking quietly with the one-eyed man. Most of their conversation was too quiet to for him to hear, but he distinctly caught the words ‘Boda’ and ‘Frank’. She was telling him what had happened back in the temple. 
 
    The professor was just about to close his eyes once more when Natalia leaned into Mr. Albert and hugged him close. He could hear her crying and felt a stab of jealousy as the black man put a protective arm around her, whispering soothing words to her as he stroked her slender back.  
 
    Why was she looking to him for comfort instead of her own husband? asked that little voice inside his head.  
 
    There was a closeness between the two that disturbed him. And this wasn’t the first time he had seen it. From the moment Natalia met Mr. Albert, they had been best buddies.  
 
    Back when they had first crashed on the island, when Julius was lapsing in and out of consciousness, he had begun to suspect that their feelings for one another went beyond friendship. But then Mr. Albert had gone off in search of help, and he and Natalia had been captured by the Molongans, effectively putting an end to any budding romance between them.  
 
    In the intervening time, he had written off his suspicions to fevered paranoia. But now, watching them together, he felt his old misgivings returning. Maybe this man really was interested in his wife. And just like with Boda, he felt his sore cock give a little twitch of excitement at the thought. Oh my God! he thought. Were they headed down that road again?! 
 
    A sudden, white-hot image sprang into his mind. An image of Natalia on her back beneath their one-eyed savior, moaning in pleasure while he fucked her for all he was worth. Her normally flat belly was swollen with Boda’s unborn child. Beneath the fabric of his filthy sweatpants, his chafed dick twitched again. 
 
    But no sooner had his brain formed this new and deliciously painful picture of a visibly pregnant Natalia cuckolding him with Mr. Albert than the two moved apart without another glance at each other. He shook his head in disgust.  
 
    It had all been in his head, damn it! What the fuck was wrong with him? He was sick! There was nothing between them. What he had witnessed was nothing more than the normal interactions of two people in a difficult situation. 
 
    Maybe Frank had been right. Maybe he was nothing more than a pervert. All of this time watching Natalia with Boda had colored his perceptions. He now saw debauchery where there was none. 
 
    “We’re going to have to abandon the trail,” Mr. Albert announced from the other side of the clearing. His eyes were trained on something on the opposite ridge that Julius couldn’t see. “Our only chance to evade them is to go where they won’t expect us. Besides,” he grinned, “most of these guys are probably afraid of the tigers.”  
 
    “Tigers?” Natalia asked, glancing left and right with obvious concern on her face. “There are tigers in the jungle here?”  
 
    “No,” Mr. Albert shook his head. “But I’m betting a lot of them don’t know that!” He gave her a wink that brought a quiet smile to her face and made her shake her head.  
 
    Talia came to where Julius was propped against a tree and checked the bump on his head, then helped him to his feet.  
 
    He pulled his fedora into a more comfortable position and picked up Frank’s revolver from the fallen tree where he had laid it. The damned thing seemed to get heavier the longer they walked. But the little voice inside his head told him that he would need it before everything was said and done, so he clutched it tightly and gave Mr. Albert a nod. 
 
    The black man gave Natalia a quick glance, then slung his scoped sniper rifle over his shoulder and, scanning the jungle to the left and right, led them off the path and into the nearly impenetrable greenery.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    They managed to evade the search parties that first night. Mr. Albert led them through the thick undergrowth of the tropical forest to the top of a low mountain. There, they made camp in a small cave. 
 
    It was a cold camp. They couldn’t risk a fire. Not with an army of mercenaries looking for them. Squatting in a tight circle, they had dined on cold rations, talking quietly among themselves, making plans for the coming day. 
 
    “Have you checked to see how many rounds that thing has left in it?” Mr. Albert asked Julius, nodding at the big revolver in his lap. “I mean, if it’s empty, we might as well leave it here. No sense carrying it.” From the hip pocket, he produced a tiny flashlight. “Here,” he said, “use this. But be quick about it. We don’t want them to see the light.” 
 
    Julius swore inwardly as he took the flashlight from Mr. Albert. He had been so proud of himself for thinking to pick up Frank’s gun, but not once during their flight had he thought to check the cylinder. The one-eyed man was right. It might very well be empty. 
 
    Like his father had taught him so many years ago, Julius pressed the cylinder release button and swung the cylinder out of the frame. He directed the narrow beam at the six brass cartridges and was pleased to see that only one primer was dented. The cartridge that had killed poor Boda. 
 
    The other five were still pristine, their smooth primers gleaming back at him in the glare of the flashlight. The headstamps read .45 Colt. No wonder the damned thing seemed so big! 
 
    Satisfied that there were still five shots left, Julius carefully pressed the cylinder back into place, making sure to put the spent cartridge in the top position. Then, he gave the flashlight back to Mr. Albert. 
 
    “Five rounds,” he reported. 
 
    The black man nodded, “Can you shoot? Have you ever shot before?” 
 
    “Yeah. A little. I used to go to the range with my dad, before he died.”  
 
    “Good. That's good. Just in case, you know? But with any luck, we can get off the island without you having to use that thing.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mr. Albert took the first watch and an exhausted Julius dropped off to sleep almost as soon as he lay down on the cool earth that made up the floor of the cave. In a sleep devoid of dreams, he slumbered until well after midnight, when an insistent hand roused him. 
 
    “Julius,” Mr. Albert’s whispering voice bored into his consciousness, but he clamped his eyes shut, refusing to give up his hold on sweet, precious sleep. “Julius!” The voice was louder now, more insistent, and a strong hand shook his shoulder. “It’s your turn to stand watch!” 
 
    “Mmm.” Julius opened his eyes to find himself face to face with the one-eyed former mercenary. “Yeah. Okay. Give me a second.” 
 
    He rolled out of the thin blanket Mr. Albert had given him and rubbed his eyes as he got to his feet. He looked around in the darkness, trying to get his bearings. Nestled against the back wall of the cave, he found the dark shadow that was Natalia, sleeping beneath another, identical blanket.  
 
    After a moment of searching, he found his revolver, lying on a rock where he had placed it when he had gone to sleep. He took it with him to the mouth of the cave, comforted by its heft, and sat down behind the shelter of a small bush to watch. 
 
    It was a cool night, cooler yet outside the cave. Julius didn’t mind. The coolness was a welcome change from the oppressive heat that had been their constant companion during their forced march up the mountainside.  
 
    “Keep a sharp eye on the slopes there and there,” Mr. Albert said. He had accompanied the professor to his post just inside the mouth of the cave. With his right hand, he indicated the two most likely avenues of approach. “But don’t neglect any one area. Keep scanning. Don’t stop and stare at just one spot. If you even think you see anything moving out there, wake me up immediately! Otherwise, wake us both at sunrise.” 
 
    Without waiting for Julius’s reply, he stooped to pick up the blanket Julius had used and moved to a spot in the back of the cave, where he lay down not far from where Natalia slumbered. 
 
    Julius was a diligent watchman. Once he knew that the others were depending on him, sleep was the furthest thing from his mind. Back and forth, his eyes scanned the jungle, slumbering beneath the full tropical moon. He watched keenly for any flicker of movement, any hint of light or reflection. To his eternal relief, there were none. 
 
    Sometime just before daybreak, when he was considering waking the others, he heard the murmur of voices in the cave behind him. His two companions, it seemed, were awake already. Turning his head ever so slowly, he saw Natalia in the deepest shadows of the cavern, sitting up and hugging her knees, bent low as she spoke quietly with Mr. Albert.  
 
    Just like before, he couldn’t hear the words that passed between them, but he suspected she was rehashing what had happened in the temple. She needed to talk. Julius knew that. And Mr. Albert seemed more than willing to listen. 
 
    Watching them together, Julius again felt the stir of jealousy in his heart. And as always, a twisted thrill of excitement followed hot on the heels of that jealousy. 
 
    Natalia shook her head, and he watched her silky black hair bounce on her shoulders. She was beautiful. The moonlight streaming into the little cave reflected off her face, and Julius saw that her cheeks were wet. She was crying again or had been. Crying for Boda, he thought, the lover who was no more. The lover whose baby was likely now growing in her womb. 
 
    When the sympathetic Mr. Albert laid a comforting black hand on her shoulder, the professor groaned beneath his breath. Fuck! What the hell was wrong with him? The man was simply comforting a distraught woman who had been through a traumatic experience. Why did his mind have to make it into more than it was? For that matter, why the fuck did it turn him on so when other men touched his wife? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They were already walking through the jungle when the sun began to peek over the horizon. Their route took them downhill now, heading down the other side of the mountain they had climbed the day before. To Julius’s surprise and chagrin, walking downhill proved just as strenuous as walking uphill, maybe more so! 
 
     “I’m sorry to push you like this,” Mr. Albert said, “but we need to get off the island as quickly as possible.” 
 
    “That’s okay, Victor,” Natalia replied. “We don’t mind. Do we, Julius?” 
 
    “Uh, no. We don’t mind. Not at all.” 
 
    Except he did mind. He really minded!  
 
    The little iron cage that surrounded his cock was absolutely killing him. Apparently, comfort hadn’t been foremost in the thoughts of the village blacksmith when he was designing Pipu’s chastity device. 
 
    With the moon already down and the sun just beginning to rise, it was still too dark to give it a proper inspection, but Julius suspected there was not a shred of skin left on his penis. How else could it hurt so badly? 
 
    The faster they walked, he soon discovered, the more his dick hurt. And the sweat sure wasn’t helping things either! He had no idea how far it was to the coast, if they didn’t get there soon, he was convinced his cock would be worn off to a bloody nub.  
 
    The revolver was also starting to piss him off. At first, it had made him feel a little bit like a tough guy, carrying a gun. But after 24 hours of packing it around the jungle, he was seriously considering tossing it into the next river they came to.  
 
    For one thing, it was heavy. It was the biggest damn handgun Julius had ever seen. And for another, he had no holster. Sure, guys in the movies just tucked them into their waistbands, but they also probably weren’t wearing a pair of rotten sweatpants and toting a pistol the size of a small howitzer. So, he wound up carrying it in his hand at all times.  
 
    Fuck! Julius swore to himself. My life is a living hell! 
 
    And what was up with Natalia calling Mr. Albert ‘Victor’? From the moment he had met the man, it had been made abundantly clear to him that everyone called the man ‘Mr. Albert’. Not Natalia, though. Oh no. Not her. To her, he was ‘Victor’. It was a simple thing, meaningless really, but it irritated him. 
 
    On a brighter note, his head felt better today. A lot better. The horrible throbbing that had made every step pure agony had gone away, and he hadn’t felt nauseous since sleeping. There were moments when he could almost forget he had been hurt, but if the fedora scraped against it, he remembered it quickly enough. It still smarted like hell if anything touched it. 
 
    They were cresting a small ridge the first time Julius caught Mr. Albert overtly ogling his wife. This time, there could be no doubt. 
 
    He had fallen back to check their flank and was moving up past Julius when Natalia, who was now in the lead, bent over to slap away a bug that was crawling up her leg. Instead of continuing on, the former mercenary stopped dead in his tracks and stared appreciatively at Talia’s glorious ass. 
 
    Julius followed his gaze and had to admit that she had seldom looked better. Bent over the way she was, with the shapely muscles of her long legs stretched tight as a violin string, she was a vision of beauty. 
 
    The clean, natural diet she had been eating on the island of Molonga had done her good. Of that, there could be little doubt. Her pale skin and shiny black hair radiated health and vigor.  
 
    On top of that, the months she had spent as Boda’s lover had provided her with more cardio than most women got in a year of going to the gym. Her already stunning body was now a veritable work of art, with a narrow waist and long, toned legs.  
 
    Even the way she carried herself was sexier, more graceful, more sensual and unapologetically feminine. There was a newfound confidence to her. One that hadn’t been there before. This was not the old Natalia, studious and reserved. This was the new Natalia. And the new Natalia still carried more than a little bit of Tara’ana in her. 
 
    The fabric of her tight, cotton dress was thin. Thin enough that, with the rising sun behind it, you could see every curve of her exquisite body silhouetted against the light. She seemed to linger there, fiddling with her calf, inspecting the skin carefully where the insect had apparently touched her. 
 
    Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, depending upon one’s point of view, Mr. Albert had not been able to locate any underwear for Natalia. Beneath the thin fabric of the sun dress, she was as naked as the day she was born. 
 
    With each motion, the hem of her already short skirt rode higher, sliding further up toward her pantiless cheeks, which had begun a tantalizing game of peek-a-boo with the watching two men. It was almost like she was doing it on purpose.  
 
    As the thought was forming in Julius’s head, Natalia wiggled her round little butt from side to side, and the hem of the skirt popped up to reveal both of her prefect ass cheeks. She quickly straightened up and pulled it into place, but not before Julius heard Mr. Albert groan softly. 
 
    When they resumed their march, Julius acted like he hadn’t noticed anything. Natalia and Mr. Albert did the same, but the seeds of doubt that had been planted the night of their crash had now burst forth into full blossom in Julius’s mind. He was more convinced than ever that his wife and their one-eyed guide had the hots for each other! 
 
    It wasn’t the only time that day that Julius caught Mr. Albert paying more attention to his wife’s figure than the jungle around them. He was distracted by her beauty. And just after noon, that distraction nearly got them all killed. 
 
    They had just crossed a narrow, little stream in the bottom of a rocky ravine, scarcely more than a trickle, no more than a foot wide where the water splashed down over the smooth stones. Mr. Albert had helped Natalia down and given her his hand while she made a graceful little hop to clear the water. 
 
    Natalia was giggling as she began to clamber up the rocky face of the small embankment on the other side of the ravine. Mr. Albert was standing next to the water with his rifle slung over his shoulder and his booted feet set shoulder width apart. But instead of keeping watch for any potential attackers, his attention was fixed on Natalia’s firm backside. 
 
    The farther up the little slope she climbed, the more the angle changed. Within just a few feet, her cute little ass was at eye level for Mr. Albert. A few feet more gave him an unobstructed view of her short dress. 
 
    And it was at that moment, when the one-eyed man’s gaze was locked on Natalia’s bare and pantiless ass, that the Dewey conglomerate mercenaries found them. 
 
    What happened next was a blur. It was all so quick that, even months later, Julius had a hard time piecing the details of it together again. One thing, though, was immediately clear to him. As much as he had bitched about it, the fact that he had been forced to carry his revolver in his hand probably saved all of their lives. 
 
    To be completely honest, there had been more than a bit of sheer, dumb luck to their salvation that day. The sight of Mr. Albert ogling his wife’s naked butt had excited Julius. As sore as his cock had become, that was the last thing he wanted. So, irritated with his own perverse proclivities, he had turned his back on them, forcing himself to think of something else. And that was when they came. 
 
    Two of them, armed to the teeth and dressed all in camouflage, broke from the verdant cover of the jungle, not 25 feet away from where Julius stood, and rushed toward them. There was no time to call out to Mr. Albert. Their guns were already coming up, their faces twisted with murderous hate. They had their prey dead to rights, and they knew it! 
 
    Looking back, Julius couldn’t remember making the conscious decision to shoot them. One second, he was staring at them in wild, disbelieving horror. The next, he was looking down the barrel of the big revolver. 
 
    The front sight settled on the chest of the nearest attacker and Julius squeezed the trigger. With a loud boom, the gun bucked in the professor’s hand, and he saw the man stumble and clutch at the red stain that suddenly appeared on his chest.  
 
    Julius thought about shooting again when, from the corner of his eye, he saw the other man swing his rifle toward him. Shit! 
 
    Acting on pure instinct, Julius ducked to the side and heard the rattle of automatic gunfire as his would-be assailant fired. A string of bullets ricocheted off the rocks behind him, missing him by mere inches and causing his hair to stand on end.  
 
    As if moving of its own volition, the big revolver jumped up in front of his face and he squeezed the trigger again. Boom! He felt the muzzle blast slap him in the face. The sound was impossibly loud in the rocky little ravine.  
 
    His bullet caught the mercenary just above the eyebrow and sent a spray of red out the back of his head. With a gaping hole right through the middle of his brain, the man was dead before he even hit the ground. 
 
    He swung back to his first assailant, but the man was motionless, lying face down in the riverbed a few feet away from the water. His blood, trickling through the sharp rocks of the ravine, had found its way into the water and Julius watched in morbid fascination as the tendrils of red began to swirl and billow, spreading with each passing second. 
 
    A glance back at the second man showed that he was missing the whole back of his head. Downstream from his fellow, he was lying directly in the running water, bleeding profusely from his ghastly wound. His blood had stained the pure water of the little stream a bright red for as far as his eyes could follow it before it turned around a little bend 50 feet downstream. 
 
    This was a sight even more dreadful than the death of Boda in Tara’ana’s chamber. Julius swallowed hard, scarcely able to believe what had happened. 
 
    Back and forth his eyes swept, staring down at the men he had killed. Dear God! They were dead! Both of them! What had he done?!  
 
    The jungle had lapsed into an eerie, tomblike silence, as though it too were shocked at his deed. For a long, interminably long moment, the world itself seemed to stop on its axis. 
 
    Then, in an instant, the silent jungle around them seemed to spring to cacophonous life once more. All around them was the bustle of frantic activity. There were whistles, men yelling, and the sound of breaking branches. The mercenaries knew where they were now. They were coming! 
 
    “Julius!” Mr. Albert shouted behind him. “Come on! We’ve got to get out of here!” 
 
    The still stunned anthropologist turned to look at him, standing on the other side of the stream. 
 
    “Come on!” The black man repeated. “Get up there.” He pointed up the slope to where Natalia stood staring at him with wide eyes. Her face was as white as a ghost’s. “We’ve got to get the hell out of here! There’s no time!” 
 
    No time. No time. The words echoed inside his head, but they meant nothing to him. His ears rang from the loud report of the revolver. His hands were shaking, and it was hard to breathe. 
 
    “Julius!” Natalia called down to him. “Julius, please! Please, baby! Hurry! Come to me! Please!” 
 
    The urgent pleading in her voice seemed to snap him out of the spell he was under. Without bothering to step over the gory stream, he trudged through the crimson water and scrambled up the slope to his wife, with Mr. Albert bringing up the rear. 
 
    At the top of the ridge, they emerged from the undergrowth to find themselves standing on a broad, well-worn trail. Julius looked at Mr. Albert, and the man shrugged. 
 
    “Why not,” he grinned. “It’s going the right direction and it’ll be a hell of a lot easier running down the trail than through the brush. Besides, it’s not like they don’t already know where we are.” 
 
    They set out down the trail, running for all they were worth. The time for stealth and quietness was at an end. The hounds were hot on their heels. There was nothing left for them but to run for it!


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The three fugitives ran for what seemed like hours. Uphill, downhill, weaving their way down the well-worn path, hoping beyond hope that they could reach the coast before the howling hordes behind them were able to overtake them. 
 
    If the absent weight of the two missing bullets had made the revolver any lighter, Julius couldn’t tell it. Running down the jungle path with his lungs screaming for air, he felt like he was carrying a ship’s anchor in his hand. 
 
    But it had saved their lives, and his previous thoughts of discarding it seemed like pure foolishness now. There was every chance he would need it again before the day was up. So, despite his growing exhaustion, the professor clung firmly to the reassuring grip of the big revolver. 
 
    Their previous day’s grueling march through the thick island underbrush had been painful in his ill-fitting cock cage. Running in the damn thing was pure torture! It skipped and banged around inside his sweatpants, threatening to tear his cock off his body. 
 
    He tried not to think about how much it hurt. There was nothing he could do about it anyway. If he stopped, if he even so much as slowed down, the hired guns of the Dewey Conglomerate would be on him in a heartbeat. And from what he had seen in the ravine, their orders were to kill them, rather than take them alive. 
 
    All the same, he watched his wife get farther and farther ahead of him, while Mr. Albert hung back, obviously taking pity on him and not wanting to leave the wounded professor alone. It was embarrassing, being the slowest one of the bunch, but there was nothing Julius could do to change the fact that he was nearing the end of his rope. 
 
    Behind him, Mr. Albert’s long sniper rifle spoke once. A terrible, deafening bang, sharper and higher pitched than the dull boom of Julius’s handgun, it seemed to split the heavens. 
 
    Julius had no idea what his companion was shooting at and no time to stop and ask. He ran on, gasping desperately for air and hoping that whatever had happened behind him had at least served to slow down their pursuers. 
 
    “Keep going, Julius,” the black man urged him on as he easily overtook him. “Keep going. It’s only about two more miles to the coast!” 
 
    Only two more miles. Only two more miles! Fuck! At this point, 2 miles sounded a lot like 2 light years!  
 
    Julius was exhausted. More so than he had ever been in his life. He felt like he was dying. As if to complement his agonizingly chafed genitals, the ache in his head had come back with a vengeance, throbbing and pounding behind his eyeballs, making him want to puke. 
 
    He wasn’t going to make it. He’d been doubting his ability to reach the coastline for some while now. But with his legs buckling, his head pounding, and the terrible pain in his groin, those doubts had given way to certain conviction. He wasn’t going to make it. 
 
    “I…” he gasped, “I… I don’t think… don’t think I can! I… I’m too… too tired. I…” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Mr. Albert asserted. “You’ll make it. We’re all going to make it. You’ll see. I’m getting you to the coast, even if I have to carry you.” 
 
    Julius made no reply. He didn’t know what to say and quite frankly lacked the air to say it if he had. He ran on in silence, trying to keep his cock cage from bouncing around too much and gulping air through his wide-open mouth. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Twice more, Mr. Albert threw himself onto his belly in the soft dirt of the jungle path to provide covering fire for his two companions. Each time, Julius wondered whether he was shooting at anything specific or simply letting their pursuers know that they possessed the means to defend themselves.  
 
    Either way, his strategy seemed to be working. The mercenaries from the Dewey Conglomerate were still following them, but they were maintaining a respectful distance behind them. 
 
    It wouldn’t last, of course. Already, Julius could tell that the numbers of those hunting them had swelled. They were concentrating their forces, zeroing in. They now knew exactly where the fugitives were. They were simply holding back and waiting until they had them or they wanted them. Then, they would close in for the kill, and with numbers like theirs, it would be a bloodbath. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The gleam of the water through the trees caused Julius’s heart to skip a beat. The ocean! The coast! They had made it. Well, almost, at least! Just a few more… 
 
    They say you never hear the shot that gets you. In Julius’s case, that was 100% true. He had paused for just the briefest of moments to gaze on the tantalizing sight of the blue water when a sharp blow to his left shoulder knocked him to the ground. 
 
    Face first into the sandy soil, he fell, getting a mouthful of dirt in the process. What had hit him? But even before his groping fingers found the warm, wet hole, he knew. He’d been shot. 
 
    A pair of strong black hands lifted him from the ground. Mr. Albert. Through misty eyes, he saw the big man’s sniper rifle lying on its side in the trail where he had discarded it. Then, he tossed Julius over his shoulder as though he were a bag of feathers and began to run the final stretch to the beach. 
 
    This was easier than running, Julius thought. It was much more comfortable. Like floating or flying. Effortless. Serene. He closed his weary eyes and sighed to himself. So much easier… 
 
    He was lying on the beach when he regained consciousness, propped up on a dirty duffel bag behind a very large piece of driftwood that reeked of seaweed and decay. Off to one side, he saw the figure of Mr. Albert, struggling to push a rowboat out into the surf.  
 
    He was facing inland, toward the tree line, and Natalia was at his side, crying and stroking his good arm. Among the trees, tiny figures ran to and fro, growing larger with each passing second. 
 
    “Julius,” Natalia sobbed. “Julius! Can you hear me? Please, baby! Please be okay! Julius. Julius.”  
 
    Julius blinked his eyes, trying to remember where he was. Then, a shot rang out from the tree line, causing a spray of sand to jump up at his feet, and it all came rushing back to him. 
 
    “Shit!” he swore. “Where’s my gun?” 
 
    “That’s the spirit!” Mr. Albert had returned from the edge of the water. Another shot ricocheted off their makeshift barrier. “It’s right here.”  
 
    He drew the big .45 from the back of his waistband and handed it back to Julius. “Just remember, you’ve only got three rounds left. So, wait until they get close enough.” 
 
    Pulling his own handgun from his holster, Mr. Albert jerked his head toward the boat behind him, still sitting stubbornly in the sand. “It’s no use,” he explained grimly. “I can’t get her in the water by myself. Not with the tide out like this. We’ll just have to try to hold them off as long as we can here.” 
 
    “I’m scared,” Natalia whimpered. Her nervous fingers clutched at Julius’s elbow.  
 
    “I know. I know, baby. It’ll be okay. Just crouch down behind here and let us take care of this. It’ll be okay. Everything will be okay.” 
 
    With a frightened little smile on her lips, she did as she was told, hunkering down into the damp sand behind the big piece of driftwood. 
 
    Everything will be okay, Julius smiled inwardly at the lie he had just spoken. It wasn’t going to be okay. Nothing was going to be okay. This was it. The end of the line. This was where they would die, on a lonely beach, on an unknown island in the middle of the ocean. 
 
    The firing from the tree line had grown more intense. The bullets were coming in with more frequency thudding into the wet sand all around the three fugitives, and Julius could see the mercenaries advancing on their position from both the left and the right. He ground his teeth together in frustrated anger. If there was a way out of this predicament, he certainly couldn’t see it. 
 
    The shoulder hurt. More than he ever could have imagined. It hurt like someone had doused it in gasoline and lit him on fire. The half-dried blood from the wound in his shoulder covered his whole upper body to his waist. There was dirt on his glasses. The left side had a big smudge from where he had fallen on his face after being shot. 
 
    But there was no time to worry about any of that. They were coming for them. Coming to kill them. Ignoring the smudges, he pushed his wire-rimmed glasses back up his long nose and licked his lips.  
 
    Julius waited, hunkered down behind the scant cover provided by the waterlogged tree trunk. His mind ticked off the passing seconds. Each one felt like an eternity. Mustering every bit of self-control he could manage, the professor held his fire until he could be sure of his shot. He had to let them come in closer. Just a little closer!  
 
    When a small knot of mercenaries had moved up to within 50 yards, he eased his gun up and carefully aligned the sights on the green chest of the man who appeared to be the leader. Easing back the hammer to full cock, he took a deep breath, let half of it out, then held the remainder and felt the cool metal of the trigger beneath his finger as he began to slowly apply pressure. 
 
    He expected a bang when the gun went off. That was why he was squeezing the trigger, after all. What he did not expect was for the entire group of soldiers to suddenly cease to exist in a blinding flash of light and huge puff of smoke. 
 
    Boom! The sound of the explosion snatched the breath from his lungs. He felt the shock wave on the bare skin of his chest. 
 
    Confused, he stared in utter amazement at the long-barreled gun in his hand. What kind of cartridges was Frank using in this thing? Then, suddenly, his eyes went to the hammer, and he noticed that the revolver was still cocked. It hadn’t gone off.  
 
    It wasn’t his shot that had killed the mercenaries, Julius realized. Shit! Of course, it wasn’t! He was being an idiot! A .45 was a big gun, but it wasn’t that fucking big! 
 
    But if he wasn’t responsible, who was? What the hell was… 
 
    His question was answered even before he was finished formulating it when an enormous helicopter roared over him, not 30 feet above his head. The wash from its rotor kicked up sand in all directions. It would have knocked him down had he not already been sitting. 
 
    The chopper banked and swung around over the tree line for another pass at the mercenaries. There was another boom, accompanied by the insistent rattle of automatic gunfire. Peeking over the top of the log, Julius saw frightened men running in all directions. Whatever shots they stopped to fire now were directed at the helicopter and not at the three desperate defenders of the tiny driftwood fortress. 
 
    From the corner of his eye, he saw another helicopter make landfall to his left. It was identical to the first chopper, a green and battered old Huey with stubby, skeletonized weapon racks protruding from either side. A gunship, the voice in his head told him. 
 
    As though to confirm that assessment, the second helicopter fired a rocket into the tall, dense trees that lined the beach.  
 
    Julius watched with bated breath as the long silver tube corkscrewed through the air, trailing a thick line of white smoke against the azure blue of the tropical sky. When it hit, it blossomed bright yellow in the darkness for just a second before its blast sent a geyser of shattered earth and shattered bodies high into the sky. Several of the surrounding trees fell creaking to the forest floor. 
 
    The sunlight glinted off its main rotor, beating the air loudly as the metal bird of prey climbed away from its bloody handiwork. It yawed to the right before darting off in search of new quarry. As it flew past them, Julius saw a helmeted figure inside smile and wave at them. It was the most surreal thing… 
 
    The professor’s eyes shifted to the other helicopter just in time to watch its strafing run mow down a dozen men. It pulled up, spun around its axis, and went back for another pass. The gun pods smoked on either side, spitting death at the terrified, fleeing mercenaries.  
 
    The workmanlike efficiency of the killing was breathtaking. With no effort, the gunships laid waste to their enemies. 
 
    What only moments ago looked like an easy victory for the soldiers for hire had now turned into a rout. Dewey’s men were fleeing for their lives, utterly and completely unable to withstand the withering volume of fire delivered by the two heavily armed gunships. 
 
    For the three fugitives, the change in their fortunes was so sudden and so complete that they were scarcely able to process it. This had been their last stand. They’d been seconds away from being overwhelmed and killed by the vast number of mercenaries closing in on them.  
 
    Now, no more than 30 seconds after the first explosion, the beach around them was empty. Empty but for the mangled, broken carcasses of their erstwhile assailants. It was almost too good to believe! 
 
    But where had they come from, these two avenging angels from the sky? Gunship helicopters didn’t just appear from nothing. Who had sent them? Who was flying them? What in the world was going on? 
 
    They waited, unsure what they should do next. They crouched there in the damp and clammy sand, reluctant to leave the shelter of the little driftwood barricade that had protected them from the bullets of the mercenaries. 
 
    A few minutes later, the first helicopter described a wide banking turn and headed back toward their position. It flared over the narrow strip of beach in front of them and came in for a landing, its two runners gently kissing the white sand as its engine throttled down. 
 
    The tall figure of a man stepped out of the helicopter and removed his helmet. He tossed it to someone inside before running his fingers through his hair and starting across the sand toward the pile of driftwood where Julius and his companions waited. 
 
    Though he had never in his life seen the man, Julius needed no one to tell him who this was. If his aristocratic bearing and old-fashioned haircut weren’t enough to give it away, the professor had seen enough photographs of him while researching the island of Molonga. It was Michael Ferra. 
 
    With his hands thrust deep into his pockets, he strolled toward them in a carefree, nonchalant manner, like a man who had simply popped in to invite a couple of friends to dinner. A broad smile creased his face when he stopped a few feet short of their shelter. 
 
    “It’s all right, you know,” he said. “It’s safe to come out now. You’ll not be having any more trouble from that lot.” 
 
    “Michael,” Mr. Albert grinned. He got to his feet and shook the white man’s hand. “Man, am I glad to see you.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I suppose you are. Looked like things were getting a bit tight.” 
 
    “Oh no,” the one-eyed man chuckled. “We had them right where we wanted them.” 
 
    “Indeed!” 
 
    “How did you know? I mean…” 
 
    “That you’d gotten yourself in a fix? That I needed to swoop in and rescue you?” he asked with a playful wink. 
 
    “Yeah,” Mr. Albert nodded. “How did you know?” 
 
    “Well, you’ve been gone a long time. A very long time. Too long for things to have gone according to plan. From what you had told me about the Dewey Conglomerate and their plans for the island, I knew something must’ve gone wrong. So, here I am!” 
 
    “Yes. Here you are. And again, I’m damned glad to see you!” 
 
    Suddenly, Mr. Albert seemed to remember his two companions. 
 
    “Michael, allow me to introduce you to Julius and Natalia Stevenson. Professors Julius and Natalia Stevenson.” 
 
    “Ah! Yes, of course!” Michael smiled. “Victor told all me about you. Glad to see you’ve managed to survive your stay on the island. The Molongans have learned the hard way, I’m afraid, not to be too hospitable to strangers.” 
 
    He took Natalia’s hand and planted a kiss on her knuckles, then turned to Julius. “You, sir,” he said gravely, “look very much as though you could use a doctor.” 
 
    “Yes. I… Yes, I think maybe that would be best,” Julius mumbled. With the adrenaline leaving his body, the professor had begun to feel queasy once more. 
 
    “Very well then. All aboard. I’ll have the pilot ferry you out to the boat. I’ve got a doctor waiting there. Just in case, you know. He’ll see to your wounds. And when you’re feeling better, we’ll all sit down to a civilized meal. There are a few things we must discuss.” 
 
    “Boat?” Mr. Albert asked. 
 
    “Yes. Well, maybe ‘yacht’ would be a better description. Anyway, let’s get you on your way before poor Professor Stevenson passes out from blood loss. I’ll be along shortly. A day or two, at most. Just as soon as I’ve finished mopping up what’s left of the Dewey Conglomerate.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Once they were on board Michael’s yacht, it had taken his private physician almost an hour and a half to sew up and bandage Julius’s shoulder. As it turned out, that had been the easy part. Figuring out how to remove his cock cage had taken much longer. 
 
    In the end, it was the yacht’s machinist who was able to provide the solution. Plenty of padding and the judicious application of a rusty old pair of bolt cutters had Julius’s cock free and unencumbered for the first time in months. 
 
    God it felt good! At least, it would have felt good, if the little iron cage hadn’t rubbed practically every square inch of his penis raw during their flight to the jungle. 
 
    Even the doctor whistled in sympathy as he inspected Julius’s red and angry-looking manhood. “Damn, son!” The white-coated old man shook his head. “I’ll bet that hurts!” 
 
    He turned his back on Julius and rummaged in a large drawer before turning back with a big tube of cream. “Here,” he announced. “This is what you need. Just apply this liberally to your… well, to the affected areas. The good news is, the damage is only superficial. It looks a lot worse than it is. I know it hurts like hell, but in a few weeks, you’ll be good as new. 
 
    “The bump on your head has gone down nicely. There’s a cut there that probably could’ve used a stitch or two at the time, but it seems to have started healing on its own, so I left it alone. You probably had a concussion, but again enough time has passed that I think you’re out of the woods. 
 
    “Now, your shoulder. That’s a different matter. From what I can see, the bullet seems to have missed the major bones and tendons. But there might still be nerve damage. It’s hard to say.  
 
    “It needs to be evaluated by someone who specializes in this kind of injury. You might need to get a CAT scan or an MRI once we get back to civilization. For now, though, I think we’ve got you stabilized.  
 
    “Here are some antibiotics,” the doctor said as he pressed a small plastic bottle into the palm of Julius’s hand. “Just take one tablet morning and night. That should stave off any possible infection. Oh, and don’t try to lift anything heavier than a pencil with that arm. At least, until I take the stitches out.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Julius said. He got to his feet and tied the terry bathrobe he was wearing into place, then gave the doctor his hand. “Thanks a lot.” 
 
    “Anytime. Anytime. Just doing my job. Hope you get to feeling better soon.” 
 
    Julius closed the door of the tiny little cabin that served as the yacht’s sick bay behind him and walked down the narrow little passageway to the cabin that he and Natalia shared.  
 
    He opened the door to find the cabin empty. Natalia was gone, probably up on deck having a bite to eat with Mr. Albert. His doctor’s visit had taken forever. She’d probably gotten hungry in the meantime. 
 
    He debated going up on deck to look for her but decided against it. He was exhausted. More than anything else right now, he needed to sleep. So, he popped one of the pills the doctor had given him and gingerly laid down on the big bed in the center of the room.  
 
    The bed was so soft. And so big. Resplendent with a profusion of soft pillows and a thick down comforter, it was the polar opposite of the narrow, hard little bed on which he had spent so many uncomfortable nights during his stay on the island of Molonga. God! This was the height of luxury! 
 
    He fell asleep without even bothering to turn off the lights. 
 
    Julius slept for two days. Not straight, of course. He awoke occasionally, just long enough to eat, take his medicine, and use the restroom. Twice, the doctor visited him in his room. But the rest of the time, he slept the sleep of the dead. 
 
    Sometimes, when he awoke, Natalia was there, sleeping beside him. Sometimes not. He was too exhausted to pay the matter much mind. 
 
    When he was finally able to pry himself from the bed, he felt 100% better. His shoulder was still stiff and sore, but not nearly as sore as it had been. The bump on his head where Frank had pistol whipped him had all but disappeared. 
 
    He was almost afraid to hazard a peek at his genitalia, but when he finally got up the nerve in the shower, he was pleasantly surprised. Much of the redness had subsided, though a shocking network of healing scabs still dotted the entire length of the shaft and his abused scrotum.  
 
    When he soaped up his private parts a moment later, the pain that shot through him caused him to wince. Things might be looking better, but the doctor had been right. It would be a while before his cock was ready for action. 
 
    Where was Natalia? he wondered. A glance out the nearby portal showed that it was nighttime. She was probably up on the deck looking at the stars. Or, more likely, having a glass of wine with Mr. Albert and their host Michael in the dining area. He’d get dressed and go join them. 
 
    Dressed. There was a concept he hadn’t thought about in a while. While he was a prisoner on the island of Molonga, he had worn nothing more than a loincloth. Even that had been taken away from him after they put the iron cage on his cock. It suddenly occurred to him that he had no clothes to put on. 
 
    But someone had already foreseen his dilemma. Laid out in a neatly folded pile on the counter next to the bed where he had spent the last two days was a very expensive pair of slacks and a short-sleeved, button-up shirt that bore a tag from one of the finer clothing stores in New York City. 
 
    Everything around him spoke of taste. Taste and wealth. Lots of wealth. He’d been too exhausted, too sick to think about it before. Now, feeling the smooth, fine fabric of the shirt between his fingers, the professor was keenly aware of it.  
 
    There was money here. But whose money? Who was paying for all of this? The helicopters, the yacht, the private physician? These were things to which only the wealthiest of people had access. So, who was their benefactor? And why? 
 
    Questions and more questions. It was destined to be the story of his life, Julius mused. Still, with no way of finding the answers, there wasn’t much point in worrying about it. But he made a mental note to ask Michael about it when he saw him. 
 
    Julius dressed quickly, then climbed the stairs to the enclosed dining area aft, expecting to find everyone there. To his surprise, it was deserted, the long table bare but for a decorative centerpiece. The lights were on, but no one was there. 
 
    Julius looked around, trying to remember the layout of the yacht. He had been in a bad way when they carried him aboard, but if he wasn’t mistaken, there was an outdoor area on the foredeck with a long table, just beyond the helipad where they had landed. That was probably where his companions were. 
 
    When he walked out into the cool air, his nostrils filled with the scent of the sea. The moon had not yet risen, and the sky was an inky cloak of black, studded by a billion twinkling stars.  
 
    Somewhere out there in the darkness, over the horizon, but not too far away, lay the island of Molonga. There would be a great deal of sadness there. Death and dying. His anthropologist’s brain regretted briefly the tribe’s funerary rights he would not have the chance to witness.  
 
    He was instantly ashamed of himself, and his mind went back to the image of Boda lying dead on the floor of Tara’ana’s chamber. Poor Boda. How many more had died? he wondered. 
 
    They were at anchor. He could tell by the way the boat rolled and bobbed on the tide. There was no forward motion, no sound from the engines. The silence was broken only by the gentle lapping of the waves against the hull and the soft whisper of the sea breeze through the cables of the railings. 
 
    Careful to keep one hand on the railing, Julius made his way along the deck, heading toward the front of the boat. He eased past the brightly lit windows of the bridge and, peering through the glass, saw two of the boat’s crew inside, each fiddling with a smartphone. There was no one at the wheel. 
 
    Once the professor’s eyes had adjusted to the dim starlight, he could make out the big, white ‘H’ of the helicopter landing pad and, beyond it, the teakwood deck of the party area he remembered seeing during landing. And as expected, two figures were sitting at the table, with what looked like a bottle of wine and two glasses in front of them. 
 
    Oddly, though, the seating area on the foredeck was still bathed in darkness. The two people seated there had not turned on any of the lights. It puzzled him for a moment, then he remembered thinking earlier that Natalia might be on deck looking at the stars. 
 
    That was it, he thought as he made his way closer. They were probably stargazing. That was it! They didn’t want the bright glare of the deck lights to obscure their view of the heavens. It made perfect sense. 
 
    He could see them more clearly now. It was Natalia in a black bikini. And across from her sat Victor Albert, wearing a white short-sleeved shirt much like the one Julius wore and a pair of dark-colored board shorts. 
 
    Julius was no more than twenty feet away from them, walking around the starboard side of the raised helipad, when he heard his wife speak. He stopped and craned his head to listen. 
 
    “It’s just so hard, you know?” she asked her ebony-skinned companion. She continued on without waiting for him to reply. “We were so close, Boda and I. It was like we really were married. And the sex…” 
 
    “You liked that,” Mr. Albert said. It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    Natalia nodded. “Yeah. He was good… The best I’ve ever had. And we did it so often. Several times a day. Now… I mean, Fuck! I sound terrible, don’t I? Poor Boda is dead.”  
 
    Julius heard her sniffle softly before going on. 
 
    “He’s dead, and it’s so awful that he’s dead. And here I am, upset because he’s not here to give me the fucking I need. What a terrible person I am! What a horrid, worthless slut!” 
 
    “No,” Mr. Albert reached for her hand. “No, Natalia. You’re not terrible. You’re not worthless. And you’re not a slut.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. You’re just a human being, like the rest of us. You’re a woman. A very beautiful woman who has needs.” 
 
    It sounded like a line, but yet it didn’t. From anyone else, it would’ve sounded hackneyed, cheesy. But from Mr. Albert…? Deep down, Julius suspected that the black man was simply speaking from his heart. Natalia, apparently, felt the same. 
 
    As unexpectedly as a hidden viper striking its prey, she leaned across the table and kissed the black man squarely on the lips. 
 
    For Julius, it was like a sudden slap to the face. The air left his lungs in a warm whoosh and he stood rooted to the deck, staring. His mouth was suddenly as dry as cotton, and his pulse pounded in his ears. Was this really happening? Again? No! It couldn’t be. Could it? 
 
    He rubbed his eyes, aware of the cliché as he did so. It changed nothing. When his hands came away, his beautiful wife still had a lip lock on the one-eyed man who had led them through the jungle. 
 
    It wasn’t a mirage. It wasn’t his mind playing tricks or his imagination running away with him. This was really happening. His suspicions were confirmed. There really, most definitely was something going on between Natalia and Victor Albert! 
 
    Looking back, Julius would come to view that moment as another pivotal event in his life. It was one of those instants where a decision is made that affects one’s life for years to come. Though at the time, he would have sworn that no decision was made. 
 
    He could have put a stop to it. He could have rushed to the table, shouted, pulled them apart, threatened, pleaded, done something. Anything!  
 
    Instead, he crouched down behind the helipad, hoping they wouldn’t see him, and spied on his wife and her companion. Without any conscious realization of the fact, the professor had instinctively opted for his now-familiar role as the cuckold voyeur. 
 
    Julius had known that Mr. Albert was a go-getter from the moment he met him. This was a man of action who didn’t hold back when boldness was needed. His performance during their trip through the jungle had certainly borne out that assessment. Evidently, this was a philosophy that he applied to women as well. 
 
    The black man shot to his feet, his strong muscles bulging as he dragged the scantily clad Natalia across the polished wood of the table and into his arms. His full lips mashed against Natalia’s with a hunger that matched her own and any doubt that Julius might have had about the former mercenary’s ability to resist his wife’s charms evaporated in an instant.  
 
    Julius felt that old familiar tightness grip his chest. It felt like he had an anaconda wound around his ribcage. This was just like watching her with Boda. It was awful, painful to watch… and… and it was exquisite. 
 
    With his breath coming in shallow pants, the cuckold crept further along the deck, eager to keep out of sight but unable to resist the draw of gaining a better view of what he knew in his heart was about to transpire. On he slunk along the smooth deck until his face peered at the soon-to-be lovers from around the foremost edge of the landing platform. 
 
    “Oooh!” he heard his wife gasp when she came up for air. “Oh God, yes! Victor! I need it so bad. I need you! Please Victor!” 
 
    “But your husband,” the black man shook his head.  
 
    Perhaps the man does have a conscience, Julius thought. Maybe he isn’t going to go through with this. And he actually feared that that might be the case, that Mr. Albert was going to do the honorable thing and not fuck his wife. 
 
    Maybe Natalia feared the same thing, for at that instant, her tiny hand flew to the front of his pants and began to caress the growing bulge it found there. 
 
    “He wouldn’t mind,” she reassured him. “On the island, he had to pretend to be Pipu.” 
 
    “But we’re off the island. He doesn’t have to be Pipu anymore.” 
 
    “He wants to,” Natalia panted. “He learned to like it. And so did I. Deep down, he likes watching.” 
 
    Julius’s heart threatened to beat its way out of his chest. What the hell was she telling him? 
 
    “Wait,” Mr. Albert said. “Learned to like it? What does that mean? Do you mean he actually watched you with… with your Molongan lover? And he liked that?” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she hummed in reply. She slid to her knees in front of Mr. Albert and began to untie the strings that secured his shorts. “With Boda. He watched me all the time, watched us. Every night. He loved it. He might not have admitted it, but he loved it. If he were awake now, he’d want to watch us.” She slid the shorts down and took hold of his penis. “He’d want to see me do this.” 
 
    In the weak light of the stars, Julius hadn’t been able to see more than a vague outline of Mr. Albert’s penis with the blackness of the tropical waters behind him. But the tardy moon chose that exact moment to peek its head over the horizon, and when it did, its silvery glow bathed the bow of the yacht in a soft yellow light. 
 
    Julius saw everything. 
 
    Mr. Albert wasn’t as big as Boda had been, but he wasn’t far behind. Only half-hard, his cock already filled Talia’s small hand when she bent forward to place a tender kiss on its plump head. 
 
    “Oh my God,” the one-eyed man breathed in a voice that was gravelly with emotion. “I’ve dreamt about this for so long.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Natalia smiled up at him. 
 
    “God yes! Since the first day I met you!” 
 
    “Funny. I’ve been having the same sort of dreams!”  
 
    Without warning, she suddenly sucked him into her mouth, swallowing his entire length up to his pubic hair, before bobbing off of him and giving the sensitive head of his dick a playful swab with her pink tongue. Then, she nibbled up and down the underside of his cock while he writhed and gasped. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh my God!” he moaned. “Oh! You are a bad girl, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Mm hmm! You ain’t seen nothing yet!” 
 
    She sucked him in earnest, working her full lips up and down his shaft while her hands played with his big balls. She moaned and hummed around his manhood, knowing full well that the vibrations this caused would catapult him into a new realm of ecstasy. 
 
    When she finally released him and stood up, he was fully hard. The combination of their sexy banter and her impressive oral skills had him as stiff as a fireplace poker. 
 
    Without another word, she grabbed the little bows on either side of her bikini bottom and gave them a tug, then let the skimpy garment fall to the deck at her feet. For just a moment, she stood there, bottomless in the moonlight, wearing nothing more than her bikini top, and let Victor look at her. 
 
    From his vantage point behind the helicopter pad, Julius could clearly see the arrowhead-shaped thatch of pubic hair just above her slit. He couldn’t be sure, but it looked like she had been maintaining it since their rescue. 
 
    With a wide grin on her face, Natalia turned away from Mr. Albert and leaned far out over the polished wooden table, presenting him with her well-formed ass. She wagged it at him in invitation, giggling softly. 
 
    Even from a distance, Julius could see she was wet. The soft light of the moon glistened off her dewy labia, peeking out from between her sculpted cheeks. She was ready. Ready to be fucked. 
 
    “Don’t be shy,” she smiled back over her shoulder. “Come on, Victor. Help a girl out.” 
 
    Victor wasn’t the kind to need an engraved invitation. He moved in behind her and laying a big, black hand on either of her butt cheeks, slid his cock into the slick heat of her welcoming snatch without further ado. 
 
    Natalia yelped, throwing back her head. 
 
    Mr. Albert took no notice, pulling back, then slamming his hips into hers with a loud smack. He bent to kiss the back of her neck and took his hands from her butt cheeks long enough to untie the string that still kept her big tits constrained within her bikini top. When they tumbled free, he filled his hands with them and began to saw his cock in and out of her dripping pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Natalia gasped. Julius could practically feel the need in her voice, quavering and trembling as she braced herself against the black invader boring its way into her molten core. “Yes, Victor! Just like that! Oh! Fuck me! Don’t hold back. Just fuck me.” 
 
    If Julius expected to see the kind of prolonged lovemaking he had witnessed between his wife and Boda, he was about to be disappointed. It had been a long, long time since Mr. Albert had been with a woman. And in all his years, he had never been with a woman as beautiful as Natalia Stevenson. So, their coupling was destined to be short and sweet. 
 
    Sensing that was not what she wanted, Victor didn’t even try to pace himself. Instead, he clutched Natalia’s beautiful, heavy breasts in his strong hands and fucked her for all he was worth, stabbing his long, thick cock deep up inside her while she bucked and wailed around him. 
 
    Watching the two lovers, Julius felt a curious sensation. The same familiar tightness that he had felt while watching Natalia with Boda began to grow in his crotch, only this time there was no feeling of constriction. He glanced down to see his trousers bulging, and it suddenly hit him: he was free of his cage. 
 
    He unzipped his pants and freed his cock, feeling the cool night breeze on his bare skin. How strange it was, not to feel the constraining snugness of the cage he had worn for so long. 
 
    On and on, his penis grew the semi darkness, unfurling its full length beneath the stars. It was glorious! It was also a bit painful.  
 
    The tight, crusty scabs where he had been scraped by the cock cage cracked and split as his dick filled with blood, but the professor didn’t care. He would gladly have borne pain a thousand times worse. This was something he had almost given up hoping for. After all these months, he was getting an erection! 
 
    A tentative hand reached down to touch the throbbing hardness between his legs. An immediate shiver of pleasure ran up his spine. God! It had been so long. He’d almost forgotten what it was like to have a boner. 
 
    But there wasn’t only pleasure. That first touch also made Julius flinch in pain when his fingers brushed across one of the still-raw wounds that dotted his shaft. His cock had taken an epic beating on their race through the jungle. And it was nowhere near 100%. 
 
    Still, the carnal sight in front of him had inflamed his passions, and the novel, welcome feeling of having a full erection again made it impossible for the anthropologist to resist giving himself a little rub. Holding his breath and fearing the worst, he ran his fingers over the pink head. He was immediately rewarded by the most exquisite sensation he could remember. 
 
    To his delight, he found that most of the head of his penis was unscathed. So, by careful placement of his fingers and a cautious back and forth movement, he found that he was able to pleasure himself. After a fashion. And it felt good. It felt really good. He turned his gaze back to the two lovers and carefully rubbed himself as he knelt in the shadows. 
 
    It was masturbation, and yet it wasn’t. Not like he was used to. Not like it had been before. It was different, more cramped and uncomfortable. But after months of no stimulation at all, it was positively glorious. 
 
    In the end, it was just as well that Natalia and Mr. Albert’s tryst was short-lived. Unaccustomed as Professor Stevenson had grown to this sort of direct stimulation, he had only been playing with his injured dick for a few minutes when he felt the hot pressure building in his balls. He was going to cum. And the thought of that blessed relief thrilled him beyond measure. 
 
    The scene before him was also reaching its climax. Mr. Albert now had a hand in the center of Natalia’s back, pressing her firmly down onto the table while he rode her tight little ass. She squirmed and squealed beneath him, obviously delighted at the ferocious fucking the one-eyed black man was throwing into her. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she shouted. “That’s it! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Give it to me, Victor!” 
 
    “Nnngh,” her lover groaned through clenched teeth. He lowered himself over her, still pushing her down, and growled into her ear. “Aaagh! So close. I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    “Yes! Cum! Cum in me!” 
 
    Her words were jagged shards of erotic pain, stabbing Julius straight in the heart. Cum in her? First Boda, now Mr. Albert would fill his wife with his semen, a privilege Julius had never himself enjoyed. There was something so frightfully, deliciously naughty about the disparity. 
 
    Not that it really mattered much at this point, he reasoned. From what Natalia had told him on the island, the damage was already done. His wife was pregnant with her Molongan lover’s child. Yet another taboo thought that ratcheted up the professor’s excitement. 
 
    The burning in his nether regions reached a crescendo. The taboo perverseness of the situation swirled like a hurricane in his head, and Julius closed his eyes and rubbed himself faster, ignoring the pain when his lust caused his fingers to stray outside the safe zone and brushed against the healing wounds. He was past caring. 
 
    His ears caught the sound of his wife’s excited yelp, and he knew that she was orgasming. Then came the deep, masculine grunt of Mr. Albert as he, too, passed the point of no return. The one-eyed man was filling his sweet Natalia with his seed, spurting his hot cum into her already pregnant belly. It was so dirty, so perfect. Biting back a cry of pleasure, the overstimulated Julius plunged headlong over the brink with them. 
 
    Not counting his humiliating prostate milking at the hands of Tara’ana’s handmaidens, this was the first time the professor had orgasmed in months. It was easily, hands down the best, the most intense orgasm of his life. And it seemed to go on forever.  
 
    Months of pent-up sexual frustration rocketed out of his clenching balls, up through his pulsing cock to splash onto the moonlit deck of the yacht before him. Time and again, his sore dick spat forth his offering until, at long last, it hung lifeless and spent, sagging through the fly of his slacks like some exhausted, drooling serpent. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    He heard Natalia giggle from the bow. “Wow!” she said. “I needed that.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Mr. Albert agreed. He took a step back and his long black cock slipped out of her, slapping against his thigh before he tucked it back into his shorts. “Me too.” 
 
    Natalia stooped to retrieve the scattered pieces of her swimsuit. “Would you mind helping me with these?” She asked the one-eyed man who had just fucked her. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, of course.”  
 
    As he helped her tie her strings, he seemed nervous, awkward now that the deed was done. Maybe he was thinking about Julius and feeling remorseful. Maybe he was a little embarrassed at having been so quick. Whatever the case, there was a stiffness to his back, a hesitance in his speech that Julius could sense even from a distance. 
 
     Natalia pretended not to notice the change in him, holding her long, black hair up out of the way and chattering easily in a cheerful, carefree voice. When she was dressed again, she turned around to face him and planted a soft kiss on his lips. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said with a wide, happy smile. “I enjoyed that. We’ll have to do it again… soon.” She winked. “But right now, I need to go down and check on Julius again.” 
 
    Shit! Check on him? That was his cue! He had to get the hell out of there before he was discovered. God! How dreadful would that be? Mr. Albert already knew too much about his deviant sexual proclivities. What if he found him hiding in the shadows, jerking off to the sight of his wife’s adultery? 
 
    Julius hurriedly (and very carefully) tucked his now-very-tender penis back into his slacks, zipped up, and scurried back down the deck. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Julius was in bed with the covers pulled up tightly underneath his chin when Natalia quietly eased the door open. He clenched his eyes tightly shut, pretending to be asleep. 
 
    “Julius?” she called softly. 
 
    He didn’t answer. It was better if she didn’t know he was awake. 
 
    She crossed the room and sat down in a little chair beside the bed. He dared not peek, but Julius could feel his wife’s eyes on him, watching. Julius held stock still, willing himself to breathe slowly.  
 
    The flinch was involuntary when she brushed his cheek. Then, her face was next to his, her hot breath tickling his ear. “Did you like that?” she asked. 
 
    Julius cracked an eye and looked at her cautiously. 
 
    “Well? Did you?” 
 
    “What? I don’t know what you’re…” He stopped. Her bright, blue eyes dancing, Natalia was shaking her head at him, her face screwed up into a knowing smile. It was no use. She knew. Somehow, she knew. 
 
     “Don’t give me that, Julius Stevenson! I know you were there. I know you saw us. Victor may not have seen you, but I sure did.” 
 
    As if to make her point, she ripped the comforter out of his hands. Julius was still wearing his clothing. There had been no time to get undressed again when he reached the cabin. He had simply sprung into bed fully clothed. He was caught, found out. There was no way to deny it. 
 
    “So, back to my question. Did you like that?” Natalia pressed. 
 
    Julius let out a sigh and nodded. “Yes,” he said simply. “I liked it.” 
 
    Her excited eyes seemed to bore into him, plumbing the depths of this admission. “I knew it. I knew you would.” There was a quiet satisfaction to her words, an underlying happiness at his tacit acceptance of this new situation. 
 
    Julius said nothing. Because there was nothing left to say. He went to the bathroom and washed his face in the sink, then took off the shirt and slacks.  
 
    Looking at his reflection in the mirror, he felt a hot wave of shame pass over him. Cuckold. That’s what he was: a cuckold. A man who derived pleasure from watching his wife fuck other men. God! 
 
    As a prisoner of the Molongans, he had been able to convince himself that he had only been playing a role, that he hadn’t actually enjoyed what was going on between Boda and his wife, that he simply had no choice in the matter. But that wasn’t true.  
 
    As strange as it seemed, even to him, he liked his wife’s unfaithfulness, then as now. And with this simple admission of his, she knew it as well. And that was the most humiliating thing of all. 
 
    A deep and oppressive sadness settled over him. How would they ever find their way back to normalcy after all that had happened? They wouldn’t. That was the simple truth of the matter. There was simply no way. Too much had changed. He felt a sharp pang of longing for the life they had known before, back before Natalia had become Tara’ana, before he had discovered his penchant for watching other men defile her beautiful body. 
 
    Ruined. His life was ruined now. Natalia would never look at him the same way she once had. How could she? She now knew what made him tick. Just like she knew the pleasure of a truly skilled, well-hung lover between her legs. Everything was so fucked up now. 
 
    Twisting and turning like a rat in a trap, his thoughts went to the big revolver he had taken off Frank’s body. It was in the nightstand, where he had put it when they had come aboard the yacht.  
 
    For the briefest of moments, as he agonized over an uncertain future, the professor had the darkest thought of his life. There were still three rounds in the cylinder. One for each of them. Victor, Natalia, and himself. He could escape the shame of what he was… put an end to the torture. 
 
    No. That was stupid. Crazy. He could never hurt Natalia. And Victor hadn’t done anything that any normal, red-blooded man wouldn’t have done in his place. He was just upset. Thinking crazy thoughts.  
 
    Post-coital tristesse. That’s what they had called it in his psychology class. That feeling of sadness after sex. Maybe that was what was wrong with him. 
 
    In any case, the gun would stay where it was for now. Tomorrow, he would drop it over the side. The fact that he had even had such a thought made him long to be rid of it. Besides, it was the gun that killed Boda. Natalia wouldn’t want it around. 
 
    Julius switched off the light in the little bathroom and joined his wife in the main cabin again. 
 
    “Michael will be back in the morning,” Natalia announced when he returned, switching subjects as though she sensed the dark place to which her husband’s mind had gone. “He radioed in a few hours ago. Said that we should expect them sometime after dawn.” 
 
    “And the Dewey Conglomerate? The mercenaries? Were they able to stop them?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But if he’s coming back, my guess would be ‘yes’. I’m sure he’ll tell us all about it in the morning.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Whacka! Whacka! Whacka! Whacka! Whacka! Whacka! 
 
    The piercing, thumping sound practically knocked Julius from the bed. He sat bolt upright. What the fuck was that? 
 
    “Michael,” his wife’s voice said next to him. 
 
    Michael. Of course. The helicopter. 
 
    He swung his feet over the side of the bed and made his way to the bathroom. Time to get ready. Time to finally get some answers. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    An hour later, they sat down to a sumptuous breakfast served in the aft dining room. A long, white tablecloth covered the table, with two silver candlesticks adorning either end. Fresh fruits, eggs, bacon, hot rolls, orange juice, coffee. It was like something out of a dream. 
 
    At the head of the table sat Michael, wearing an exquisite white suit that reminded Professor Stevenson of an old photograph he had seen of Mark Twain. He was a handsome man, with an honest, open face, and Julius liked him immediately. 
 
    The two professors had a million questions for their benefactor. What was it like in the 20s? Movies, music, transportation, hairstyles. They wanted to know it all, and the opportunity to hear firsthand from someone who had lived in that time was a golden opportunity for them. 
 
    Michael was patient with them, answering their questions as best he could. At times, his eyes took on a misty haze as he remembered back to the world he had known so many decades ago. Mr. Albert sat and listened, letting the two professors do all the talking. 
 
    When at last their questions were exhausted and the meal finished, the plates were cleared away and the staff brought clean water glasses for everyone. Not until the members of the crew had left the room did their host push his chair back and address his guests. 
 
    “Now, I’m afraid we have matters of a more recent nature to discuss,” he began, “But first, I have a gift from M’Tola. It is for the one the Molongans call Pipu. I gather that is you, Professor Stevenson?” 
 
    “Er, yes. Yes, that’s what they called me.” 
 
    “Excellent. In that case…” he motioned to a steward standing to one side, who brought a small, covered basket and placed it on the table in front of Julius. “She sends you her compliments and hopes you have a speedy recovery.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he muttered. He was glad to hear that the old woman was well. With all the shooting he had heard during their escape, it seemed more than likely that many of the Molongans had not been so fortunate. 
 
    Curious, the anthropologist lifted the little wicker cover and peered into the basket. Three large pieces of Lolo’panaet root stared back at him from the dark interior. Good old M’Tola, he smiled to himself. Her ‘magic’ root would shorten the time it took his body to heal considerably. 
 
    There was a certain irony to the old witchdoctor’s gift, helpful though it might be. It was, after all, the Lolo’panaet root which had drawn the Dewey Conglomerate to the island of Molonga in the first place. 
 
    “I am happy to report,” Michael continued, “that the island has been liberated.” 
 
    “Liberated?” Natalia asked. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “What that means, Professor, to put it bluntly, is that the mercenaries have been killed.” 
 
    “Killed?” 
 
    “Every man jack of them,” Michael said. “All of them dead.” His grim voice carried a steely finality. 
 
    Julius whistled under his breath. He was no fan of Dewey’s army-for-hire, that was certain. Nonetheless, to hear that 200 men had been killed was sobering. 
 
    From what he had seen of the firepower Michael and his compatriots had brought to bear against the mercenaries, he shouldn’t have been surprised. Two gunship helicopters against a motley gang of hired guns armed only with rifles… 
 
    “Excuse me,” the professor said, “but the helicopters we saw… where did they come from? And this yacht, who does it belong to? I certainly don’t want to sound ungrateful, but just who is behind all this?” 
 
    “You’re right, of course,” Michael said. “All of this must seem pretty bewildering. I should have begun at the beginning. Let me start over. All of this,” he gave a sweep of his hand, “belongs to me. The yacht, the helicopters, all of it.” 
 
    “Really?!” Julius asked. 
 
    “Oh yes! I assure you. Oddly enough, I bought them at auction. They were being sold off by the government of a small South American country after being confiscated from one of their drug lords. Just between us, I got the boat for a song! Then, it was just a simple matter of finding a crew for the boat and pilots to fly the helicopters.” 
 
    “But how?” Julius asked. “How can that be? Forgive me, but where did the money come from? You’ve been lost on a desert island for nearly 100 years. The Molongans don’t even use money!” 
 
    The slender man laughed and nodded his head vigorously. “Right! That’s true! All true! Oh, it’s a delightful mystery, isn’t it? But there are logical answers to all of these things. I promise you. My dear professor, what you are about to hear is a tale so strange that even I can scarcely believe it. And as you well know, I’ve seen some pretty strange things in my time.” 
 
    Julius slid to the edge of his seat, his eager ears hanging on every word from Michael Ferra’s lips. 
 
    “It all began with the Turner Campaign. So, from what I have learned, our group is world-famous now for its disappearance on the island of Molonga, but what the world has apparently forgotten is that we, too, were mercenaries. 
 
    “Oh, perhaps we weren’t as bloodthirsty as those chaps from the Dewey Conglomerate, but we were mercenaries, nonetheless. We were hired guns, paid muscle, and we were paid well. 
 
    “Most of the other man in our group had already spent their wages by the time we reached the island. Whiskey, gambling, whores, the usual vices that men love so well. They died with nothing more than what they had in their pockets. 
 
    “I, on the other hand, had no stomach for their carousing. I also had a friend who had just been made partner in a prestigious brokerage firm, and he convinced me that investing was the real way to make money.  
 
    “This was the beginning of the 20s, remember. The stock market was all the rage and stocks kept going up and up. Anyway, I gave him my money and he promised to look after it for me. 
 
    “None of us knew when we might be back. To be honest, more than a few of us doubted that we would come back. But my friend said that he would keep my account and continue to invest the profits ad infinitum. 
 
    “Imagine my surprise, when I returned with Victor to the outside world, only to find that the account being kept in my name had amassed a massive fortune over the almost 100 years of my absence. I am almost embarrassed to say it, Professor Stevenson, but you are looking at a billionaire!” 
 
    Julius stared back at him in disbelief. “A billionaire?” he whispered. 
 
    “Indeed. And I assure you, my reaction was much the same as yours. $1 billion! And my brokers assure me that it grows daily.” 
 
    “But wait,” Julius said. “The 20s. The Great Depression. Why didn’t that wipe out your investments?” 
 
    “Apparently, my friend was very gifted in what he did. While others were losing their heads and selling, he was quietly buying. For pennies on the dollar. And when I didn’t return, those relatively worthless stocks had time to recover. In some cases, recover dramatically.” 
 
    “And how did you access the money? I mean, you couldn’t very well walk in and hand them your ID card from 1920. How did you get around that?” 
 
    “Ah, yes! Thanks to my good friend Victor here, I was able to obtain some very convincing identification documents that list the more appropriate birthdate for me. As far as they know, the man who opened the account was my grandfather, the man for whom I was named.” He gave Julius a wink. 
 
     “Wow!” Natalia said, shaking her head. “That’s amazing!” 
 
    “Yes,” Michael agreed. “Yes, it is. I too can scarcely believe it. Although, as you’ve seen already, this freakish circumstance has enabled me to come to the Molongans’ aid in a way I would not otherwise have been able to do.” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be a wet blanket,” Mr. Albert interjected, “but the Dewey Conglomerate knows about the root. They know what it can do, what it’s worth. There’s no way they’re going to walk away from this.” 
 
    “I agree, Victor. Which is why I have ensured that the Dewey Conglomerate no longer exists.” Michael reached for the tall glass of water in front of him and took a sip as though he had simply made some observation about the weather. 
 
    “Excuse me? No longer exists? Care to elaborate?” Mr. Albert squinted his one good eye at him. “What does that mean, exactly, Michael?” 
 
    “Oh! Oh, you thought I meant… No, no! My dear Victor, do not trouble yourself. I have not killed them all! Though some of them sorely deserve it. No. My vengeance on them was of a different sort. 
 
    “First, I informed a very friendly senator (it’s amazing the effect that a few judicious donations can have) that Dewey was engaged in some rather nefarious offshore dealings. He then initiated several investigations that uncovered crimes even I was unaware of. Charges were filed. High-ranking company officials were placed under arrest.  
 
    “Conveniently, the only two men in the company who knew of the Lolo’panaet root committed suicide to avoid prosecution.” 
 
    “Committed suicide?” Julius eyed their benefactor with a cocked eyebrow. 
 
    Michael shrugged, “More or less. They were villains, Professor. The world is well rid of them. 
 
    “Anyway, once the Dewey Conglomerate’s stock price was utterly destroyed, I purchased the company. And it is now in the process of being sold off piecemeal. So, you see, as I said, the Dewey Conglomerate no longer exists.” 
 
    “And all of this trouble over some tropical root,” Natalia shook her head. 
 
    “Yes,” Michael said. A great cloud of sadness seemed to descend over his features. “It’s tragic, really. Such a waste. This beautiful gift of nature, this miracle. And it has caused so much death and destruction. Especially in light of the fact that it would have been useless to the Dewey Conglomerate if they had been able to bring it back.” 
 
    “Useless?” Natalia nearly choked on the word. 
 
    “Oh yes! Quite useless. Tell me, while you were on the island, did you ever see the fields where they were grown? It’s a rhetorical question, really. You didn’t, of course, because the Lolo’panaet root doesn’t grow in a field.  
 
    “In fact, my dear, there is apparently only one spot on the planet where it will grow, one very tiny spot that has just the right pH level, just the right mineral mixture, just the right altitude for it to grow, and this is within the lip of the extinct volcano that is located at the center of Molonga. 
 
     “It is one of the most sensitive plants in the world, and even in its native environment, it is exceedingly rare. The annual harvest on Molonga meets the needs of the natives, with almost no surplus. There is no way that enough of it could ever be produced for a pharmaceutical company to make money with it.  
 
    “This is not just conjecture. I took a small sample with me and had it analyzed. I was assured that it could not be grown in any other environment. To make matters worse, many of the compounds in it are unknown and cannot be synthesized by artificial means. 
 
    “So, you see it was all for naught.” 
 
    A heavy silence fell over the room. All four of them sat in silence, staring into space, thinking about Michael Ferra’s strange tale. It was amazing. The kind of thing that only happened in comic books. But it had happened to them. 
 
    “So,” Victor said at long last, “what are your plans now?” 
 
    “My plans?” Michael asked. “I’m afraid, my plans are rather simple. I am going to return to Molonga, to my family, and live out the rest of my days there, among the people I have learned to love so well. 
 
    “It was fascinating to see your world, to visit the places I had known so many years ago and see how they had changed, but it is a world I no longer belong in. My place is here, and it is here I shall stay. Which brings us to the next matter I would like to discuss…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Julius was studying the air vent in the ceiling above him when he realized that the therapist had asked him a question. This was happening to him more and more, he realized. He was distracted and had been ever since they had left Michael on the island of Molonga. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. “I was thinking about something. What did you say?” 
 
    “I asked you if you wanted to talk about your sex life. I cut you off earlier. I believe you were about to tell me something about Natalia, about the times when you are intimate with her. You said that she wouldn’t let you… something. I interrupted you before you had finished. What was it that you were about to say?” 
 
    The old man leaned back in his chair and interlaced his fingers, studying Julius over the top of his wire-rimmed spectacles. 
 
    The anthropologist took a long, deep breath. While he was telling his story, he had changed his mind about bringing up the matter with Natalia. It was too personal, too intimate. Too embarrassing.  
 
    But what the hell, he thought. This is what he was paying the man for. Besides, if everything went as planned, today would be the last time he would ever see him. 
 
    “Okay. So, we’ve established that I apparently have a thing for watching my wife with another man,” Julius began. 
 
    “Yes. Yes. It’s not so odd as you might think. Well within the realm of normal human behavior.” 
 
    “Right. And I told you that my wife is turned on by my watching. Well, more specifically, she is turned on by giving to another man more than she gives me.” 
 
    “Ah! So, she does not allow you to have intercourse with her?” 
 
    “While we were on Molonga, no. Remember, the natives had locked me up. I couldn’t. The thing is, that turned her on.” 
 
    “I see,” the therapist nodded. He stroked the beard on his chin as though pondering what Julius had just told him. “And afterwards?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, after our rescue, I was too injured to… to perform. It took several weeks for me to heal enough for sexual intercourse. And during that time, while we were on the yacht heading back to civilization, my wife began a rather torrid affair with our companion, Mr. Albert.” 
 
    “So, once again, your rival had your wife, and you could not. How did that make you feel?” 
 
    “How did it make me…? I don’t know! Jealous! Bad, I guess. Not really, though. It was… I don’t know.” Julius shook his head. 
 
    “I think you do know, Julius. I think you know very well. Don’t tell me what you think you should have felt. Think back on it and tell me how you really felt.” 
 
    The old man was good at this. Better than Julius had given him credit for. It had taken the professor only a few minutes to box himself into a corner. He sighed in disgust and raised his hands. “All right. Okay. So, it made me jealous. But it also… It also turned me on. I liked that he could have her and I couldn’t. God, that’s fucked up! I didn’t even realize how fucked up it was until I said it out loud! What the hell is wrong with me?” 
 
    “There is nothing wrong with you, Julius. That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you all along. These feelings of yours, they may be different from those of other people, but that does not mean that they are bad or abnormal. Cases like yours are appearing with ever-increasing frequency. There are many, many men who feel just as you do, who derive pleasure from watching their significant other being satisfied by another man. You don’t need to be ashamed. Unless of course, the shame you feel also turns you on…” 
 
    Shit! This guy really was good!  
 
    “Your penis,” the therapist said. “Has it healed, then? Everything back to normal?” 
 
    “Yeah. Once I started taking the Lolo’panaet root, it got dramatically better. After a week, it was good as new.” 
 
    “And with it ‘good as new’, did you resume your role as Natalia’s sole lover?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No. Because you liked this new arrangement.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And during your voyage, did you ever make love to your wife? Or did she only have sex with Mr. Albert?” 
 
    “We had sex, too. Although she…” Julius stopped. This part wasn’t something he had intended to tell his therapist. At least not consciously. 
 
    Sensing his patient’s hesitance, the old man urged him on. “Go on, Julius. You know that I will not judge. What did Natalia do?” 
 
    “She made me wear condoms,” Julius sighed. “Every time. She didn’t want me to cum in her. Just like before we were on the island. In fact, I’ve never made love to my own wife without a condom.” 
 
    “Never… Hmm,” the psychiatrist’s eyebrows went up. “But why? That is the question. She was already pregnant with Boda’s child, was she not? You told me that Mr. Ferra’s physician confirmed it while you were still at sea.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Julius nodded. “She was about a month along.” 
 
     “I see. So, with your wife already pregnant, they obviously were not intended as birth control. Tell me, did Mr. Albert use them as well?” 
 
    “No. He didn’t.” 
 
    “They were only for you. How did that make you feel?” 
 
    “Jealous. Humiliated. It was hard.” 
 
    “Hard,” the therapist smiled. “But also exciting, yes? You realize, don’t you, that both Boda and Mr. Albert have had your wife in a way that you never have. Both of these men have spelled their seed inside her, where as you have always used protection. And that turns you on, does it not?” 
 
    “I guess so. Yeah. Kind of.” In spite of his nonchalant answer, Julius’s heart was racing. 
 
    “It is all part of the game,” the therapist pronounced. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Julius, did it ever occur to you that your wife is feeding your fantasies? I think she realizes what turns you on better than you do yourself. Natalia did not force you to use the condoms. You could have refused at any time. She merely introduced the idea, and you went along with it. 
 
    “Think about it. She wants the intimacy with her husband, wants to make love to you. But at the same time, she understands your cuckold need to be sidelined. The condoms allow her to serve both these ends. To put it plainly, you get to fuck your wife, but not quite like her lover.” 
 
    He was right. The moment the words left his lips, Julius recognized the truth in them. 
 
     “Remember at the beginning of our session, when I noted how many times you used the word ‘hard’?” 
 
    Julius nodded. He remembered well enough. The old man thought he was subconsciously making a reference to the fact that his dick got hard when his wife was unfaithful. 
 
    “The fact is, whether you like it or not, it makes you hard. Watching Natalia, seeing another man pleasure her in your place, it arouses you. It makes you hard. Even the fact that she is carrying Boda’s child. It arouses you. I have seen it in your eyes. That is who you are, what you want. 
 
    “You told me in one of our previous sessions that you had come to accept your situation back on Molonga. Well, I would suggest that you try to do the same here. Stop fighting it just because society tells you that’s what you should do. Embrace yourself and all your quirky little kinks. Enjoy them. Only then will you be happy with this new and exciting life of yours.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Julius had one last stop to make before returning to the boat. He took a taxi across town, paid the driver, and climbed the cut stone steps to the dean’s office. 
 
    It was strange to think that this would be the last time he would be on campus. For so long, this university had been his home, his life. Now, he was turning the page and leaving it behind, and it was a surprisingly painful thing to do. 
 
    He had already cleaned out his office, tendered his resignation, made apologies for his failed expedition to Molonga, promised to write colleagues once they got settled. He wouldn’t, of course. He and Natalia were about to disappear from academia, perhaps from the world. But there was no need to tell them that. They would figure it out soon enough. 
 
    He stopped in front of the heavy wooden door to the dean’s office and took a deep breath before knocking. 
 
    “Come in,” a familiar voice called. 
 
    Julius stepped into the wood-paneled office and closed the door behind him. When his eyes met those of his former professor, the university dean, he had to stop himself from gasping. 
 
    Six months ago, this had been a man in obvious decline. His growing forgetfulness had been mirrored in his constantly quivering lower lip, ashen face, and watery eyes. Now, the silver-haired gentleman who faced him was the dean of old, bright eyed and vigorous, with a healthy, rosy pallor to his countenance. 
 
    “Julius!” the old man beamed. “How are you, my boy? It’s so good to see you! How is Natalia? I suppose she’s looking forward to this move of yours?”  
 
    “Yes. Yes, she is,” Julius shook his head.  
 
    “What a stroke of luck you’ve had,” the dean started, then shook his head sadly. “I mean, aside from that unfortunate business on Molonga. I still shudder to think of you two all alone on the deserted island for so long. But, to be rescued by a billionaire who has invited you to come work for him! Brilliant! I’m so happy for both of you!” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. I appreciate that.” 
 
    “So, what brings you here today?” the old man asked him. 
 
    “Well, sir, actually, I just wanted to drop off some more of this tea for you.” Julius placed a small brown sack containing the last of the ground Lolo’panaet root on his mentor’s desk. 
 
    “Ah! Splendid! Splendid! It really is delicious. Did you say you discovered it while en route to Molonga? You’ll have to tell me the name of it. Perhaps I can find a supplier of my own.” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Unfortunately, I only had a very small amount of it to begin with, and I neglected to learn the name of it. So, I’m afraid I don’t know how to get anymore. I’m sorry, sir.” 
 
    “Well, no matter. No matter. I’ll just have to enjoy this last little bit all the more!” 
 
    “Sir,” Julius said, “if you don’t mind me asking, how have you been feeling? I know that you were a bit under the weather when Natalia and I left on our failed expedition. But now, you seemed to have recovered nicely.” 
 
    “Quite true! Quite true, my boy. Fit as a fiddle. The very picture of health. Do you know, that my idiot doctors had almost convinced me that I was suffering from Alzheimer’s? Imagine! Pfft! What do they know? Quacks! My mind has never been sharper!” 
 
    “That’s good,” Julius smiled. “That’s very good. I’m very glad to hear that.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about me, Julius,” the old man said with a twinkle in his eye. He beckoned him closer and then said in a conspiratorial tone, “Why, even the old pencil seems to have more lead in it these days.” He cast a meaningful glanced down at his crotch. “If you know what I mean! Twice this week, I’ve had to remain seated behind my desk until the secretary had gone home to keep from embarrassing myself. Yes, yes! The picture of health. Feel like I’m 18 again!” 
 
    “Good,” Julius said as he got to his feet. He had trouble suppressing a grin at the old man’s description of his rediscovered manly vigor. He had noticed much the same thing the first time he had been given the Lolo’panaet root. M’Tola’s boner root, he had called it. “Well, I must be off. Natalia’s waiting for me.” 
 
    The dean shook his hand once more. “Say hi to her for me, will you? And drop me a line once in a while, just to let me know how you’re getting along.” 
 
    “I will, sir,” he said. And this time, he meant it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The long yacht was waiting for him at the end of the pier. A crewman in a flawlessly white uniform stood at attention next to the gangplank. 
 
    He still couldn’t believe it was his. Michael’s parting gift.  
 
    Just before he had returned to the island, he had called the three of them to his cabin. Julius, Natalia, and Mr. Albert. There, he had informed them of his intentions. 
 
    The vast fortune he had amassed was of no use to him on Molonga. So, he had decided to split the money three ways, giving it to the only other three people in the world who understood and loved the island like he did. 
 
    Michael had given him the notarized documents they would need, bid them all farewell, and climbed over the side into a shabby little rowboat, wearing nothing but the traditional Molongan loincloth. It was the last they had seen of him and likely ever would. 
 
    Such a generous gift. And so many problems solved in an instant. 
 
    Since the moment he knew for sure that Natalia was pregnant, he had been worried about the fallout. What would his friends and colleagues think when his wife gave birth to a black baby? How would he live with the shame of everyone knowing he was a cuckold? He would be the laughing stock of the campus. They would have to move. 
 
    Now, with a yacht of their own and all the money they could ever want, it was a nonissue. They would spend their lives at sea, homeschool their child, enjoy life. Anyone who didn’t like it could take a flying leap. 
 
    Julius paid the cabbie and started down the pier. On the bow, he could see Natalia, wearing a red polka dot bikini. She hadn’t begun to show yet, though Julius knew that would soon change. A strange shiver of excitement shot through him when he imagined her flat little tummy swelling with Boda’s child.  
 
    Across the table from her, the one-eyed Mr. Albert was kicked back, smoking a fat cigar. Julius raised his hand to wave at them when the blaring of a car horn behind him scared him half to death. He spun around to see the cab driver leaning out his window and motioning toward him. 
 
    “Hey!” the man said. “You left something!” 
 
    Damn it! Julius swore to himself as he jogged back to the yellow car. By the time he reached the cab, the bearded driver had turned around and retrieved his package from the back seat. When he saw what he was holding, he grinned through the window at Julius. 
 
    “Better not forget this, buddy,” he said, casting a leering gaze toward Julius’s scantily clad wife on the bow of the yacht. “Looks like you’re gonna need ‘em.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Julius said, feeling the blush rise to his cheeks. “Thanks a lot.” 
 
    “Anytime!” 
 
    As the car drove away, Julius glanced down at the plastic sack he held in his hand. Inside, clearly visible through the gaping opening at the top, were several large packages of condoms. Enough for the next month or two. He smiled to himself and started down the pier to where his wife and her new lover were waiting. 
 
    A new start. A new life. 
 
    His therapist had been right. He saw that now. There was no reason to fight it. This was who he was, and it was time he embraced it… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review and sign up for my mailing list at http://barttracer.wixsite.com/barttracer.  
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    Anny Awakened, Volume 1 
 
    Some fantasies are too hot to remain in the shadows… 
 
    Jim and Annie have been married for 10 years. They have a storybook, white-picket-fence life with a house and two little ones. They also have a secret fantasy that would shock the daylights out of their respectable, suburban neighbors. 
 
    For some time now, they’ve both been obsessed with the idea of Annie seducing another man. It’s a deliciously naughty idea that has resulted in some pretty steamy nights behind the bedroom door. But it’s just a game, something to spice up their love life. It’s not real. Until Annie’s boss begins to flirt with her at work...  
 
    When Jim encourages her to flirt back, the wheels are set in motion. Annie soon realizes that reality can be even more exciting than fantasy. After all, there’s no bigger boost to a married woman’s ego than the desire in a strange man’s eyes. She soon finds herself wondering just what it would be like, if she were to take that final, forbidden step. 
 
    Will Annie be content to keep flirting with her boss, or will she tempt the fates and seize the opportunity to live out their mutual fantasy? Does she dare? And once that line has been crossed, what then? 
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 2 
 
    The path of self-discovery is never a straight line… 
 
    When Jim’s wife allows her boss to seduce her on their most recent business trip, Jim isn’t surprised, and he certainly isn’t angry. After all, he has been encouraging her to be more adventurous for some time now. As he listens to all the juicy details of her encounter, he finds himself wishing more than anything that he could have been there to see it. In fact, the more he thinks about it, the more he finds himself warming to the idea of watching his wife’s dalliances firsthand. 
 
    Now that Annie has actually tasted that first delicious bite of forbidden fruit, she realizes that she isn’t quite the woman she thought she was. Beneath her carefully maintained façade of domestic normalcy, there lurks a voracious, carnal beast just waiting to break free and run amok. As her office romance progresses, she begins to recognize an uncomfortable fact about herself: she secretly longs to be dominated by a strong and virile man like her boss. 
 
    As the wayward couple travels deeper into the world of wife sharing, will they be able to chart a course that satisfies both of them? Can Jim come to grips with Annie’s emerging submissive side? And will Annie be comfortable with her husband’s budding voyeurism?  
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 1 
 
    Ken is a successful professional with a naughty secret. From the day he first met his beautiful wife, Jenny, he has gotten a secret thrill from watching her interact with other men, imagining things going further. Nothing excites him quite as much as the thought of her in the arms of another. Naturally, he has never breathed a word of this to her.  
 
    When the couple decides to take a long-overdue vacation in Florida, neither of them suspect that this will be a trip that changes their lives forever. Far away from family and friends, a series of events leads Jenny to suspect her husband’s hidden desires, culminating in a late-night confession that shakes the very foundations of their domestic world.  
 
    Once the cat is out of the bag, where do they go from there? Should Ken try to convince her to forget everything? Chalk it up to temporary insanity? Or will they dare to take the plunge and explore the forbidden world of hotwifing together? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 2 
 
    Things in Florida are heating up. Ken Wilson’s fantasy of watching his beautiful, raven-haired wife, Jenny, with another man has led them down an unexpected path, one that ended in her being taken by not just one, but two men. And in the cold light of day, he realizes that she seems oddly at ease with everything that has happened. Almost as if this isn’t her first time being shared… 
 
    When he presses her further, he soon finds out that he is not the only one who has been harboring a secret. His wife reluctantly bares her soul and confesses to an adventurous past that she has kept hidden from him all these years. The shocking tale she tells him of her college days takes his breath away and leaves him reeling, trying to reconcile the Jenny he knows with the one she has just described. As crazy as her story is, it only heaps fuel on his already white-hot obsession with exploring her naughty side. 
 
    When Jenny gets a text from her new ‘friends’, requesting a repeat, Ken is eager for her to accept. Will Jenny finally turn loose and show Ken the full extent of her wild side, the one she has carefully kept in check this whole time? Exciting as their first experience was, will Ken be able to handle the reality of his wife’s newfound liberation? And when an unforeseen phone call threatens to derail their plan, what will the couple do? 
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 3 
 
    Sometimes trying to relive a special moment can lead to something even more exceptional… 
 
    Of all the wild and crazy things that have happened on their vacation, the only thing Ken regrets is that he couldn’t be there to watch when Jenny’s last hotwife date turned into a group thing. So, when she gets a text from the guys asking about a repeat, he is more than willing. 
 
    Once they get there and the introductions are made, he soon finds that his wife has invited a few extra ‘friends’. Monique, he has already met, and he finds the unexpected presence of the buxom, blonde Frenchwoman anything but unpleasant, even if she has received some rather odd instructions from Jenny. The mysterious Bryce and his beautiful, if eccentric, girlfriend Willow, however, are something of an enigma. Just who are they? And why are they here? 
 
    Will lightning strike twice for Jenny and her admirers? Will Ken finally get to see her in all her mischievous glory? What role will the odd new strangers play as the married couple travels further down the path of illicit pleasure? And what’s up with Jenny’s new rules? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
 
    In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better! 
 
    Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal. 
 
    Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series 
 
    All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection! 
 
    Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 3 
 
    John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur. 
 
    When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later? 
 
    It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, The Complete Series (Volumes 1-3) 
 
    Get all three of Erica’s adventures in one collection for the first time! 
 
    When John and Erica discover that their friend Alice has a thing for black men and that her husband Steve actively encourages it, they are shocked, but at the same time fascinated. Unable to resist their curiosity, they press their friends for details. What they hear takes their breath away, leading them to contemplate something they never could have dreamed of: What if Erica were to take a lover? 
 
    Steve and Alice are more than happy to give the young married couple the nudge they need, as well as to guide them on their journey as Erica becomes a hotwife. As fantasies become reality and hidden desires are laid bare, John and Erica hurtle down a pathway of pure eroticism, never knowing where the next turn will take them, with only their love for each other to anchor them as their marriage is put to the ultimate test. 
 
    Will Erica’s extramarital adventures lead her to new heights of pleasure or leave her wishing she had ignored the temptation of the hotwife lifestyle? How will John deal with the changing dynamics of their marriage?  
 
    One things is certain: life will never be the same for this couple! 
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