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		Prologue

		

		They were standing on the tiled terrace, moonlight beaming down upon them. Connie was tasting the highball in her hand, celebrating her graduation from Radcliff. She was sipping the illegal liquor warily. Lord, she hoped prohibition would end soon. She’d heard it might be as soon as the end of the year and couldn’t wait. Most ridiculous law ever! Thankfully, Daddy was wealthy enough that she was able to get fairly decent bathtub gin, but it certainly left a lot to be desired.

		David was standing close beside her, his arm around her shoulder as they stared at the night sky. The soft light leaving glistening highlights in Connie’s blonde hair. She was about to protest when David’s arm fell from her shoulder, the evening chill suddenly hitting her. But, instead she found her breath quickening. David had dropped to his knee in front of her as he fumbled nervously in his pocket.

		Withdrawing a small velvet box, he opened it displaying a diamond ring. Oh, it wasn’t huge, not by her standards, but she knew it was more than David could have easily afforded. “Constance Merriweather Houston, will you do me the great honor of becoming my wife?” he asked hopefully. His blue eyes looking up at her with anticipation.

		Connie’s hand flew to her mouth, tears filling her eyes as she slowly nodded her head in acceptance. David slipping the small diamond on her finger, grinning up at her adoringly. Then, rising up, they kissed chastely.

		“Of course, it won’t be a proper proposal until we have your father’s blessing,” David said solemnly.

		“David, I don’t need my Father’s blessing. I’m a very liberated woman. Certainly, one capable of making my own decisions. I mean, really, Daddy’s all the way in Cape Town! Just how do you expect to get his blessing? I haven’t even seen him for two years.”

		“Well, I… I’ll just have to go there!” he declared. “It just wouldn’t be proper otherwise, my dear. He might think ill of me, maybe demand we get the marriage annulled? No, it’s only proper that I ask his permission.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Won’t Daddy be surprised?” giggled Connie. “The two of us coming to see him all the way in Cape Town?”

		“Not as surprised as when I ask him for your hand later tonight at dinner,” chuckled David. “He doesn’t even know I exist, yet.”

		“But, I know he’ll love you just like I do,” she smiled. Even giving him a little kiss on the cheek before turning back to look out the small window of the Farman F 250. The single engine craft, picked up by her father’s company at auction just the year before from some French airline. Right now, it held just the three of them; Connie, David and their pilot, Bill something or other. They also carried some much-needed cargo for her father’s diamond mining operations.

		David had been regaling her with his knowledge of Africa ever since they’d taken off. Having read several of the books by that renowned explorer, Sir Henry Morton Stanley, he seemed totally enthralled by the trip. She supposed it was only natural. After all, history professors, even at the hallowed halls of Harvard, rarely left their stuffy old classrooms and libraries. Connie’s limited knowledge of the Dark Continent came mostly from her father’s tales, and the writings of pulp fiction writer, Edgar Rice Burroughs. She adored his Tarzan books, though she was far too ashamed to ever admit it. Secretly lusting for the muscled Ape Man to carry her away and ravish her. That was her own little guilty pleasure, those and the books by Sir H. Ryder Haggard. Alan Quatermain, not exactly her muscular ideal, but then, who was? And, besides, he couldn’t talk to the animals.

		She knew they were flying across the Congo on the way to Cape Town. Her mind drifting to images of lush jungles and beautiful women. All dramatically being rescued from the clutches of the savage warring natives by her heroes. It all seemed so exotic and exciting. Just like in the movies at the cinema. Ooo… That Johnny Weissmuller! He made her tingle in places that young ladies should never discuss. In a way, she could almost understand her father’s fascination with this exotic land. Still, she did resent his time away. After all, he was the only parent that she had, Mumsie dying when she was just a small child. Daddy’s departure leaving her to be raised by a series of governesses.

		Honestly, she hadn’t seen her father for over two years. Still, David would insist on formally asking him for permission, before he’d marry her. He was always so very proper. She’d tried to tell him it was 1933, women were allowed to vote and everything. She was a modern woman and could decide for herself whom she would marry. But, he was quite adamant in his stance.

		She found it rather amusing that David had even insisted on separate cabins on the ship to France. Connie was more than willing to let him take her maidenhood prior to their wedding. But, he insisted that it would not be proper. She was only allowed a few days of shopping in Paris before flying out of Le Bourget, on the next leg of their journey. David was eager to get permission, but he still insisted that they wait.

		At least, Daddy had a plane they could use. Admittedly, though, it was exciting flying over the jungle like this. Connie almost wondered if that’s why David wanted to ask her father for permission? Just so he could see Africa! She was watching a storm off to the West of them carefully. It was a rather violent one from the looks of it. Connie growing more uneasy as it seemed to come ever closer to their flight path. “David? Be a dear, will you? Check with the pilot, I’m getting worried over that stormfront?”

		She kept watching out the window as he made his way forward. Coming back a few minutes later. The plane beginning to lurch violently in the turbulent air, David more or less fell into the hard seat. “He says he’s doing his best to skirt the storm, Connie. But, it’s moving fast in our direction, cutting directly across our flightpath. Try not to worry, I’m sure we’ll be fine, Sweetheart. This is a fairly new aircraft, and they are quite safe anymore. Besides, I know your father would only hire the best pilots.”

		“I’m sure Daddy knows what he’s doing when he hires people, but… Does that storm know it?” she asked nervously. Her hand gripping his arm tightly as the plane continued to buffet about.

		As the plane ride got worse, Connie began to feel sick. The constant swaying of the plane enough to make her nauseous. She was still holding on to David tightly, when a bolt of lightning hit the small craft. Connie screamed at the flash. Followed instantaneously by the loud explosive noise of the strike, then total silence. A horrible, deadly silence as the motor sputtered and died. The single wing plane plummeting downward alarmingly as flames began to lick at the fuselage.

		Her eyes were riveted to the small window as the dense jungle below them came closer and closer. Her fingernails digging into David’s arm frantically. Finally, she couldn’t take it any longer, closing her eyes and screaming as the plane began to lurch through the tops of the trees. The undercarriage ripping away with the first strike. The world collapsing around her as the wooden framed craft slammed into the dense jungle at nearly a hundred miles per hour. The plane literally tearing itself to pieces in its death throes.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Connie opened her eyes slowly. Vague, blurry images all she could see. Her body ached fiercely. Something warm and liquidy flowed down over her face, Connie dimly realizing it was blood as some dripped into her mouth. Her, blood! The metallic, iron taste of it, seeming revolting in her nausea. Blindly, she reached out for David’s arm, but he wasn’t there. Desperately trying to look around, she finally spotted him, a jagged wooden strut sticking out of his blood drenched chest. His crystal blue eyes staring blankly into the great beyond. She wanted to scream, but nothing seemed to come out as blackness overcame her.

		Vaguely, she heard somebody calling her name over and over, shaking her violently. Connie didn’t want to listen, preferring to stay in the blackness of unconsciousness. Not having to deal with the reality she was sure to see upon opening her eyes. Dimly, she began to come around. Her eyes opening to see a blurry image of their pilot, Bill. His cut and blood coated face desperately trying to rouse her. “Miss Constance? Please, Miss Constance! Wake up! We must get off the plane. The fuel…”

		Rousing further, she tried uselessly to get up. Her legs were trapped by a splintered piece of the plane. Bill tried to help free her, Connie only then realizing that his left collarbone was broken. Another bone in his arm, sticking out jaggedly. Badly injured, he was still desperately trying to save her. Between the two of them, they were finally able to free her legs enough for her to move. Streaks of blood flowing from jagged cuts in her calves and thighs. Her dress badly torn and tattered by the crash. Connie could sense his urgency now, the strong smell of gasoline and a hint of smoke finally registering with her.

		“David?” she whimpered helplessly. Her hands reaching out pleadingly to his shattered and lifeless body.

		“I’m sorry, Miss Constance. But, we have to go! There’s nothing we can do for him. We must get off the plane. Now!!!”

		The two of them, helping each other, stumbled through the shattered cabin door. The smell of smoke now growing heavier as their vision became more obscured. Connie crawled weakly away from the wreckage, Bill urging her forward. Then, they finally collapsed about thirty feet away. Not nearly far enough, but it would have to do. Connie looked back in horror as the plane became engulfed by the flames. The lifeless body of her beloved fiancé still inside. She shut her eyes to escape the horror of the conflagration. The stench of burning fuel and flesh growing heavy in the air, as thick smoke billowed from the wreckage. Her mind, blissfully falling into the void of unconsciousness again.

		When she woke, Bill was by her side. He was sitting propped up against a tree trunk. Her head lay in his lap as he wiped the blood from her face with a ragged piece of his shirt. “Are you badly hurt, Miss Constance?” he asked weakly.

		“I… I don’t think so. How badly are you injured?” she asked.

		“I’m not sure, but rather badly I’m afraid. Honestly, I don’t know how long I’ll make it, Miss. I’ve lost a lot of blood and I keep getting woozy,” he gasped weakly. “But, right now, there’s some things you must understand. That you need to know! I must… Tell you… We were off course because of the storm. Far, off course. I believe we’re down somewhere off the charts, in Unexplored Territory. The best I can tell you, is to head West. If you find a river, try and follow it to the sea. That will take you to the coast eventually. Natives may not be friendly, if there are any. Try and save yourself.”

		“Nonsense, Bill. I’m not going anywhere without you. Besides, it’s 1933, surely there can’t be any ‘Unexplored Territory,’ not anymore. We’ll make it to the coast, I know we will,” she said firmly. She lay there, quietly huddled against him, the sounds of the jungle ringing frighteningly in her ears. It was almost indescribable! So many loud cries and howls all around them. And, the heat and humidity. The air seemed almost too sticky to breath. The area about them dark with insects, many of them nipping at the two survivors. Why, oh why, had she ever agreed to this trip?

		A deep sadness gripping her as she remembered the reason. David’s body lying burnt and unrecognizable in a savage conflagration. Her fiancé, the man she planned to marry, dead. All because of his stubborn adherence to propriety. Leaving her here defenseless, at the mercy of the relentless jungle.

		Connie was gripped with a sudden fear! Something… Her eyes fluttered open, suddenly growing wide as she saw dark figures approaching stealthily through the thick jungle brush. Their eyes gleaming white against their dark faces. Their black bodies only barely covered with tiny loin cloths, hands filled with crude hide covered shields and spears. Their expressions seeming anything but friendly! Two of the men warily approached the tree they huddled against. Spears menacingly poised in front of them. Their black bodies glistened with sweat as they drew near. Connie cowered against Bill’s body, a low groan coming from him.

		As they neared, one of them reached out and touched her long, blonde hair hesitantly. His fingers running through it, feeling the soft, silky texture. Hands experimentally poked her pale skin, as she recoiled fearfully from their touch. One of them took hold of her torn dress and ripped it from her shoulder, baring her breast to their gaze. Connie screamed, then slipped silently back into blissful unconsciousness.

		When she woke again, Connie found herself slung unceremoniously beneath a long wooden pole, carried between two of the natives. Her hands and feet trussed up like some animal they were bringing back from a hunt. Their muscled black skins glistening, rivulets of sweat running down their dark bodies. They were trekking through the heavy underbrush of the steamy jungle. The sharp branches tearing at the remains of her dress, ripping it into even more shreds than it had been. She craned her head around but could not see Bill anywhere. All she could see was… Oh, my! Those tiny loin cloths didn’t hide much. Quickly, she shut her eyes again. After all, she was a lady. And, besides, it was just so much simpler to return to the numbing darkness.

		Connie opened her eyes slowly. Her arms and shoulders ached horribly, something rough brushed against her skin as she tried to move. Desperately, she tried to cling to consciousness, if only momentarily. Glancing around, she saw Bill’s naked body hanging nearby. His arms fastened roughly above his head. She glanced away embarrassedly, she’d never seen a naked man before. The sight of his brazenly displayed manhood, shocking her.

		As a proper young lady, she had never… Well, it wasn’t his fault, of course. Blessedly, she decided he was unconscious. Or, perhaps worse, considering how badly he had been injured. She could only imagine the pain he’d be in with his broken collarbone and shattered arm! Left to hang there like some piece of meat.

		Gradually, she came to the shocking realization that she herself was dangling from a wooden post. Her hands tied above her, arms stretched tautly as she hung from a metal ring at the top of the post. The cruel African sun beating down on her. The roughness of the bark covered post chafed harshly against her skin. Looking around, she was scandalized to realize that she was every bit as naked as Bill was. Her body blatantly on display to anyone walking by. Vaguely, she began to take in the sight of various villagers casually going about their daily business. They were nearly as naked. The men only wore a loin cloth, and the women! Oh, my! They were all bare breasted. Some with loin cloths, but the younger women all seemed to be quite as naked as she was!

		The two of them were hanging, like prized specimens on display, in what appeared to be the center of a village. Timber and grass huts were arranged around the large open area. Beyond the huts, she could see a rough timber fencing, or boma, surrounding the compound. Several of the villagers seemed to be taking an interest in her brazenly displayed body. Children running up and touching her pale, bare legs hesitantly, marveling at the whiteness of her skin. One even reaching up and touching the soft blonde curls of her womanhood, before giggling and running away. A few of the men were looking as well. Leering at her naked body as she hung there helplessly. Openly gawking at her creamy breasts and her… Oh, my!

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		When Connie came to again, darkness was falling. The smell of cooking fires wafted from the huts surrounding her. She realized that she was thirsty. Unbelievably, thirsty! But, no one seemed to care or be willing to assist her. Her eyes glanced hesitantly to Bill’s body, still hanging limply. Watching intently, she could barely discern his chest expand and contract, indicating that he was still alive. She tried to call out, to ask for help, but nothing came out. Just a hoarse whisper was all she could produce. Perhaps, it didn’t matter after all, a welcome blackness overtaking her once again.

		When Connie’s eyes fluttered open once again, the jungle twilight had given way to darkness. Fires had been lit around the village center. The center where she hung, a helpless victim. A large pile of wood was now lying unlit, centered between the two of them. People starting to gather around, their black bodies gleaming eerily in the firelight. Were they to be sacrificed? Surely, they wouldn’t be… Oh my! What if they were cannibals? She wanted to scream, but her voice was useless. Her tongue nothing but a dry, swollen lump in her mouth. Her arms and shoulders ached fiercely, she began to wish they’d just get it over with. Whatever it was.

		The beat of drums began to sound from somewhere outside her vision. One by one, several men entered the circle. They were all grotesquely masked, spears and shields held in their hands. Their black bodies gleaming with sweat in the firelight, as they began to dance around the circle. Coming closer and closer to where the two of them hung helplessly at their mercy. Their spears jabbing out and flashing in the light before her terrified figure. She could only close her eyes to escape the horror before her. But, there was no way she could close her ears.

		A loud groan reaching her, Connie opened her eyes to see that the men were now dancing around Bill’s helpless form. They were jabbing their spears towards him, occasionally striking home! Blood starting to seep from numerous cuts on his legs and sides. Each time a strike occurred, the villagers would cry out in wild elation. The drums still beating loudly, incessantly, in the background. Finally, the dancers backed away. A grim silence descending over the expectant crowd.

		A rather scary looking little man entered the circle. His mask making him look like some sort of devil. He began to dance around, shaking rattles he held in his hands. Periodically, he danced towards one of them or the other, pointing the rattles at them and screaming incomprehensively. Eventually, he moved to dance exclusively around Bill’s naked form. As he danced, several naked women entered the space. All masked and gyrating wildly about the dancing man. Their bare breasts swaying wildly as they moved. At a signal from him, they all rushed forward and began to run their hands lustfully over Bill. Their probing fingers moving sensuously up and down his dangling legs.

		At a signal, they began to peel away. Until, all but two of the women were left. The two were both young, their pert breasts standing proudly out from their glistening torsos. Their naked womanhood openly displayed before everyone. Once again, they moved to Bill’s dangling form. Their hands slowly caressing his legs, reaching up to… Oh, my! Connie turned her eyes away. She couldn’t bear to watch as they… They rubbed their bodies over him and touched him down there. She heard a low groan come from his limp body.

		Connie chanced another quick glance. The two were sliding their hands over his manhood, which was responding! She wanted to look away, it was a sight that just shouldn’t be seen by a young lady like herself. But, she found herself unable to tear her eyes away. She’d never seen a naked man before. And now, watching as his thing… Expanded! Oh, my! One of the women slipped Bill’s swelling thing into her mouth. She was sucking at him like he was… At a shout from the man, the woman fell away. Replaced almost immediately by the second woman. Finally, at a shout from the masked leader, she backed away. Leaving Bill’s manhood hanging thick and long, as the earlier spear dancers returned to the circle. Their spears jabbing about wildly, they drove the shameless women away. Now, dancing excitedly around the helpless pilot, spears flashing in the firelight.

		At a shout from the leader, the men reared back. Their spears flying through the air and striking home. Connie tried to scream, but nothing came from her parched mouth. Bill’s body jerking in a giant spasm and finally going slack. Spears sticking grotesquely from his lifeless form. Then, she saw the masked leader shake his rattles once again. This time at her! She squirmed frantically against her bindings, but it was useless. At least, it appeared her death would be relatively quick.

		The dancers formed again, this time around her. Their spears flashing in the reflected firelight. Closer and closer their metal points flashed at her body. She couldn’t believe what was happening. She lived in a civilized world! Why was this happening? Where was her rescuer? Her Tarzan? Her Alan?

		Although, spear after spear passed near her pale, helpless body, none struck home. It was like they were carefully avoiding doing any further damage to her body. All she could do was watch powerlessly as she hung cowering from the pole. At a signal, the dancers fell away. The leader now dancing alone again. Over and over, his rattles pointed at her helpless form.

		Suddenly, more dancers entered the circle. A lot of them! All men, all masked, but none held spears this time. At a signal from the leader, they began to dance around her naked and defenseless form. Closer and closer, they danced around her. Connie, hanging there helplessly, like some living statue made of the finest alabaster. She flinched in terror as a hand grazed her leg. Connie writhing painfully against her bindings as hand after hand stroked her. Their touches becoming increasingly more intimate!

		One by one, the leader would shake his rattles and a dancer would fall away. The remaining men still touching her, their contact becoming more intense. No longer just glances of their black flesh against her pale thighs. Now, whole hands began to caress her. Moving higher up her bare legs each time. She struggled against their touch, but it was useless.

		Suddenly, one of the men touched her bare behind, a howl going up from the assembled throng. Her heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would burst through her chest. Despite her fear, despite her pain, despite her thirst, her body was tingling at their unfamiliar touch. Closer and closer their hands crept up her thighs, her back, her breasts. Now, someone was stroking boldly between her legs. Scant inches away from her maidenhood, the downy blonde curls that framed her nether regions. They came ever nearer. No one had ever touched her like that before. No one!

		She could feel her excitement beginning to seep from inside of her. Excitement mixed with fear! And, yet the leader shook his rattle. More and more men fell away. Now, only two were left. Would they stroke her, like the women had stroked Bill? And, then what… She wanted to scream! Why couldn’t they just kill her and get it over with? Why put her through this torture? Why degrade her like this?

		She jerked violently as one of the men ran his hand along her moist cleft. If she’d been able, she would have screamed out. A spasm ripping through her torso, her eyes rolling back in her head. A huge howl went up from the gathered assembly, at her response. Now they were stroking her openly, their hands running over her maidenhood again and again. Fingers pulling at her breasts, pinching her hard, pink nipples. Her body writhing helplessly and spasmodically before them.

		At a signal from the rattles, the two men ceased their manipulations. They knelt before the leader, his rattle flying over their heads. Just as he was about to cast them away, a loud shout echoed over the expectant circle.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The drums suddenly ceased their beat, a deadly and apprehensive silence descending over the assembly. The only sounds she could hear were the animals of the jungle and the crackling of the fires. The grotesquely masked dance leader and the two men fell to their knees, prostrating themselves as a tall man approached. His muscled frame glistening, an elaborate headdress on his head. Unlike the other men, his loin cloth was beaded. Dark tattoos ran over his body. There were fierce looking men with shields and spears standing on either side of him as he entered the circle. The men looking like gleaming and savage warriors. His deep voice echoed commandingly around the area as the three kneeling men trembled fearfully before him.

		Connie saw him gesturing at the dance leader, his ire seemingly directed at him, in particular. His hand pointed at Bill’s lifeless body as his wrath fell upon the leader. At a gesture, the two dancers that had remained fled from the circle. The grotesquely masked dance leader, still cowering before the tall man. Turning to face her helpless body, the huge man approached her.

		His fingers touched her pale skin, hesitantly. Almost, inquiringly. Tracing up her leg and touching her downy blonde muff. Connie squirmed helplessly in her bonds, as he played with her curls, running his black fingers through them. A spasm ran through her as a finger slid along her moist slit. He boldly held his hand to his nostrils, sniffing her scent. A grin starting on his face.

		Once again, his hand reached up, sliding boldly up her inner thigh. A finger pushed against her pulsing nether lips, sliding inside of her. Deep inside of her! Connie nearly passing out at the unfamiliar sensation. Her eyes were glued to him as he withdrew from her, his tongue touching the finger that had been inside of her. Despite her situation, she felt herself turning a bright shade of red at the degradation. He was tasting her!

		A strange look came over his face as he looked at her. His eyes slowly tracing down her nude body. Devouring every soft curve like she was a piece of meat. A burning fire of lust developing in his eyes. At a signal from the new man, the two spear bearers rushed up beside her and unfastened her dangling body from the post. Limply, Connie fell into their muscled arms as they carried her away.

		Vaguely, she realized they’d taken her behind a fenced area at the far end of the compound. Putting her inside a large hut. Just leaving her there naked, lying cowering on the bare ground of the enclosure. The two men then moved out through the doorway, standing poised on either side. Spears planted solidly next to them. Connie saw a pitcher of water nearby, weakly crawling towards it. The cooling water seeming like the sweetest of nectars to her parched mouth. After she’d had a chance to slake her thirst, she weakly tried to stand. Finally, stumbling faintly towards the open doorway.

		Her exhaustive effort met with two spears suddenly crossed warningly in front of her. Well, apparently, she was still a prisoner. But, at least they hadn’t killed her like… Oh, God! Poor Bill! Her current condition brought more into focus by the loss of both her fiancé and the pilot. She was alive, but she was also a prisoner and even worse, she was totally alone. Lost, somewhere in the midst of the Dark Continent, helpless and totally at the mercy of some savage native tribe.

		The drums had hauntingly started up again outside. The people chanting and screaming wildly as different events apparently happened. She could see a large fire now coming from the center of the village. They must have lit the bonfire that had been between the two posts. A large yell went up from the assembly! Something dramatic had apparently happened.

		The possibility was confirmed as she saw black smoke begin to billow up from the flames. Connie had an idea what was burning in the licking flames, and she was terribly glad that the wind was blowing away from where she was being held. She’d had enough of the stench of burning flesh to last her a lifetime. Weakly, she staggered back to where the water jug was at, slaking her thirst once again. Then, she lay down, huddled tightly against the back wall of the hut. Eventually, falling into an exhausted and tortured sleep. Her dreams tormented by savage images.

		The noises of village life woke her, the sun barely visible in the morning sky. She was still lying in the hut, two guards remaining standing sentry at the open doorway. Blocking any hope of escape. After a bit, two attractive young women, hesitantly entered the hut carrying food and water. They appeared to be in their early teens. Their pert young breasts and the barely visible curly hair covering their womanhood proclaiming their coming of age. Gesturing to her, they indicated she should eat. They watched her curiously as she ate. The pasty gruel tasted terrible, but it was obviously food of some sort. Connie downing it voraciously. The food and water, refreshing her. At least, somewhat.

		Watching her closely, the two young women inspected her warily. Their hands touching her experimentally, her golden blonde hair, her pale skin. The women jabbered to each other while she ate. Their mutterings complete gibberish to Connie. She tried to speak to them, but they obviously couldn’t understand her. She tried English, French and German, but none produced any inkling of understanding. Ultimately, she just gave up.

		When she’d finished breakfast, the women helped her up, leading her weakly through the doorway. Connie walking unsteadily between them. A glance towards the center of the compound showed her all she needed to know about last night. The two poles still stood, their metal rings visible in the early light. The charred remains of the bonfire standing sentinel between them. And, apparently, holding the earthly remains of her only remaining tie to the outside world. She was entirely alone.

		She noticed that the two guards followed immediately behind them. They were moving down a wide trail. Part way along, the women moved off along a seemingly well-used side trail. The two guards hanging back, nervously. The women proceeded to make water and relieve themselves, indicating Connie should do the same. This, apparently their latrine. It was rather unsanitary, but she appreciated the opportunity.

		Afterwards, they led her back to the main trail. Following it deeper through the jungle foliage, until it led down to a small, fast running stream. Climbing in they pulled her in after themselves, miming to her that she should wash. She looked askance back at the two guards. Their muscled bodies gleaming back at her, but their gaze didn’t flinch.

		Oh well, they’d already seen her naked. Face it, the whole village had! They might as well watch her bath. She slipped into the water, letting its refreshing coolness wash over her. Connie began to rinse herself, her hands rubbing away the worst of the dirt and blood from her pale skin. The women produced some crude sort of soap and stepped up beside her. They were talking to her, but their efforts at communication were useless. The three of them just ended up giggling nervously at each other. Their hands slid into her long blonde hair, washing it. Their fingers running through its silky texture and gently rinsing away the tangles and dirt.

		Then, their black hands began moving over her pale skin, cleaning her thoroughly. Connie was shocked, as their efforts became rather intimate! Touching her in places that only she had dared to touch before. Her body tingling excitedly as their fingers found places that no one had ever touched! Well, except for last night when that tall, black man had… Oh, my! Connie closing her eyes as a shudder ran through her. The two women giggling like mad at her response.

		Her response seemed to encourage their behavior. Their hands stroking her more intimately as Connie began to writhe beneath their ministrations. She could only whimper, embarrassedly, as their lips fastened to her pink nipples. The two of them suckling at her pale orbs sending little electric shocks racing through her body. The feelings she was experiencing unbelievably foreign to her upbringing. Being touched so intimately by another woman? It just wasn’t done! Well… Okay, it at least wasn’t talked about. Not in polite society, anyway.

		Connie chanced an embarrassed glance at her two guards. Almost wishing she hadn’t. The leering grins on their faces as the women washed her was bad enough, but she couldn’t help but notice a pronounced tenting beneath their loin cloths… Oh! Oh, my! She had been shocked when she’d seen Bill’s thing growing, but… I mean… She had no idea! Their things appeared to be huge! How could anything as big as that ever fit inside a woman? Her pale skin turning a delightful shade of pink at her forbidden thoughts.

		Finished, the women continued to rinse themselves, giggling to each other as they did. Then, they led her to the bank, the three of them lying out on a large flat rock in the sun. Their naked bodies openly on display as the sun dried them. The two guards keeping an eagle eye on the three of them. Occasionally, speaking quietly to each other. The tone of their voices sounding very provocative. Eventually, the women coaxed her up and led her back to the village. They returned her to her hut, leaving her there. The two guards still stationed at the doorway.

		At midday, the two women returned. Bearing more food and water, sitting with her while she ate. The two began to try and communicate with her. Little by little, Connie began to understand. She now knew their names, Balela and Lubuya, and the words for food and water. A few more words were learned as the three sat together. Then, they once again left her alone. Boringly alone, but it was better than fearing for her life. At least, it appeared that she would no longer be killed. Not immediately, anyway.

		She moved such that she could see out the doorway of her hut. From just the right angle, she could see part of the village. People benignly going about their daily lives. Once, she even saw a glimpse of the dance ‘leader’ from last night. Still wearing his grotesque mask. Finally, she decided that he must be the Witchdoctor for the village. If he was, then perhaps the tall man who had rescued her was some sort of chief? Obviously, someone with authority, at any rate.

		As darkness fell, her two companions reentered the hut. Once again producing food and water. This time, the food was more recognizable. There was some type of meat, more of the earlier gruel and a variety of fruit. Connie hungrily devouring the feast before her. She wondered about the meat after last night, but she ate it anyway. After all, she had been carried in by some sort of hunting party. She vaguely remembered seeing some species of antelope being carried along as well.

		Then they led her to the latrine and afterwards, let her clean herself. Connie realizing, she was awfully glad that the latrine was dug downstream from where they bathed! Finished, they led her back to the compound. Leaving her there in her hut. Feeling very alone and afraid. Day after day, the routine was the same. Connie’s body slowly healing, the cuts and bruises from the crash fading from her fair skin. Her arms and shoulders no longer ached from being hung so unceremoniously before the entire village.

		People still stared at her whenever she was led out from the hut. Her pale skin a marvel to them. Was she the first white person they’d ever seen? Well, her and poor Bill, of course? If he’d been right about their being in some sort of Unexplored Territory, it was entirely possible.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		A few days later, Connie noticed a decided change in the way the people looked at her. It was nothing she could explain, or even put into words. They just seemed more diffident towards her. They still stared at her, but it was more surreptitious. Something about their attitude had definitely changed.

		Along in the afternoon, her two companions entered the hut unexpectedly, their demeanor decidedly more serious than their usual giggling, jovial attitude. This time, they were accompanied by the two guards. Gripping her by the arms, the men led her forcefully from her hut. Passing out of the little fenced compound into the larger village area, she was taken to a fairly large hut set off to the side by itself. Entering, Connie was shocked to see the Witchdoctor standing leeringly before her. The little man, practically drooling as his cold, cruel eyes devoured her.

		The guards forced her to the floor of the hut, holding her there. At some instruction from the Witchdoctor, her two attendants grabbed hold of her legs as well. Lying there spread out helplessly before him, Connie wondered if this was her final fate? Her body trembling as she tried to control her emotions, the Witchdoctor approached. Kneeling beside her, he shook his rattles menacingly over her naked body. His voice chanting some ancient ritual. Picking up a pointed stick and small mallet in his hands, he dipped the sharp stick into a pot of some sort. Then, as she was held immobile, he started tapping it against her body. The stick pricking her painfully and incessantly over and over, unendingly. Connie lying there whimpering, her body writhing ineffectually beneath him. He was marking her body, tattooing her! Dark lines of ink being crudely injected beneath her pale skin.

		After several hours, he stopped. All of them dripping with sweat. Connie, near exhaustion, was led away weakly, to her hut. Her body grotesquely marked by something that appeared to wrap around her body. Though what, she was at a loss to explain. Balela and Lubuya bathed her lovingly as she lay numbly beneath them. A soothing salve of some sort was applied to the tattoo. Her body still spasming involuntarily from the vicious assault.

		The next day, and for several days after, the torture was repeated. Hour after hour, over and over, the Witchdoctor knelt over her helpless body. His stick tapping incessantly into her pale skin. The painful torture seemingly never ending. Her captors cruelly turning her body this way and that, allowing the Witchdoctor access as he continued his grotesque marking of her. Slowly, the design grew, becoming ever larger and more elaborate.

		Finally, she began to recognize a snake design, coiling around her naked body. Starting at her nether lips, it curled down across her thigh and proceeded to wrap across her hip and waist. Then, carried on across her back, returning along her rib cage. The serpent’s head finally curving up and over her pale breast! She was near exhaustion, Connie no longer having any concept of time or place, when his incessant tapping finally ended. The grotesquely elaborate design complete.

		The guards and her attendants, lifted her almost reverently, from the floor of the hut. Connie looked down at her pale body, now decorated with the elaborate swirling serpent. Her world going black as she weakly slipped into unconsciousness. Carried back to her own small hut, she came to, to find her companions rinsing her body tenderly. Strangely, they even bowed prior to touching her. Spreading the soothing salve over her elaborately marked body. Then, they left her there, abandoned and alone. Connie collapsing into an exhausted and troubled sleep.

		Things returned to some sense of normalcy after that, her daily visits to the stream were resumed. The villagers no longer staring at her as she passed. Truthfully, they seemed to look away hurriedly, almost embarrassed to have been noticed by her. People swiftly parting before her parade of attendants. The elaborate design on her body, healing slowly day by day. The initial scabbing had now fallen away, leaving the elaborate snake design. Connie wondered why they had done this to her? She didn’t see any tattoos on the other villagers. Though, she vaguely remembered the tall man from that first day having had several. Strangely, she realized those had been the only ones she’d seen. Was she to be part of some elaborate sacrificial ritual?

		Four days later, the regimen abruptly changed again. In the afternoon, Balela and Lubuya returned much earlier than usual. Once again, they led her out of the hut. Her two muscular shadows trailing along behind. They made the single stop at the communal latrine and then headed back along the trail to the creek.

		Once again, they began to wash her body. She was no longer shocked when she felt their fingers delving into her private areas. She just let herself relax in their care, her body responding to their sensuous touch. Secretly enjoying the erotic pleasure she felt at their ministrations. Leading her back to the sunny rock for the second time today, she lay with them as their bodies dried. Balela carefully brushing out her long blonde hair, while Lubuya left.

		When she returned, she carried a large woven basket of flowers with her. The two expertly weaving them into a floral ring that they placed around her head. One of them produced a small, embroidered loin cloth, fastening it loosely about her waist. It was barely wide enough to cover the curly, golden locks that framed her womanhood. Ending just below the womanly cleft between her legs, but it did at least cover her there, however inadequately. Although, her backside and breasts were still quite bare. Four more flowered rings were produced and fastened around her slender wrists and ankles. It was obvious they were pampering her, decorating her. But, for what? Her limited knowledge of their language defeating any attempts she made to understand.

		When she returned to the village, Connie found that her hut had been decorated in her absence. Woven mats had been spread on the dirt floor, several grass-filled pillows scattered about the enclosure. Nothing luxurious, but a definite improvement none the less. The two women left, returning with food and water once again.

		The three sat quietly after dinner, rehearsing her vocabulary. Connie, even learning a few new words. She wanted desperately to be able to ask questions about her future, but she was still frustratingly limited by her lack of vocabulary.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Connie saw the sunlight dim outside her hut, turning into the short jungle twilight. Then, she saw fires being lit around the compound. A drum began to sound in the quiet night. The animals surrounding the village becoming more excited as their chatter was intruded upon. Her two guards entered the hut, pounding their spears harshly against the ground.

		Her companions encouraged her to stand, their hands quickly brushing some gathered dust from her body and adjusting her floral headdress. Their fingers ran through her long blonde hair, straightening it. Then, they urged her forward through the doorway.

		As she left her walled compound behind, Connie saw torches burning all along a makeshift pathway before her. It was lined on either side by a great number of women and girls. Every ten feet or so, a stunning spear laden warrior stood guard along both sides of the path. Approaching the start of the pathway, the women and children began to throw flower petals along her path. As she passed each of the warriors, their spears crashed solidly into the ground. Connie walked hesitantly along the flower strewn walkway, realizing she was being honored in some way, but why? Was she really being venerated or was she about to be part of an elaborate sacrifice?

		The assembled people, seemed to her a much larger group than she’d seen previously. As in, maybe eight or nine times the size? Where had all these people come from? Surely, they couldn’t all be from this single village. There was no way that many people lived here. At the end of the pathway, she saw the tall warrior from that first night, awaiting her. His muscled torso sat gleaming in the firelight. An elaborate headdress framed his chiseled face. He was a handsome specimen of a man. He was black, of course. But, handsome none the less. His dark skin glistening in the firelight, muscles bulging from his chest and arms. Dark tattoos covering his body. The sheer physicality of him was enough to make her heart flutter shamefully, the excitement for an entirely different reason than fear!

		The Witchdoctor stood off to one side of the assembly. Not looking any happier tonight than he had at any time previously. Connie was led before the man she now presumed was the Chief. As a civilized woman, she felt the need to try and cover herself, but what was the use? Everyone had seen her stark naked already. And the tall black man before her had put his fingers… She felt a blush rushing across her pale skin at the thought of where his fingers had been that night! Right in front of the entire village, too.

		Her companions indicated that she should kneel before the Chief. As she did, her attendants, Balela and Lubuya, bowed ceremoniously and moved away. The crowd hushed as she knelt. The Witchdoctor started to dance around her, his rattles shaking loudly in her ears. Oh, dear! What was happening? Her mind still not sure of what was taking place. Fearfully, she had the feeling that she was about to be wed to the tall, black man in front of her. But, then again, they could just as easily be about to eat her for dinner! Either way, Connie realized she wasn’t exactly in any position to argue with them.

		The rattles reached a crescendo, then sounded one last time. The Witchdoctor screaming his incantations around her frantically. Then, a stark silence descended on the assembly. The tall man stepped forward to her, holding out his hand. Connie grasped it uncertainly, as he lifted her from her knees. As she stood before him, the entire assembly all began to shout and dance about. They were smiling happily at her. Oops! Connie deciding that she had just become the wife of this hulking black man!

		Connie felt dwarfed as she stood next to her… What? Husband? Oh, Lord! She couldn’t! She just couldn’t. I mean, he was… And, she was… Oh, dear. Well, she’d heard stories of course! Some of the women she knew had tittered on about certain things during afternoon tea. Their comments hidden behind embarrassed giggles. But, Connie certainly had never entertained the thought of being with a black man. It just wasn’t countenanced in civilized society. Perhaps in the South, some of the women might have dallied occasionally, but certainly not in Boston!

		But, she wasn’t in civilized society anymore, was she? Truthfully, civilization of any sort seemed very far away at the moment. Especially with her standing nakedly before this throng of screaming black natives. Her pale body grotesquely marked with an elaborate tattoo. Still, there was an ingrained social taboo against what seemed to be happening. She just couldn’t bring herself to break that taboo. It was set too deep in her psyche. Perhaps, she could still escape somehow? Looking around her, that didn’t exactly seem like a viable option. Not with armed warriors every few feet. It appeared that she was about to be deflowered by the tall, muscular black man next to her. Whether she welcomed his attentions or not!

		Her… Whatever he was, turned her around and led her to the high-backed bench he had been sitting upon. Indicating that she should sit next to him, her tiny blonde body dwarfed as she sat upon the… Gulp! Throne? Two elaborately masked men came up behind her. The flower garland was lifted carefully from around her head, then replaced by a slender golden headpiece. A gleaming jewel hanging at the front of it. Oh, my! Apparently, she had a crown. Connie fast coming to the realization that, far from being sacrificed, she had just become the Queen of these people. Judging by the size of the assembly, apparently, the people from several villages.

		Food and drink were placed before her by her bowing attendants. The drink tonight, something alcoholic in nature. Probably some brew they’d developed. It was strong, but not distasteful. Not compared to bathtub gin, anyway! Connie nervously ate and drank as dancers pranced before her. People feasting all around, enjoying the spectacle. For that is what it was, a spectacle. One apparently held in her honor.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		As the fires burned low and the people began to tire, the revelry died down. Connie found her little retinue being led away. She was feeling slightly woozy from the strong brew she’d been drinking all night. Whatever it was, it was every bit as intoxicating as the illegal bathtub gin back home, maybe even more so. They passed back through into the same inner compound she had left earlier. Walking through the outer gate of the compound, Connie noticed that two strong guards now stood on either side of it. Tonight, she was led to a different hut. A much larger one. It was also far more elaborately decorated. Mats covered the dirt floor, pillows lay about the mats, a few stools were scattered around. There was even a rustic table of sorts.

		Her two muscular companions stopped at the doorway to the hut itself. Taking up positions on either side. Connie’s attendants led her to the pillowed area off to the side. Standing next to her, they removed the golden crown from her hair. A new floral ring was placed around her head. The loin cloth was removed from around her waist, and they indicated she was to lay down on the cushions. Her companions giggling like school girls as they prepared her.

		Connie heard the spears of the guards’ thump against the hard ground, a large, dark shadow filling the doorway to the hut. The King had arrived. Balela and Lubuya bowed before him. Giggling, they hurriedly hustled from the hut. Connie now found herself left alone with her… Gulp! Husband? Oh, my! Her mouth suddenly felt very dry, her heart rate accelerating. Was she about to be deflowered by this towering black man? Her body defiled by his massive… Thing?

		He grinned down at her, lifting his headdress away. Then, he casually unfastened the embroidered loin cloth he wore, letting it fall away. Connie gasped! She’d seen Bill’s cock that first night, she’d seen the massive tents on her guards while she bathed, but none of that had prepared her for the sight in front of her eyes. Why, his thing had to be ten inches long! And, it was so thick! Her eyes opened wide as he approached, her tiny body squirming futilely back against the pillows that surrounded her.

		He knelt next to her cowering body. His black hand slowly sliding over her pale skin, touching her. Tracing patterns over her, reverently moving along the lines of her new tattoo. Her body tingling from his touch as his hand moved sensuously over her. He touched her golden hair reverently, running his fingers through the soft blonde locks. His black hand trailing along her face and tracing down her throat. Lower and lower his hand slid along her body. Connie whimpering as his fingers closed on her soft breast. Wrapping around it, cupping it as his eyes devoured her pale skin.

		She felt his fingers close around her pink nipple, the sensitive point engorging as he touched her. It was like an electric charge had just run through her! Her whole body quivering at his touch. A whimper escaping from her lips. She watched as his face split into a huge grin. His head moved down to her breast, his lips kissing her. Connie cried out, his lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking it into his mouth. The tingling sensation of it driving her wild, the stimulation causing her petaled womanhood to moisten. The honeyed scent of her excitement reaching her nostrils as she lay before him.

		Her chest was heaving as he moved to her other nipple, her whole body seemingly on fire from his touch. Oh, my! She just couldn’t! It was so very, very wrong. Forbidden! Taboo! But, she couldn’t exactly stop him. Besides, why should she? This place, wherever it was, was far from home. Far from civilization, a long way from anything she’d ever known before in her life. What did her ingrained social mores mean out here? Was anything taboo, anymore? At least, here? Did anything matter, besides the excitement that was surging through her? The burning touch of his hands driving her insane?

		Connie felt his hands sliding down her body, touching her stomach and moving past her belly button. She closed her eyes, a gasp escaping her lips as his fingers twined in her downy blonde curls. The curls that shielded her most sacred place. She knew she should fight him, it was the civilized thing to do. The proper thing. But, his lips felt so good on her nipples. And, his fingers felt so wonderful as he…

		She let out a cry, his fingers stroking the moistness of her slit. Forgetting her hesitancy, her legs slid apart willingly, allowing him access. Her body writhing beneath him passionately. She had no idea that sex could be this… Exciting? Oh, it was that! And, then some! Her eyes opened wide as she felt a finger push inside of her. Her mouth opening soundlessly as her body spasmed. His lips still fastened tightly to her throbbing pink nipple.

		Connie felt his body move, shifting until he was over her. Her fingers wrapped, almost involuntarily, around the tight curls of his hair. Trapping his dark lips to her nipples. When she felt his thing press lightly against her, she tensed. She looked down as his mouth lifted from her swollen nipple. Oh, my! He was even bigger than she realized. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream as she felt the dark tip of his throbbing member press against the pink petals of her lotus flower insistently.

		She cried out as the thick head pierced between the soft petals. Her nether lips stretching tightly as her body tried to accommodate his thick girth. Connie could barely think as she felt him slide inside her velvety tunnel. He seemed to hit a barrier, something inside of her causing him to hesitate. Her eyes wide, she saw a grin form on his face. Gripping her hips, he thrust forward suddenly… Connie screamed! Oh, did she scream. Pain lanced through her as he deflowered her. His huge member splitting her in two. She nearly passed out as he pushed through her final barrier, making her a woman. His woman!

		She lay in a pool of quivering sweat as she felt him begin to move inside of her. His member sliding deeper and deeper into her ravaged womanhood. Filling her unbelievably! Nothing… No one… Had ever prepared her for this! The pain. The shock. And, it wasn’t over yet! Oh, no. Nowhere near over. She could see inches… Inches! Of his throbbing rod still outside of her. His hips began to thrust again, forcing himself ever deeper inside of her. Over and over, he pierced her. Her screams continuing with every thrust. Her fists beating ineffectively against his muscled body.

		Little by little, the pain subsided. Replaced by… Oh, my! It was starting to feel… Oh, I am such a dirty, filthy slut. It was feeling… Wonderful! Connie was moaning and crying out for an entirely different reason now. Her body vibrating with every thrust of his giant thing. Electric shocks zinging through her as his muscled body crashed against her pink flower. His body finding that special place she had, grinding hard against it.

		Connie spasmed violently, a scream flying from her lips as she ascended into a feeling she’d never known. She had no idea! Again, and again, she cried out in passionate pleasure as he took her. Finally, she felt him grow even larger inside of her. His thrusts becoming frantic. Suddenly, she felt his body tense and jerk. Burning hot cum jetted into her womb, like scalding lava erupting inside of her. Jet after jet of his burning hot seed filling her womb. She screamed at the top of her lungs at the violation. Or, was it really something else that made her scream? Oh, my!

		She lay there beneath him, her body still shaking with pleasure and shame as she felt him slide from inside of her. His thick black rod now covered with a creamy, heavy liquid. Streaks of pink laced through it. A heavy ooze of his creamy seed seeping from between her ravaged nether lips. The proof of her deflowering! She was no longer an innocent maiden. Or, even fit material to be the wife of a man. Certainly, not a white man, anyway. None would ever have her after…

		The shame of it washed upon her. Her maidenhood had been broken as she screamed in ecstasy. Her prized virginity taken by a towering black man. Like she was some lady of the evening at the wharfs. Or, maybe even worse.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		It was still dark outside, only the night sounds of the jungle stirred the silence of their hut. That, and the quiet breathing of the man beside her. Connie was awake, her mind a chaos of thoughts. The hulking black man next to her had taken away her virginity. Deflowered her. Made her unfit for civilized society. And, yet… He’d also given her pleasure she’d never known before, or even realized existed.

		Unused to the heavy meal and drink that she’d consumed at the wedding banquet, Connie felt the need to visit the latrine. That could be a problem. She wasn’t sure about the protocol for leaving the hut, never having been allowed to move around by herself. But, what’s a girl supposed to do? Carefully, she unwound her body from the sleeping man beside her.

		Cautiously, she approached the door of the hut. As soon as she neared, she expected the crossed spears to descend and block her way. Trying to decide how to verbalize her need, she poked her head out of the open doorway. She was shocked when the two guards jumped to attention, slamming their spears into the ground in salute. Indicating to her that she should wait, one of them raced away to a small hut nearby, rousing her two attendants. The two women, sleepily joining her, bowing as they approached. Then, their little troop headed towards the latrine area.

		The guards remained uncomfortably close tonight, though they faced away as Connie relieved herself. Then, she indicated that she wanted to rinse off before returning. Their group moving warily down the path to the small stream. Her guards on high alert. Connie had to admit, she found the dark jungle unusually fear-provoking in the middle of the night. The loud calls of the wild animals filling the air. Finished, they led her back to the large hut she’d exited earlier. Her guards, once again, taking up station in front of the doorway.

		As Connie lay timidly back down, she felt her ‘husband’ stir. His arm draping over her body possessively. At first, she thought he’d go back to sleep, but not tonight. His hand began to caress her body, pulling her against his muscled torso. She felt his huge member rousing as he pressed against her. It’s thick hardness pressing into her.

		Connie began to whimper as his hands roamed possessively over her body. Touching her so intimately, feeling all those places she’d never been touched before. At least, not by anyone but herself. And, um… Well… Balela and Lubuya! Her nipples growing hard as he toyed with her, an excited warmth spreading through her loins. She was growing stimulated by his brazen touch. Connie wondered if all women felt this way? After all, her governess had never explained the intricacies of sex to her. There was no need, her marriage was still months away.

		Her limited knowledge basically came from tittering conversations with her friends. She knew there was more to it than just spreading her legs and letting a man have his way with her. Having to ‘do her duty,’ if you will. But, not much beyond that. She’d heard vague, snickered references to oral sex and something involving… Well… Other regions of her lower anatomy! Honestly, though, she wasn’t sure about any of that. Most of it sounding rather seedy and naughty. And, all of it spoken of in the same tittering giggles that accompanied references to interracial sex. And, even if she had been more aware of it, would it be part of the sexual mores here?

		Was anything taboo anymore? After all, nothing so far had been familiar to her civilized upbringing. Her naked body tattooed, marked with some frightening, writhing serpent! Wed before some tribal Witchdoctor? To have sex with a black man? Being deflowered in some crude hut in the middle of the jungle? By a man she’d barely met? Even if their first meeting had been rather intimate, at least on his part. Though, she supposed that it was little different than an arranged marriage. She knew those still went on in some parts of the world. Just not HER part of the world. Or, what her world used to be.

		But, um… Right now? Well, his big black hands were starting to drive her insane. He kissed the back of her neck, turning her around against his body. Then, he pressed her down his muscled torso. Connie started kissing him, his rippled chest and hard abdomen. Then… Oh my! His huge member was in front of her face. What was she supposed to do with that? I mean, it went inside of her down there, right? His hands didn’t seem to think so, though. His fingers wrapped in her long blonde hair, he pulled her mouth to his throbbing thing. Forcing her to kiss it! Then, he moved it all over her face, his precum leaving damp streaks across her pale cheeks.

		She remembered seeing the young native women place poor Bill’s thing in their mouths as he hung helplessly before them. Remembered watching in fascination as it lengthened and thickened as they tongued him. Was that what she was expected to do? To put it in her mouth and suck his huge, throbbing rod? Connie starting to gasp as he toyed with her.

		It was during one of those gasps, that his thick member invaded her mouth. Eww! Oh! It was in her mouth! What… Connie tried licking the tip of it, his hands pulling her deeper along the long shaft. She could taste the remnants of their earlier mating. He started sliding it over her tongue, in and out of her mouth. It was like nothing she knew about, but it wasn’t terribly unpleasant. Not really. Sort of exciting in a way. And, it certainly seemed to please her mate. She could hear his excited moans as the thick, black shaft moved in and out of her warm mouth.

		Faster and faster, he pulled her head along his long rod. Connie doing her best to accept the unusual use of her body. He was so big! But, suddenly, she felt him grow even bigger. His thing swelling in her mouth. Then, like some volcanic explosion, it erupted down her throat! Spurt after spurt of a salty, tangy cream filling her mouth! She didn’t know what to do. Deciding it was drown or swallow, she swallowed. Swallowed like crazy. The thick, hot liquid burning its way down her throat.

		Then, she felt his hard thing, deflate. With a pop, he pulled from between her sucking lips and snuggled her next to his muscled body once again. Within moments, she felt his breathing settle into a steady rhythm. He was asleep! He had used her mouth like it was her womanhood, the tangy, salty taste of him filling her mouth. And, then just fell asleep! What a strange world she found herself in.

		Connie drifted into an uneasy slumber, only to be awakened some time later by her body being stroked erotically. She awoke to find herself already excited, as her ‘husband’ ran his hands over her pale torso. His fingers pinching her hard nipples, sending electric shocks racing through her body. Would he expect her to swallow his huge thing again? Or, would he use her in some other fashion?

		Roughly, she felt him roll her over on top of him. His lips kissing hers over and over. Their tongues entwining. Oh! That was nice. She liked kissing like that. Far different from the chaste kisses she’d received from her fiancé! He suckled from her sensitive nipples, as she started to whimper in delight. Oh! She liked this much better. Her legs astraddle his muscled torso, she felt his member pressing against her nether regions. The feel of him pushing against her petaled lotus blossom exciting her. Apparently, she was supposed to take him into her again. But? On top of him? Like this? Wasn’t she just supposed to lay there? Hmmm… Maybe not?

		With a start, she felt his thick rod pierce her ravaged womanhood. Connie crying out at the intrusion. But, this time… This time, it didn’t hurt. Far from it! Oh, my! Connie slowly pushed herself upright against his muscled chest. His hard shaft still barely inside of her body. When she was above him, his hands went around her waist possessively. Then, with a jerk, he pushed her down.

		Connie screamed! His hard rod impaling her to the hilt in one swift move. Oh… So big… Filling her insides unbelievably. The heat of his thick spear burning her velvety tunnel. Slowly, he began to move her up and down his long shaft. Her insides wrapping tightly around the huge pole. The feeling was… Oh! Oh! She was shaking violently as some passionate tremor flew through her!

		She was moving on her own now, riding him like he was some stallion. Her legs pumping up and down as his hard shaft penetrated her innermost places. Her head tossing violently from side to side as passion overtook her. She was no longer an unwilling participant. Not now, now that her body responded like this. Violent tremors raced through her as he filled her over and over. A loud scream escaping from her as she felt his throbbing pole explode inside of her for the second time. His creamy seed, the same salty mix she’d been forced to swallow earlier, now filling her fertile womb.

		Sweat pouring from her body, still gasping for breath, she collapsed onto his body. His arms entwined in hers as she drifted into an exhausted sleep…

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Connie uncurled from a deep sleep. Slowly, dimly, becoming aware of her surroundings. She wasn’t in her own hut anymore. Come to think of it, there were a lot of things she wasn’t anymore! The events of last night coming crashing back into the forefront of her mind. She knew she should be mortally ashamed. Perhaps even try to take her own life. It would certainly be considered the proper thing to do. The civilized thing. The Bostonian thing. But… What had she decided last night? Well... She was no longer in Boston, was she? Truthfully, she wasn’t anywhere near civilization of any kind. Her life, such as it was, was now whatever she made of it.

		There were no more social taboos. At least, not about who she slept with. She was sure that her new home had some rules of its own. Rules she would have to learn. Her ‘husband,’ didn’t appear to be anywhere near this morning. She stretched and sighed. Her body still achingly sore from last night. Last night and her deflowering. And, uh… Well, those other two times, too. That third time was a LOT more fun! Her face turning a bright pink as she thought about all that had happened.

		As she began to stir, Balela and Lubuya swiftly entered the hut. They both bowed before her, giggling and grinning wildly as she lifted their heads indicating they could stand. Swiftly, they fastened her loin cloth around her again, placing the slender golden ring over the blonde curls of her head. Then, they led her from the hut. As she passed through the doorway, the two guards slammed their spears down into the dirt in salute, just like they had last night. Just like they did for her ‘husband.’ Was he really a king? She supposed he must be. And, that must mean that she was now a… Oh, my!

		The guards still followed her wherever she went, but they were far more respectful now. She no longer looked on them as keeping her prisoner. They now seemed more like her bodyguards, her protectors more so than her jailers. After the traditional stop at the latrine, her small assembly moved to the stream. Her guards clearing the communal area of all other people.

		Sliding into the quiet waters, her attendants washed her gently. Almost lovingly, their hands moved over her body. Slowly, sensually rinsing away any physical remnants of her deflowering. Their fingers intimately cleaning her; her swollen nether regions, the streaks of dried cum that remained on her body, the gooey tangles that now filled her soft blonde locks. The guards now faced away from their bathing, warning off anyone else that happened along the path to the bathing spot. She was royalty.

		After her bath and drying off at the rocks, Connie was led back to her own hut. Finding its meagre furnishings enough to please her. Balela and Lubuya working with her all day, as she learned more and more of their language. She could carry on a basic, if somewhat limited, conversation, already. Sort of like trying to talk to a small child.

		Little by little she grew to understand. Her questions were endless: Was she the first white person they’d seen? Was her ‘husband’ their King? What exactly was her status? Just how much power did the Witchdoctor have? Had they ever seen the ocean? It was frustratingly time consuming. Connie growing perturbed at the slowness of her progress, but there was little she could do to speed it up. After all, she was not only limited by her own knowledge of their language, but by their lack of contact with the outside world. How did she explain something they’d never seen?

		A few days later, King Butumbi, for that she learned was his name, returned. Connie, summoned to his hut in the middle of the afternoon. Slipping inside, she found him resting on the crude pillows lying around the interior. His headdress and loin cloth already lain aside. His muscular body boldly displayed before her. His swelling member boldly on exhibit for all to see. Connie’s attendants bowed before him, then turned to undress her. Removing her own crown and loin cloth before bowing and backing out of the hut.

		Connie almost laughed as she heard their girlish giggles as soon as they were through the doorway. The quiet sound of their bare feet padding against the ground as they scurried to their own hut. Sometimes she wondered what went on in their little hut? After all, they seemed very familiar with the intimacies of her own body! Her musings cut short as King Butumbi motioned for her to attend him.

		She strolled regally towards her husband. Her naked loins moving slowly, one foot in front of the other, pert breasts thrust out proudly. Her only covering, the intricate tattoo that she bore. Apparently, it was some sort of marking denoting her elevated status as royalty. Coming up next to him, Connie shivered as she felt his rough hand slide up her pale thigh. His fingers coming excitingly close to her blonde covered womanhood. The contrast of his dark hand against her pale loins in the afternoon light exciting her.

		Connie purred softly as she felt his fingers slide over her downy muff. A gasp escaping her lips as she felt a finger slide between her moist nether lips. A smile creasing her face as she saw him lift the finger to his tongue, tasting her sweet honeyed dew. The intimate move reminding her of that first night, her naked body hanging helplessly before him. The smile on his face as he’d tasted her, the last thing she remembered before he ordered her freed from her bonds.

		She knelt beside him, her lips brushing his endearingly. Then, lying down head to toe, she kissed his growing erection. King Butumbi groaning as her tongue wrapped around his throbbing thickness. Bobbing slowly up and down his long, hard rod, Connie teased him with her tongue. She felt him push her legs apart, feeling embarrassed as he seemed to inspect her private regions. His breath excitingly warm against her tender petals.

		Her body stiffening excitedly, a cry escaping her lips, as his tongue invaded her moist nether lips. Oh Dear! Nobody ever told her about anything like this! The feeling was unbelievably erotic. Her body thrashing in a violent spasm as he pushed his tongue deep inside of her. The feeling was so foreign. So exciting. Her body jerking wildly with every thrust of his tongue. Her thighs wrapped tightly around his head as he tasted her so intimately. It was like an ecstasy that she never wanted to end.

		Remembering where she was, Connie slipped his throbbing erection between her lips again. Returning his gift as she bobbed up and down excitedly. The two of them pleasuring each other intimately. Her body jerking in orgasmic spasms. Connie excitedly swallowing his creamy seed as he exploded inside her mouth, even as her own juices soaked his dark visage. Finally, she pulled away from his softening rod, away from his probing tongue. Her lips kissing their way back up his dark, glistening body until she was snuggled tightly against him. The two of them drifting into a quietly intimate nap.

		Connie was awakened by hands moving over her body exploringly. Soft purrs escaping from her lips as King Butumbi caressed her tenderly. His fingers exploring her blonde womanhood, finding that certain place that she loved so much. Her eyes fluttering back in her head as he stroked her tight nub of nerves sending her into nirvana.

		Her body still wracked with spasms, she didn’t even consider protesting as he moved behind her, pulling her up so that she was kneeling on all fours. Expecting to feel his throbbing rod slide between her nether lips, she was shocked as his hands pulled her pale ass cheeks apart. What? Oh! Oh, no! No! How did she communicate that it wasn’t done? That it was the wrong… Connie screamed! Loudly, painfully, her tiny puckered flower suddenly invaded by his huge thing. His long rod pushing painfully inside of her forbidden virgin canal. Deeper and deeper he pushed his thick pole into her virginal darkness.

		Connie crying out over and over as he began to thrust into her. Using her back there just like he’d used her elsewhere. It was so terribly degrading… So embarrassing… So… Oh, my! It was turning her on! She was getting excited. Her body responding to his immoral thrusts just like it had when he’d… A scream issuing from her lips as Connie succumbed to his attack. Her body thrashing in a violent orgasm. Writhing beneath him, she cried out over and over. Each thrust of his thick rod sending shocks racing through her. Her head tossing wildly, long blonde locks flying, he used her.

		Collapsing down on to the harsh matting, her arms no longer able to hold her, he continued to use her. Finally, with one last scream, she felt his huge rod fill her. His hot seed erupting inside of her. It’s warmth spreading through her as she fell forward, curled into a fetal ball on the rough mat. The King lying back beside her, his quiet breathing soon filling the quiet air.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Life returned to normalcy once again, as King Butumbi was off on another trip around their kingdom. Connie enjoying her daily visits to the stream, and her time with Balela and Lubuya. Their intimate touch exciting her. Each day learning more and more of their language. By now, she was getting quite proficient. Her biggest limitation being their own lack of knowledge regarding the outside world. It’s difficult to explain something when there is no plane of reference.

		Little by little she learned the answers to her myriad inquiries. Each small piece of discovery feeling like a major victory. They’d never seen another like herself and her companion before. Yes, she was now their Queen. A title she would bear for the rest of her life, even if something happened to her husband, she would still rule. The villagers had all been fascinated by the tale of her falling from the sky in a ball of fire. Like the crashing stones of lore. More than as their Queen, they now looked on her with a certain sense of mystique. Almost like she truly was a goddess fallen from the sky.

		Apparently, they’d never seen the ocean, not even comprehending what she tried to ask. The little stream running by the village the only water they were aware of. The Witchdoctor was the next most powerful member of the tribe, behind the King and Queen. He was a personage that was very much to be feared.

		Connie absorbing it all, her quick mind grasping the crude limits of their experience. She also realized that with the knowledge of advanced civilization she had, she could drastically improve their living conditions. With each passing day, her power grew. King Butumbi, seemed devoted to her. Having her visit his hut every night he was at the village.

		At times, as King, he traveled his realm tending to the various duties of his office. Frequently gone for more than a week at a time. Eventually, Connie was allowed to accompany him. Seeing the extent of their realm for herself, which appeared to be quite large. Connie was wide-eyed as she walked along beside her husband. Their small safari following the rough trail through the jungle that led between the various villages. Each bend in the trail bringing new sights and sounds to her. Connie, excitedly taking it all in. Though, the lengthy trek seemed far more arduous than swinging through the trees like Tarzan and Jane. The Burroughs’ character never complaining about the myriad of biting insects or the humid, steamy air of the jungle. The sultry heat surrounding her cloyingly.

		After journeying for several miles, they’d stopped for the night. Sleeping beneath the open African sky, safe behind a crude boma of brush. Campfires kept burning brightly during the night. Guards pacing the camp at various intervals. The myriad cries of the jungle night filling the air. Suddenly, there was a loud cry of alarm, the sounds of an attack!

		King Butumbi pushed her aside as he rushed to be with his warriors. Connie following warily along at a more discreet distance. A lioness had attacked one of the guards! He was badly injured but had managed to kill his attacker. The lioness’ emaciated state indicating how starved she must have been to even attempt such an attack. Connie insisted on attending to the wounded man as the others hauled the carcass back behind the boma barrier. Lion meat was much to be prized.

		After carefully stitching up the claw marks on the wounded man, she cleansed the wound with some of their local spirits. Her unexpected attentions not going unnoticed by their curious warriors. Nor, did they miss the fact that far from dying of his wounds, he healed without infection. A story that would be told around the campfires for a long time. Their Golden Sky Goddess could magically heal!

		As the safari started out again the next day, the lioness was slung between two of the men on a long pole. Connie frightfully reminded of her own first trip, slung like a piece of meat after the plane crash. They’d only gone a few hundred yards when small mewling cries filled the quiet air. Searching out the source, the men found the reason the lioness had attacked. Her small cub lay starving, crying out for food.

		As one of the men raised his spear to put the cub out of its misery, Connie rushed forward demanding that he halt! Before their astonished eyes, she hurried over and scooped up the tiny ball of fur into her arms. Cradling it like a baby, she carried it back with her into the safari line. Demanding a halt and asking for some goat’s milk, she fed the tiny creature. Letting it suck the lifegiving milk from her fingers hungrily.

		Connie carried the tiny ball of fur the rest of the day, one of the men fashioning a sling for her to aid in holding it. Tenderly, Connie nursed the fuzzy ball of fur to health. Much to the consternation of her two attendants! The lion cub, that she named ‘Fur Ball,’ growing to love her. Connie played with the tiny cub every day, keeping it happy and well fed. As it grew, she learned to control it. Using English, she taught it commands that it began to understand. Eventually, it would grow to stand loyally at her side, obedient to her commands, and hers’ alone.

		Connie had to laugh as the story was told around the campfires at night. She was now known as the White Queen, the Golden Sky Goddess who fell from the sky in a ball of fire, and the Mother of Lion’s! King Butumbi only smiling at the devotion his people showed their new Queen. All of them, that is, but one. The Witchdoctor still looked on her with a burning, seething hatred. His only desire to see her squirm and cry out beneath his knife, like she’d cried out as he’d tattooed her! Or, maybe, cry out beneath his own lustful, piercing spear of flesh…

		At each new village they came to, the people turned out en masse to see their Queen. Huge feasts were given in her honor at each stop along the safari route. Connie only now beginning to realize the extent of their kingdom. They were gone for a month during this trip. Connie seeing the needs of her people as they entered each new village. The lack of a steady supply of food, modern medicine, modern sanitation. At least, some of those things she could help them with.

		As they journeyed, Connie made note of the various edible plants they encountered. Explaining, haltingly, to King Butumbi that many of those plants could be cultivated. Supplying a steadier supply of food for their people. The King patiently listening to her faltering explanations as he tried to grasp her meaning. Gathering samples of the plants each time, she insisted that they be brought along, her plan to cultivate them back in their own compound to show him how it was done.

		She explained patiently to the village elders how to help stop cuts from becoming infected, her proof the healthy warrior who had been clawed by the lioness. The tiny cub following her lovingly around an ever-present reminder of the truth of the tale. A tale which became more embellished with each new village. Before long, the people honestly believed she was a goddess.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		As time passed, food became more plentiful for the villages, Connie’s experimental garden producing plants. The King insisting that the other villages adopt it as well, Connie teaching them how to plant and tend their new crops. Although their warriors were fiercely skilled hunters, Connie devised a crossbow to add to their arsenal. It’s range and accuracy far better than the crude bow they were used to. Finding occasional threats from foreign tribes, she helped them develop a defense perimeter around each compound. Hidden traps were scattered about the perimeters. Adding a primitive trebuchet for defense of the villages, also providing a decided advantage against any unsuspecting attackers. It’s deadly rain of rocks devastating any oncoming attack. A waterwheel and aqueduct now brought flowing water right into each village. Fish became a part of their diet, as she taught them to make traps in the rapidly flowing streams that ran nearby. In truth, she became their Queen in more than just name. The people now adoring her almost like she was a real goddess that had fallen from the skies. All the people, except one…

		Her nemesis still remained. The Witchdoctor despised her, hating that his desire to sacrifice her had been lost to the King’s lust. His efforts, shamefully rebuffed in front of the whole village. Even worse, the article of his embarrassment was now his Queen! Going so far as to usurp some of his authority by providing the villagers with some of the pain reducing plants and herbs that she found. Connie learned to always be en garde for possible treachery from the cruel little man. His plots and intrigues seemingly never ceasing.

		The new weaponry she’d introduced, had come to be used for more than hunting and defense. Warring chiefs had found out that they could no longer attack the Kingdom of Butumbi without experiencing severe loss. Most finding themselves overtaken and then encompassed into their realm, which was now quite large. The legend of their realm, and their Queen, growing with every victory. The lands of the White Queen that ruled with love and tenderness. A Golden Sky Goddess, doing all in her power to make the lives of her subjects better. The Mother of Lion’s.

		The months, grew into a year. Then, two and three. Connie still standing faithfully beside King Butumbi. Her beloved ‘Fur Ball’ by her side. Their love even stronger now, as the King treated her as his equal in every way. Connie nearly forgot her heritage, her language. Becoming nearly as native as her subjects.

		King Butumbi was away visiting one of the other villages. Connie, electing to stay behind this trip. She was always wary of their nemesis, not wanting to leave him alone to plot against them. This time, though, the trip was different. The King became ill with a fever. By the time his bearers returned, carrying their precious burden, the fever was well advanced.

		The Witchdoctor treated him, Connie applying some of her own expertise as soon as he’d left. But, it was to no avail. Three days later, the King succumbed to his illness. Leaving Connie alone, so terribly alone. The entire kingdom in mourning, an elaborate funeral was carried out. The people paying homage to the great leader that had brought them peace and prosperity.

		Though she was devastated by the loss, Connie now had a kingdom to rule. Her word was now the absolute law of the land. Their longtime nemesis, now hers alone. Her faithful attendants were loyal without question. Even the royal guards loved her, realizing just how much her input had bettered their lives. But, whenever she traveled, something she was now expected to do, she knew the Witchdoctor plotted his revenge. Incessantly weaving web after web of intrigue in her absence.

		For the first time, in a long time, Connie found herself thinking about the remote possibility of rescue. Or, even escape? Certainly, her father would have instituted some sort of search for her after the crash. But, they had been far off course. Even if a search party had been instigated, it was doubtful that they would ever have found her.

		Still, she thought, wasn’t it reasonable to assume that rumors of a White Queen, a Golden Sky Goddess that fell to earth in a ball of fire, would have reached the outside world by now? Surely, some legends escaped the interior. Didn’t they? And, her kingdom was certainly large enough to have generated rumors! After all, it took weeks to traverse her entire empire.

		She had barely returned from her last visit to one of the outer villages, when word of an incursion had arrived. The exhausted messenger, breathlessly explaining that a safari of strange men had tried to raid their village. The villagers had been able to rebuff them, but with heavy losses. Connie asked if any of the attackers had survived? Finding out that her warriors had taken several prisoners, she commanded that they be brought before her.

		Five days later, seven prisoners lay prostrate before her fearfully just wrath. The invaders cowering before her as she sat upon her throne, ‘Fur Ball’ standing regally vigilant at her side. Connie’s hand caressing his golden mane possessively, keeping him in check. His roars alone enough to silence the men brought before her.

		The prisoners were no sooner thrust in front of her than she realized this was not another warring tribe that had attacked the village. They were slavers, the most hated people in Africa! Connie looked at the brown skinned men before her, their torn and bloodied thobes wrapped around their bodies protectively. Connie grew excited seeing one of the men’s eyes opening wide in a shock of comprehension as she spoke to them in French. Yes! He understood her! Connie was about to take a calculated gamble. Her plan devised on the spot, a plan for the salvation for both her and her people. Calling him before her, she looked sternly at him. Her blue eyes flashing in fury, she spoke in French.

		“You’ve seen that we can and will defend ourselves against you and your ilk,” she said sternly. “You, and you alone, will be escorted unharmed from my lands. You will carry this message of my wrath. Tell your brethren that I, the White Queen, the Golden Sky Goddess who fell to the earth in a ball of fire, the Mother of Lion’s, have decreed that you and your kind shall never invade my realm.

		“Any attempt to raid my villages will be met with stern resistance. I will tolerate no further attempts to enslave my people. They are sacred to me, they will not end up as slaves to your greed. Now! See the just wrath of the White Queen!”

		With a gesture of her hand, one by one, the slavers were executed. As cries of terror echoed loudly around the compound, their heads were cleaved from their bodies. Left to roll haphazardly upon the bloodied earth. Her warriors not stopping till only the one prisoner remained. His cowering, whimpering form, prostrate before her. “Do you understand my message?” she asked.

		“Yes, Sahiba, I understand. I will carry your word,” he said tremblingly. “I vow it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		It had been a wild and desperate gamble, but one that just might succeed. If the prisoner fulfilled his promise to relate her words to his brethren, the legend of the White Queen, the Golden Sky Goddess must eventually reach the coast. Hopefully, even to the ears of her father? After all, how many Golden Sky Goddesses could there be? Especially ones that had fallen from to the earth in a ball of fire? Surely, someone must realize that the fabled White Queen could be none other than Constance Merriweather Houston! Or, at least, that was her fervent hope. Otherwise, she knew eventually one of the Witchdoctor’s conniving plots would succeed. She would be sacrificed to his lust. His revenge sure to be terrible.

		Connie called for elders from each village to be brought before her. In a council of sorts, she spoke to them. Explaining to them that not all strangers were slavers. Some might come in peace, like herself. Since this was possible, she wanted them to know certain words. Terms, if you will, that might indicate those peaceful intentions. Painstakingly, she taught them the words for ‘friend’ and ‘peace’ in English, French and German. Hoping that any rescue party that might come, would speak one of those languages. She told them that these words were sacred words of the gods. Giving stern instructions to the elders, she told them that any who spoke these words were to be brought before her, unharmed.

		Sending the elders back to their homes with her blessing, she could only sit back and wait, interminably. Always hoping, each day might bring word of a rescue party. Though, from time to time, she pondered fretfully what rescue might be like? Constance Merriweather Houston was a distant memory, even to her. She, was the White Queen. The Golden Sky Goddess. The Mother of Lion’s. Naked and tattooed, sitting enthroned as the absolute ruler of her kingdom. Here, her word was law! But, what could possibly be her place in a civilized society after her life here?

		She would be looked upon as an outcast, a pariah, even here in Africa. A white woman who had allowed herself to be defiled by a black man. Who had lived like some naked savage. Her blatantly displayed body indelibly marked with her rank of royalty. What civilized man would ever accept her after that? Would her father even accept her now, or would he turn away in shame? Assuming he was even still alive after all this time? Connie’s troubled sleep often becoming nightmarish, either with fears of the Witchdoctor’s revenge, or fears of society’s.

		Her faithful attendants remained ever by her side. The two of them still awed by her presence. Shockingly, she’d sometimes wondered if they would let her make love to them? Their fingers teased and tantalized her frequently enough as they tended to her. Yet, even those feelings were forbidden by the civilized society she grew up in. But, her sexual need sometimes became almost too much for her to bear. She was sure her guards could hear her stifled whimpers at night, though they would never dare to question her. Her body still left unsatisfied, craving relief. A hunger that King Butumbi had instilled in her. Her black Adonis, her lover, her husband. Connie had even considered taking a consort, perhaps one of the royal guards? But, should the Witchdoctor even get a whiff of impropriety on her part, it would only add fuel for a possible coup.

		She had already foiled numerous plots by the Witchdoctor, defended her realm periodically from the occasional incursion, and still no rescue party came. Although, pointedly, there had been no more slavers enter her realm, either. Providing at least some glimmer of hope. Perhaps word had indeed reached the coast. Was her father even alive to hear the rumors of a blond Queen reigning in Unexplored Territory?

		Connie was taking her morning bath, her attendants washing her lovingly, when she heard a sudden stir amongst her guards. One of them approached the stream where they were bathing. Bowing profusely, he explained that an urgent messenger had come from one of the outlying villages. His message seemed somewhat garbled, his exhausted ramblings speaking of white gods in strange garb. But, people were being brought before her, people that spoke the ‘sacred words!’

		Connie’s heart began to beat rapidly. Was it possible? It had been years now. She tried to remember how long she’d been here, her best guess put it at somewhere near five years. She couldn’t be exactly sure, but it was something like that. Her early days and weeks of capture and captivity mostly a blur in her mind. Time having little meaning to her at the time, her body wracked with pain. Tortured by the Witchdoctor as he cruelly tattooed her.

		Five days later, a large safari of men and bearers were guided along the well-traveled path to the village by an escort of her warriors. Alerted to their imminent arrival, Connie awaited them sitting regally on her throne. Her faithful ‘Fur Ball’ standing ever vigilant at her side. Three of the men were brought before her, her heart beating rapidly as she gazed upon their sunburnt, but white faces.

		One of the men, apparently the leader, stepped tentatively forward with a slight bow. Tall, with a somewhat ruggedly handsome face, he was perhaps ten or fifteen years older than she was. His hard body toned by the difficult life of Equatorial Africa. “Your Majesty,” he intoned excitedly in French. His eyes hesitantly taking in her golden blonde hair, her nakedly tattooed body. “We have come in peace to speak with you. My name is Radford Collins, I’m a game hunter and safari guide from Pointe-Noire, French Equatorial Africa. I come before you now in peace, acting as the representative of Mr. Robert Houston. He is seeking word of his daughter, Constance? It is believed her plane crashed en route to Cape Town during a storm. Possibly going down somewhere here in the uncharted regions of the Congo?”

		A tear ran down her pale cheek as she gazed upon him. Then, a trembling smile crossed Connie’s face as she looked at him. His jaw was rugged, his manner rough, less cultured than that of her friends in Boston, but he was the most handsome man she’d ever seen. He was her savior! Very hesitantly at first, speaking like someone long unfamiliar with speaking the French language, she smiled down at him. “Good afternoon, Mr. Collins, and welcome to my kingdom. I am Constance Merriweather Houston, come sit before me. Please? Tell me of my father! I pray he is well?”

		Excitedly, he came forward, Connie indicating his encroaching presence was to be allowed to her guards. Their conversation, conducted in French, was a mystery to her people. It was the talk of gods. The Witchdoctor quietly watching, his blood boiling as he heard the strange words. Quietly, emotionally, Connie told the tall, sunburnt man her tale. His eyes growing large as she briefly explained everything that had happened. Her narrow escape from the plane crash, the deaths of her companions, then her travails at the hands of the Witchdoctor. Her timely rescue from certain death by the intervention of King Butumbi. Her subsequent marriage to him, the loss of her husband, her ascension to the throne…

		Surprisingly, his eyes didn’t seem to judge her. Looking at her almost in awe. Perhaps there was a possibility that, at least, some people might still accept her? “I have waited and prayed for rescue, Mr. Collins. It has been… Years, so many years. But, understand that these are my people now, my subjects. Any attempt to take me away outright would be considered an attack. It would never be countenanced by them. If I am to go back with you, which I fervently pray to do, I fear it will have to involve some subterfuge.

		“In the meantime, please consider yourselves as my guests.” Connie directed her guards to have accommodations prepared for their guests. She explained that they were visiting gods, much like herself. They were to be treated with the utmost honor and respect. And, a great feast would be held in honor of their visit. Asking Radford to stay behind, they conversed for the next few hours. Connie learning more about her father. About the fruitless searches that he’d conducted for her, and ultimately abandoned. No knowledge of her fate surfacing until rumors of a White Queen, a Golden Sky Goddess, reached the coast. Her risky gamble had paid off! At least, it had if she could escape.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Radford and his party sat at her feet, as dancers of the tribe entertained the assembly. The feast offering Antelope, fish and vegetables grown from their own gardens. As well as the alcoholic brew that the people loved. Radford complementing her on the advancement of her people. Her influence evident everywhere he looked. He, frankly, found it astonishing that she had not only survived, but managed to thrive here in the deepest regions of the Congo.

		Strangely, he also found himself attracted to this exotic creature. Someone that had overcome enormous obstacles and still endured in this godforsaken place. His admiration for the beautiful woman before him growing. The view, as he gazed at her perfect breasts and brazenly exposed body, catching his interest as well. He’d been in Africa for a long time. White women here, either the prissy, pampered and demanding wives of plantation owners and wealthy safari seekers, or crude sluts plying the bars and wharfs of Pointe-Noire. But, none of them, holding a candle to the exotic and intelligent beauty he found before him.

		How could they? Connie was a product of circumstance. A cultured child of wealth and power, who had been forced to fend for herself in the midst of the raw savageness of Unexplored Africa. Not only overcoming her foes but coming to rule an entire region. The absolute monarch of a large group of people.

		As the festivities wore down, Radford took his leave of her. With a very formal bow and kiss of her hand, he said goodnight. The incongruity of their parting not lost on either of them. Radford, dressed in his best hunting camp gear, and Connie, naked except for the bejeweled crown on her head and the tiny loin cloth that barely covered her downy, blonde muff. The savage looking serpent tattoo winding around her perfect body, highlighting her unabashed nakedness.

		Her whimpers during the long night, brought on by carnal thoughts of her ruggedly handsome rescuer. Her fingers pleasuring herself again and again at the mere thought of being with another man. Connie, wondering if it could ever be possible? If Radford would ever actually consider lying with her, a fallen woman?

		For his part, Radford’s night was every bit as restless. His initial excitement at finding the elusive lost daughter of his wealthy benefactor, replaced by awe. And, surprisingly, a sexual desire he’d long ago subdued. Not wishing to be with the local whores, nor the native women he happened upon. There was little else in the way of feminine companionship available out here.

		Connie, was an enigma, a fascinating creature unlike any other he had ever known. Her perfect body combined with her quick mind, leaving him in awe. He felt like a young schoolboy with his first crush. Of course, what someone like her would ever want with the likes of him, he didn’t know. His first order of duty, though, was to rescue her. The problem of getting her away from her fiercely loyal subjects, a delicate one.

		The two of them wrestled with the problem the next day, as Connie met with Radford again after her morning rituals. “I have an idea, though it might not be feasible. I could suggest that it would be proper for me to accompany my fellow ‘gods,’ during the first leg of their departure journey. Once at the outer limits of the realm, we might camp overnight. Then, when the camp is quiet, try and sneak away as quietly and quickly as we could?” she suggested.

		“An admirable idea, Miss Constance. But, unfortunately, moving with a large party of bearers is not a very quiet procedure. They are not trained to move as silently and stealthily as your warriors are. Are any of your men trusting enough to accept that you want to leave? Perhaps, returning to live with your fellow ‘gods?’” asked Radford.

		“I don’t think they would be willing to accept the loss of their Queen that easily. What if you were to send the major part of your safari on ahead? Then, I might decide to journey with you to join them? Perhaps taking just a small contingent of my guards with us, for appearance? Then, we could have them subdued at your camp while we escaped? I wouldn’t want any of them hurt,” she declared emphatically. “But, if they were tied up, with just enough leeway to release themselves? We might be far ahead before help could be summoned?”

		“Yes, that plan just might be feasible!” he answered excitedly. More than just the desire to return her to her father on his mind. Radford found himself irrevocably smitten by the exotic blonde beauty he had been sent to rescue. Not even caring that she had been forced to marry a black man in some pagan ceremony. After all, he had left civilization and its mores behind a very long time ago. Over seventeen years ago now.

		Lying about his age when he enlisted, he had been just eighteen years old when World War I ended. His unit had been fighting in Africa, and when he mustered out he’d elected to stay. The wild jungle tempting him to a life of adventure. Leaving civilization behind, he’d never looked back. He enjoyed the life he lived, his only misgivings the lack of female companionship. But, white women and Africa did not mix well together. At least, they never had prior to meeting the remarkable woman before him!

		And, thus, the plan was set. The ‘gods’ stayed with her people for several days. Enjoying the time to rest and recoup from their long trek of exploration. They were over three months march inland from Pointe-Noire. The only possible route overland. There were no navigable waterways available beyond Leopoldville, the proposed terminus of the new railway.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		As preparations began to be made for their ultimate departure, Connie realized the first obstacle she’d have to overcome. Or, more properly, obstacles number one and two! Balela and Lubuya went everywhere with her. She was quite sure they would even insist on accompanying her on the final leg of the journey to see the ‘god,’ Radford, depart. The dilemma vexed Connie, but she decided the only thing she could do, was allow it. There was no other choice. Anything else would have been suspect.

		She would confide in them just before she stole away. Telling them, they could either take the dangerous journey with her or return safely to their life here. In a way, she secretly hoped they might wish to accompany her, hazardous though the journey would be. Otherwise, realizing she would miss the two of them terribly. They were almost a part of her after all this time.

		The daily meetings with Radford were becoming more and more intimate. Connie even allowing him entry into her private quarters, something that was looked askance at by the ever-lurking Witchdoctor. But, with her guards stationed at the open doorway to her hut and her attendants hovering nearby, there was little impropriety that could take place. Though, what was said within those confines, was a complete mystery to her people. Their conversations continuing to be in French.

		Radford even became slightly more comfortable with the presence of ‘Fur Ball,’ his menacing demeanor aside, he was completely obedient to Connie’s control. He was also, another wrinkle in her escape plan. A loyal companion that would never leave her. A solution finally coming as Radford suggested ‘Fur Ball’ could live at his permanent safari camp outside Pointe-Noire. Though, he stopped short of intimating that Connie might live there as well, the idea was definitely on his mind.

		Connie became increasingly more nervous as the time for departure neared. The day before the scheduled date for the foreign ‘gods’ to depart, Connie made her wish known to accompany them to the boundary of her kingdom. A final feast was held that night in their honor, her people wishing them well as they returned to their homeland.

		

		*

		

		Dawn comes early in the jungle, the rising Sun finding the safari already loaded and beginning their trek westward. Radford and Connie, walking side by side, led the parade of men away from the village. Her home for the last five years. An honor guard of Connie’s warriors following close behind the two as the villagers waved goodbye to the ‘gods.’

		Radford was shocked that Connie would consider walking beside him. He expected her to travel, carried along by her warriors in a litter. She just laughed at his naiveté. “I am not some precious China doll, Radford. I am perfectly capable of walking.”

		Still, as he walked along, outfitted in his safari gear and boots, the idea of this slight, blonde woman, walking nearly naked beside him was disconcerting. Tramping along not minding the miles of rough terrain in her bare feet. Her naked breasts swaying with every step she took. Her only garb, the bejeweled crown on her head and her beaded loincloth. He suddenly felt very inadequate.

		It was a two-day journey to the first village they would pass through. Stopping that night, Connie recounted the story of her first visit through the kingdom, King Butumbi at her side, along this very same track. How she had found the tiny lion cub, its mother killed in an attempted attack on their campsite. ‘Fur Ball’ lying purring at her side, the undeniable proof of her tale.

		While Radford and his two companions had their safari tents, outfitted with cots to sleep in, Connie slept on a bed of leafy branches, under the stars. Safe inside the brush lined boma with her warriors, Balela and Lubuya at her side, as she always did. Her insistence on being one with her people an absolute marvel to Radford. How could a white woman ever accept such things?

		In the morning, Radford was embarrassed to accidentally witness Balela and Lubuya bathing her as he entered the boma. Connie, standing like a white statue of pure alabaster, unabashedly naked as the two washed her. Their hands touching her so intimately. Her warriors moving around as if it was a perfectly normal thing. Radford finding his feelings anything but normal as he looked at her exquisite body. His erection swelling embarrassingly at the vision before him.

		A messenger was sent on ahead to alert the villagers to the imminent arrival of the Queen, and her party. Radford and Connie continued their conversation as they journeyed along the trail. He asked about her seemingly unusual views on Africa. Telling her how most women seemed to hate it here, yet she appeared to excel in the savage environment. “It has always been an exotic dream of mine, I guess,” she admitted. Guiltily, Connie told of her early addiction to the Edgar Rice Burroughs, Tarzan tales. The stories fueling fantasies of her father’s exotic life. She was delighted to learn that more movies had been made with her hero Johnny Weissmuller. “Although, I guess the films will have to measure up to real life in the future, won’t they?” she laughed. “At least, where I’m concerned.”

		“Well, personally, Miss Connie, I think you are far superior to Jane,” laughed Radford. “Maureen O’Sullivan’s portrayal, notwithstanding.”

		“Why, thank you, kind Sir,” she responded with a laugh. Then, her voice grew more serious. “Radford? I do worry about… Well, how I might be received back in a civilized world? The life I’ve been forced to lead, am I leaving a home where I have respect and love, only to be received as a pariah?”

		“No one, should ever consider you a pariah, Miss Connie. I can’t speak for Boston, or even for high society. But, you have my undying admiration. That much, I can assure you. I’ve never met another woman like you before,” he replied. Connie turning a delightful shade of red in her embarrassment at his lavish comments. Did she detect more than admiration in his voice? Some feelings of her own developing about Radford Collins. As she walked along beside him, she could feel herself becoming aroused.

		As the party entered the first village on their journey, the people turned out to welcome them. Connie’s own hut had, of course, already been made ready. Each village kept a place reserved exclusively for her royal visits. Radford and his men set up camp nearby. He and his two men enjoying another feast in their honor that evening. They rested there for an extra day, before starting on the next leg of their journey. The stop allowing Connie time to take care of some necessary duties of her office.

		When Connie traversed the realm alone like this, Balela and Lubuya slept with her in the royal enclosures. In the cool evening weather, the two often cuddled tightly against her, their bodies keeping her warm. Um… Sometimes, in more ways than one! While the two stopped short of making love to their Golden Sky Goddess, the lines of propriety did become very blurred at times. Connie frequently whimpering passionately at their ministrations during the long nights. The two still bathed her every morning, as well. Connie, more and more, disturbingly wondering how she would feel if they elected to stay behind? She had to admit, if only to herself, that she loved them.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		As dawn broke the Eastern horizon, the safari was well on its way to their next destination. This final village, marking the westernmost boundary of the kingdom. Connie grew more and more nervous as they journeyed. So much depended on their being able to spirit away safely. She knew, as soon as the Witchdoctor found that she had gone, he would demand her capture and return. His maniacal ego would only be satisfied after he managed to sacrifice her to his pagan rituals.

		Despite the perceived views her people had of her as a ‘god,’ the Witchdoctor knew better. He had managed to sacrifice Bill to his blood lust before King Butumbi had returned and stopped him from doing the same to Connie. He’d also seen her squirm and whimper as he tattooed her. Her body covered in sweat, tears streaming down her face. There was no way, she was a ‘god!’ Just a foreigner, her white skin some sort of anomaly, and her advanced intelligence just a matter of knowledge.

		Again, finding themselves with a two-day journey, their conversations became more sporadic. Connie’s nervousness showing as they journeyed. Radford kept her company late into the evening that night. Quietly reassuring her as she fretted about the future. Granted, his men had guns, but the Witchdoctor could summon an overwhelming superiority of warriors to hinder their escape. Their deadly prowess far greater than even Radford might visualize.

		Connie had considered long and hard about how to take her leave. Finally, deciding that she would speak to her warriors before abandoning them. Reassuring them it was her will to leave and naming their Commander as their new monarch. Her final decree that it was the will of the White Queen, the Golden Sky Goddess, the Mother of Lion’s, that he should assume her place. Perhaps, in this manner, the guards might be persuaded to delay their return with word of her departure. At least, long enough for her to escape. Maybe, anyway…

		Discussing the idea with Radford, he seemed to feel that it had merit. Whether it would actually work or not? Well, that was another thing entirely. But, he felt it couldn’t hurt, either. Radford had already counseled his two companions that once the safari was underway from the last village, they would be required to push the bearers at an extremely fast pace. He would easily catch up to them, traveling with just Connie and her retinue. After that, the best they would have is a two day start on their pursuers. The time it would take for a messenger to return to the most outlying village of the realm. After that, they would potentially be subject to attack.

		Within three days, a messenger could conceivably reach the main village and the ears of the Witchdoctor. Following that, an overwhelming force might be in pursuit of them. Connie, doubting seriously, that the Witchdoctor would blindly accept her nominee as King. Their very lives depending on just how far away they could get. The men would only follow just so far, after that, they would be well beyond the influence of the realm.

		

		*

		

		Connie slept fitfully that final night. The main safari had left early that morning. Radford remaining behind with her as planned. Her warriors warily accepting that the ‘gods’ wished more time together before their final parting. Balela and Lubuya were concerned about their Queen’s restlessness, doing their best to console her. Connie’s whimpers easily audible to her guards, who only smiled knowingly.

		They delayed their departure the next morning as long as possible, then the small party started out from the village. The trail left by the safari was an easy one to follow. Way too easy! As they discussed the ramifications of pursuit, they debated splitting the safari in two? That way, any pursuers would not know which group to follow. Of course, it would also mean splitting their firepower. Finally, deciding that it was best to remain together. Their repeating rifles able to repel a significant force.

		A last-minute suggestion of Radford’s was adopted as they sat conversing that night. Some of his gun bearers would remain behind, holding the warriors here for one extra day before letting them go. The extra day of relief from pursuit, possibly enough to make the difference between life and death!

		It was approaching the quick jungle twilight by the time their small group caught up to the main safari. Making camp for the night, an uneasy quiet descended. Balela and Lubuya, sensing something wasn’t right, stayed close by their Queen all night. Connie waking them well before dawn, she spoke quietly to them. Haltingly, she explained that she had decided to return to her home with the ‘gods.’ Telling the tearful young women that she loved them and wished to take them with her, if they so desired. Cautioning that their lives would be vastly different, if they did. But, that they would be leaving their home behind. She also explained the possible dangers they might face until they arrived safely at her home.

		Tearfully, the two pleaded with her to take them along. Promising they were willing to face any danger to remain by her side. Even if that meant their deaths. Connie hugged them both tightly, kissing the both of them. Then, hand in hand the three walked to where her warriors were gathered. Radford’s gun bearers quietly surrounded the group as she addressed them.

		Carefully, she explained her desire to return home. Then, nominating the warrior Commander, Milandu, as their new King. As she spoke, Connie removed the slender crown from around her head and placed it before him with a bow. She told them that they would be held here for a day before being allowed to return to their home. Then, wished them all well. The group moving off with the safari at a rapid pace westward.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Radford pushed the safari at a tremendous pace, the bearers becoming more truculent as they tired. Finally, he called a halt. Explaining their situation to his men, they made a temporary camp. Not even bothering with the tents, their intent to leave extremely early. As they left the next morning, one of Radford’s associates carefully trailed the safari, alert for any possible signs of pursuit. It was near noon when the gunbearers that had been left behind rejoined the safari.

		As Radford quizzed them, they acknowledged that Connie’s warriors appeared unsure about how to proceed. As the men had left, they seemed to be trying to decide whether they should attempt a pursuit of some kind. Although, without a decent knowledge of the tribes’ language, the best they could do was make an educated observation. As directed, they had left them tied up safely inside the boma, to give themselves a few extra hours. Their bonds just loose enough that they could free themselves after some effort.

		Once again, the safari pushed rapidly ahead. Not stopping until late that night. It would be three days later before they began to feel some sense of safety. Enough so, that they took the time to actually make camp, and let the men rest. It would still be a long and arduous trek to Pointe-Noire. Setting up camp, Radford insisted that Connie and her attendants take his tent. Choosing to bunk in one of his associates’ tents. Leaving the two men with him to bunk together. The three women huddling tightly together as they rested in the unfamiliar surroundings.

		Balela and Lubuya found the tent, with its three cots something of wonder. Giggling girlishly at the fineness of the ‘gods’ traveling home. They also pulled the cots together, wanting the reassuring comfort of being cuddled next to Connie. The three of them enjoying their closeness. Perhaps it was the feeling of safety, perhaps just the thrill of returning to her own world, she would never really know. But, when she felt the two women caress her body, she leaned over and kissed each one of them lovingly. Their lips sealing tightly together as her hands began to explore their supple bodies.

		This time, all three girls were whimpering in delight! Lubuya, daring to take their mutual caresses one step further, slid her lips down to Connie’s downy muff. The honeyed scent of Connie’s arousal filling the night air, her tongue slid along Connie’s moist nether lips. Balela’s lips on hers the only thing stifling Connie’s passionate scream! She had long wondered if the two were lovers, she now had her answer. They were certainly well versed in how to please.

		The two of them crying out in turn, as Connie tasted their own sweetness for the first time. Her tongue sliding deep inside of each of them as they all formed a daisy chain of passion. It was quite late before the excited whimpers quieted from inside their tent. She always knew that she loved them emotionally, the physical aspect of their embrace completing the circle.

		As dawn crested the trees the next morning, there was a sudden stir in the camp. The rear guard had come running in advising he had seen warriors approaching from the East. Not an overwhelming force, but a number of men. Seemingly, they were led by a frenzied little man in a mask who screamed incessantly at them. Driving them reluctantly forward.

		Radford and Connie immediately realizing that the Witchdoctor was maniacally seeking his revenge. Quickly they rallied the gunbearers into a defense perimeter behind the boma that surrounded the camp. Thus prepared, they waited for the onslaught. Connie, cautioned Balela and Lubuya to remain in the tent. Suggesting that they crouch behind some bundles of materials. Then, like her other ‘gods,’ she lined up along the defense line. Looking rather incongruous, standing there in her nakedness, one of Radford’s rifles to her shoulder. ‘Fur Ball’ standing protectively at her side. She was shoulder to shoulder with the lineup of Radford, his companions and their gunbearers. At a questioning glance from him, she just shrugged smugly. “Daddy made sure that part of my schooling involved learning how to shoot,” she said hesitantly. “I just never thought I’d have to actually use it!”

		Connie found the wait almost interminable. She had never been in a battle before. Her warriors waging the defense of her realm far from where she sat enthroned. She was shivering as she waited, Radford reassuring her as best as he could. The oncoming force didn’t know where their prey was at, they were simply doggedly following the trail of the safari. The safari’s bearers were huddled, cringing together near the center of the camp. Their only hope, the guns of Radford and his men.

		The quiet was unnerving, the sounds of the jungle only being disturbed by the oncoming force. Finally, they saw them approaching. A group of about fifty warriors, their screaming leader driving them forward. Connie wanted to cry as, looking through Radford’s field glasses, she recognized some of the warriors. Suddenly, she turned to Radford. “The Witchdoctor! If we stop him, the men will disperse. I know they will, they have no desire to capture me, they’re only here because of his ranting threats.”

		Cautioning his men to concentrate on the small masked fanatic, they waited. As soon as the Witchdoctor saw the boma on the horizon, he whipped the men frantically. The warriors moving cautiously forward despite his urgent cries. They’d seen the ‘gods’ guns in action, felling game from great distances. As soon as the Witchdoctor came within range of Radford’s long gun, he sighted carefully. Wanting to make sure of his shot. Connie waited beside him, seeing the group approach stealthily.

		Once they had approached to a reasonable distance without a response from the boma, the Witchdoctor urged them forward. As soon as the men started to attack, the defenders opened fire. Radford’s rifle echoing loudly in the quiet stillness. The animals reacting noisily to the sudden sound. Connie watched in awe as a splash of red developed on the Witchdoctor’s chest! His lifeless body flying backwards from the force of the impact.

		The attacking warriors began to falter, unsure of what to do. Suddenly, Connie stood up from behind the safety of the boma. Her body in full view of the approaching force. Slowly, regally, she began to walk towards the men that had been hers only days before. ‘Fur Ball’ padding by her side, an occasional roar echoing from his golden chest. The warriors stared at her in awe. To them, she was still the White Queen, the Golden Sky Goddess and, pointedly, the Mother of Lions! Speaking to them emotionally, she told them of her great love for all of them, but that the time had come for her to return to her home with the ‘gods.’

		Urging them to follow the rule of their new King, the man that the ‘gods’ had chosen to lead them. She blessed them all and urged them to return to their homes with her love. A tear rolled down her face as she saw them, one by one, turn and slowly trek back along the trail towards their home. The limp body of the Witchdoctor left to lie where it had fallen. Food for the scavengers of the jungle.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		Moving at a slower pace now, the safari continued on its way. Each day bringing Connie closer to the longed-for reunion with her father. She also found herself growing closer to Radford each day. Yearnings that she had suppressed since the death of Butumbi boiling to the surface as she walked along beside him. Feelings that did not go unnoticed by Balela and Lubuya. Their giggling comments teasing her about her affair with the ‘god’ Radford. It seemed they were quite willing to share her affections. It was, after all, only right that the two ‘gods’ should find each other.

		A three-month safari is a long time to get to know one another. Long before they ever reached civilization, the feelings between them had blossomed into something more. Connie asked Balela and Lubuya to bunk in Radford’s tent one night. Leaving the big tent to herself. Herself, and the ‘god’ Radford! It seemed strangely foreign to her as she fumblingly unfastened the buttons of his shirt. His pale, muscled chest coming into view with each opening button. The untanned parts of his body seeming almost ludicrous in their paleness. Her own body a golden tan from five years in the African sun.

		Clothes! What a strange inconvenience. She supposed at some point, she would have to get used to dressing again herself. The idea seeming rather foreign to her now. But, until then, she enjoyed the freedom of her nakedness. The only garment she needed to remove was her beaded loincloth. Connie’s hands were trembling as she found the buttons to his pants. A nice sized bulge could be seen tenting beneath the thick fabric. She wondered what it would be like? After all, her only previous sexual experience had been with Butumbi!

		As she pulled his pants away, Connie was happy to see a nicely swelling pole in front of her eyes. Not as big as Butumbi had been, but very nice none the less. After all these years surrounded by half naked men, she knew that their members came in all sorts of sizes. A clear drop of precum hung precariously from the pinkish mushroom shaped head. Her tongue, teasingly darting out to taste him. Somewhat surprised to find that the taste was so familiar.

		Radford groaning in surprise as her lips slid around his throbbing member! Her prowess and openness at sex shocking him a little. His only previous experiences being a couple of fumbling trysts as a young man prior to shipping out eighteen years ago. Honestly, it had been so long for both of them, that it was almost like they were virgins again. Excitedly discovering each other for the first time.

		Voraciously, Connie bobbed her head down Radford’s long shaft. Not hesitating to let the sensitive head slip deep inside her throat. Radford groaning as he felt her throat expand around his throbbing cock. His earlier experiences not even approaching the ecstasy that he was feeling now. Her practiced tongue swirling around his shaft teasingly. The urge for release driving him insane! Frantically, he tried to pull away from her ravenous attack, crying out. But, Connie was not to be deterred.

		She moaned seductively as she felt him swell, his pulsing erection exploding down her throat and filling her mouth with his salty tasting cream! Jet after jet of his explosive release filling her. Finally, she pulled away from his softening rod, a loud pop sounding as she let him fall from her lips. Then, she looked up at him, licking her lips sensuously, her eyes sultry and hooded.

		Radford looked down at her, this naked goddess displayed before him. Her slender, blonde body. The long golden hair that fell around her shoulders and down her back, the downy muff of curls that covered her nether region. Her pert, young breasts teasingly thrust before him. The exotic tattoo that wrapped around her body belying the seemingly innocent young woman before him. Her entire life, an enigma.

		Somewhat in awe, he held out his hands to her, lifting her up from the floor of the tent. Her body sliding hungrily against his as she leaned in and kissed him. Her cum laced tongue invading his mouth, reminding him of what she’d done. The pleasure she’d just offered him so freely. Picking her up, he carried her over to the cot. Her body feeling so tiny in his arms, this white goddess that had led an entire kingdom!

		Slowly, he began to kiss down her body. His lips closing on her enticingly pink nipples. Connie whimpering as he sucked the swollen point between his lips, suckling from her. Her hands wrapping in his long dark hair. The feel of it so different from the coarseness that she was used to with Butumbi, Balela and Lubuya. The excitement that she felt, though, was just as sweet.

		Whimpering, Connie urged him further down her body. His kisses coating her tight abdomen as his fingers traced the exotic serpent tattooed across her body. Reaching her soft curls, Radford seemed unsure. The sweet, honeyed scent of her excitement filling his nostrils. All of it seeming new and different to him. Not a part of his limited knowledge. But, at Connie’s urging, he hesitantly proceeded. His lips kissing her soft curls.

		Urgently, Connie wrapped her pale thighs around his head, pulling him to her swollen nether regions. Crying out loudly as she felt his tongue slide along her moist lips, tasting her for the first time. Her sweetness enticing him, his tongue plunged deep inside of her as Connie screamed. Her body spasming wildly as an orgasm tore through her!

		Patiently, she directed him to her little swollen nub of nerves. Whimpering as she felt his lips close around it, sucking it into his mouth. His tongue teasing her incessantly. Her body thrashing wildly as orgasm after orgasm raced through her. Finally, she pulled him away. Exhausted from the orgasms that had wracked her. Her body glistening with sweat, she pulled him towards her lips. Kissing him passionately. Their tongues twining together, dueling excitedly.

		Experimentally, Connie snaked a hand down to his growing erection. A smile crossing her face as she felt him swell in her hand. With an excited grin, she rolled their bodies over. Her slender body straddling his muscled form, her breasts sliding seductively over his chest. Breaking their kiss, Connie pushed herself up till she was sitting over his body. Riding him, her legs tight against his hips. Lifting herself, she took hold of his hard member, sliding it sensuously over her moist nether lips. Centering herself, her eyes locked with his, as she lowered her body down onto his throbbing shaft.

		Radford groaning as her soft, velvety canal wrapped around his spear. The heat of her exciting him. Like being wrapped in some warm, luscious paradise. Slowly, Connie began to pump her legs. Her body moving up and down on his long shaft, taking him deep inside of her with every thrust. Faster and faster, she began to take her pleasure with him. His hands toying with her pert breasts, kneading the soft orbs, pinching the pink nipples. Connie crying out over and over with each drop of her body.

		Radford, finding himself in nirvana, never wanted it to end. But, he couldn’t stall his body’s reaction to her excitement. His cock swelling inside of her warm pussy, Connie felt his lava hot cum explode deep inside her. Her scream echoing in the quiet darkness, cries that were repeated by the howling animals of the jungle night. Collapsing across his broad chest, her long blonde hair spread sensually around them, Radford held her tenderly. Their coupling, not unlike the uniting of ‘gods.’

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		Twelve weeks later, the weary safari camped outside of Leopoldville. Radford asked his gunbearer, the smallest of his men, for a pair of his shorts and a shirt. Handing them to his blonde goddess and asking her to dress before they entered the rugged settlement. Their first stop, the general store for some clothing that was more appropriate for Connie.

		She felt like a kid in a candy store as she rifled through the meagre offerings that were available. Finding that her previous sizes were no longer correct, it took a while to get her properly outfitted enough to face civilization. After that, it was a relatively rapid trip, partially by rail, to the port city of Pointe-Noire. And, then, the first steamer that they could find for a passage to Cape Town. Connie had a rendezvous that she was frantic to reach.

		Leaving ‘Fur Ball’ at Radford’s permanent camp outside Pointe-Noire, with Balela and Lubuya, reluctantly caring for him. She and Radford boarded the boat for her longed-for meeting with her father. Balela and Lubuya waving goodbye from the dock, the two left in the care of Radford’s head gunbearer. They watched, tearfully, as the two ‘gods’ steamed away on the strange waterborne house. Reassured over and over, that Connie would be back within two weeks.

		Of course, by now even Balela and Lubuya, knew they weren’t ‘gods.’ But, that didn’t stop them from worshiping the woman they had called Queen. They would remain with her for the rest of her life. Her lifelong friends and lovers. Willingly, sharing her with the man she would later marry, Radford Collins.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		“Robert Houston, I presume?” the slightly built blonde woman inquired timidly. Connie staring in touching disbelief at the frail man she saw before her. His aged form far different from her last memories of him. His back was to her as he worked at his desk in the small office. Pipe in hand, he was reading over a stack of papers. The only decorations on the scarred and paper scattered desk, a picture of her mother holding her as a small baby, and another of Connie taken when she’d graduated from Radcliff. All of it seeming so very, very long ago…

		“Um… Yes. And, just what might I do for you…” he began to ask as he turned around to look at her. Suddenly, she saw his face become pale. “Connie?” he asked, his voice full of wonder. “Oh, my God, Connie! My baby, is that really you?” His face a mask of astonishment. His voice breaking, as huge tears ran down his cheeks, he held out his arms to her. Connie rushing forward, kissing her father’s cheeks again and again. Both, crying uncontrollably.

		For the first time in a very long time, they were tears of happiness…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Connie’s adventure, as much as I did writing about it. As it sometimes happens, at least to me, the characters seem take on a life of their own. In this case, Connie herself determined the direction of this story. Her strength and determination to survive driving her to succeed.

		If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well! Just click on the Author’s Page Icon for a complete listing available from this retailer.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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