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Part One

The small plane groaned in the air, a broken bird struggling against the storm. 

The newlyweds looked at each other. Mike’s knuckles were white around the armrest as he gripped it, heart racing, breath shallow. His eyes flickered to Helen, sitting next to him, her designer dress fluttering as the turbulence shook the plane. She was trying to hold it together, forcing a smile that didn’t quite mask the fear in her sapphire eyes. 

He glanced out the window, trying to steady himself. This wasn’t just turbulence. The plane was dipping, jerking, and that sound—the rattling of the engines—it wasn’t normal. He could feel the weight of the fear in the air, thick like smoke. The pilot’s voice came over the intercom, frantic, but it was drowned out by the deafening howl of wind.

“Mayday! Mayday! Mayday!” The pilot’s voice was lost, drowned by the chaos around them. Mike’s stomach churned. 

He turned to Helen. Her face was pale, but she was trying to be brave, trying to pretend like everything would be okay. "Some honeymoon, huh? Aren't you glad we didn't just go to that resort in the Bahamas?"

"Yeah, ha, that's funny," said Mike. But he could see it—the terror in Helen's eyes. Her breath was quick, shallow, just like his. He reached for her hand, newly adorned with a sizeable rock that Mike was able afford with his high level cybersecurity job, gripping it tightly, and felt her fingers lock around his. His own face was twisted with fear, but he tried to mask it, tried to be strong for her.

The plane jolted again, and suddenly it wasn’t just turbulence. 

The engine sputtered, a horrible, mechanical death rattle that sent a chill down Mike’s spine. 

Helen’s face twisted in shock as the aircraft tilted violently to the side. She gasped, her stomach lurching, and Mike could see the terror in her wide blue eyes. Her grip tightened on his hand, her fingers digging into his flesh.

“Mayday! Mayday! MAYDAY!” The pilot’s voice was louder now, but it was futile. There was nothing left but the shrieking wind, the panic in the cabin, and the rising sense of doom.

Mike took a sharp intake of breath as his mind scrambled for something—anything—that could make sense of this. But there was no sense, no hope. Just the terrifying descent into the unknown. 

And then—impact

The world exploded around them—sound, fire, metal, and the sickening screech of the plane as it crashed into the earth. Trees snapped like rifle shots as the plane tore through the jungle, crashing through the canopy in a blur of limbs and destruction. Mike’s chest slammed against the seatbelt as his body was thrown forward. His stomach twisted as the plane fell, splintering with each violent impact. Helen screamed, but the sound was swallowed by the cacophony of the crash.

And then—darkness. Everything went black.

Mike woke to the scent of damp earth and the faint trace of smoke, his body aching and disoriented. His shirt was torn, and the chaos of the crash echoed in his head. But when his eyes focused, he saw her—Helen.

Relief surged through him as he noticed the rise and fall of her chest. 

Helen was alive! She had to be. 

Triumphantly, his heart pounded in his chest as he turned his head toward her, his breath catching in his throat. The stylish straw hat and oversized sunglasses she'd worn in the airport were nowhere to be seen. And her dress was torn, her skin dirtied, but she was breathing. Thank God.

“Mike,” she rasped, her voice weak. She reached out to him, and he groaned in response, eyes fluttering open.

“We made it,” she whispered, and he managed a shaky breath. "I knew we wouldn't die on our honeymoon! Stuff like that doesn't happen to people like us. We're way too normal –and boring!"

"Don't make me laugh, babe," he chuckled.

With great effort, Mike sat up, wincing at the sharp pain in his ribs and the dizziness clouding his thoughts. Him and Helen made it out of the plane's carcass, standing a few feet away, shocked to the point where both looked like they were ready to burst out laughing. Mike's hands trembled as he touched his forehead, wiping away a trickle of blood. 

He scanned their surroundings—wreckage everywhere. 

The plane, once a symbol of hope and escape, now lay twisted and broken, smoke curling toward the sky. The bodies of the pilot and other passengers lay motionless among the debris, and the sight stole the breath from his lungs.

His narrow chest constricted, and his heart raced in a panic he couldn't suppress.

“Oh God... oh God... Helen...” His voice cracked as his gaze locked onto her, wide with fear.

Helen leaned into her husband. She'd always been the strong one, the focused one, the one who handled the pragmatic side of life while her husband daydreamed through most of his day. 

She cupped his face gently, forcing him to focus on her. “We’re okay,” she whispered softly, her hands warm and steady against his skin. “We’re alive. We're survivors.”

Before he could respond, the jungle around them rustled with life.

Helen tensed, her muscles going rigid. 

Figures emerged from the foliage—tall, dark-skinned men, adorned in beads and animal hides, their bodies lean and powerful. Spears flashed in the dim sunlight filtering through the canopy.

Mike’s heart skipped a beat, or several. His grip on Helen’s hand tightened, his entire body stiff with primal dark fear.

The men regarded the white couple with dark eyes, their faces unreadable. Without a word, one of warriors stepped forward, extending his hand toward Helen. She hesitated, but she slowly placed her palm in his. The warrior nodded solemnly before signaling for them to follow.

Helen turned to him, her expression calm despite the gravity of the moment. “Come on,” she urged, her voice steady. “They’re here to help.”

Mike’s throat tightened. His thoughts scrambled, but he couldn’t protest. He nodded, his fingers clenching around hers–and barely had time to react before both him and his wife had their hands bound with rough vines. 
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Once they were captured, subdued, the journey was a blur–tall grasses brushing against Mike's skin, the air thick with the scent of the wild. 

Their hands still secured, Mike and Helen stumbled forward. The warriors moved with silent grace, their eyes constantly scanning their surroundings with precise, controlled movements. 

Helen seemed mesmerized by the African warriors; and Mike couldn’t help but notice her quiet admiration for the ease with which they navigated the dense jungle. The sinewy men with skin as black as midnight moved with an effortless rhythm, their large bare feet kicking up jungle dust with each light step. 

The white woman's heart pounded in her chest, her fear mingling with an inexplicable thrill. The sleek dark warriors were unlike anything she had ever seen—tall, muscular, and completely unashamed of their low-hanging nudity. It was hard to believe that 48 hours ago Helen was standing in the middle of a NYC Starbucks. 

She turned back to the warriors. Their long, flaccid king-sized Snickers bars swayed with each stride, adorned with what looked like small strings of bright colors. Helen tried to look away, but her blue eyes kept drifting back, mesmerized by the raw masculinity on display. Mike, on the other hand, kept his gaze fixed on the ground, his pale skin flushed with embarrassment and fear.

At a certain point, Helen's husband struggled to keep up. He stumbled over roots and uneven ground, his mind reeling, and whispered frantic prayers under his breath. Fear gripped him like a vice, tightening with every step.

“Helen,” Mike whispered, his voice trembling. “What’s happening? Why are they taking us?”

Helen swallowed hard, her throat dry. “I... I don’t know. Just stay calm, okay? We’ll figure this out.”

"How do you know that?" Mike said.

"I dunno. They seem nice. Probably just want to make sure we're not here to hurt them," she actually said. 

Me? Hurt them? thought Mike, turning just in time to see one of the black warriors squat down, his big limp black cock so long it was literally touching the ground. How would I ever hurt one of these black giants? 

One of the warriors, a man with a particularly impressive array of colored strings tied around his black salami, turned to the newlyweds and barked something in a language neither of them understood. His eyes lingered on Helen, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. She clenched her fists, trying to steady her breathing. This was supposed to be an adventure, she thought. A honeymoon. A couple weeks of safari. Like she'd always dreamed about since being a little girl. Not... this.

As they entered the village, the air grew thick with the scent of smoke and roasting meat. 

The tribespeople lived in very primitive accommodations. Huts made of mud and straw stood in neat rows, wisps of smoke curling up into the sky. Children peeked from behind their mothers, their curious eyes studying them. The adult tribespeople, men and women, stared at the odd-looking white couple with a mix of curiosity and amusement. 

Mike’s face burned with humiliation as he noticed the way the women giggled and pointed at him. 

He glanced down at himself, wishing he could disappear. His shirt and pants had been torn off during the plane wreck, leaving him in nothing but his boxers and shoes. The warriors hadn’t taken those—yet. But the way they were eyeing him made him feel like it was only a matter of time.
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The sun dipped below the horizon of a lush jungle–and suddenly the village burst alive with the sound of drums and chanting, which nearly drowned out the entire playful monkey noises in the surrounding tree canopies.

Mike and Helen were led to a large fire in the center of the village, where an elder stepped forward, his presence serious, intimidating, commanding. 

Dressed in colorful fabrics that covered the elder's very broad shoulders, and standing tall, the man's regal posture exuded strength and wisdom. The tribesman surveyed Helen and Mike with a careful, appraising look.

Helen looked back at the elder, studied him, fascinated.  She would have gladly given a million bucks for a warm shower and a camera.

The tribesman was obviously older than the others, very big, very dark, his body marked with scars that told stories of countless battles in the jungle.

But it wasn’t his scars that caught Helen’s attention—it was the sheer size of him. His black snake was huge, easily over a foot long, and it was adorned with a dizzying array of colored strings. Each one seemed to shimmer in the firelight, a testament to his dominance. Helen couldn’t help but stare, her mind racing. What do those strings even mean?

When the well-hung elder spoke, one of the women – a young adult female with curiously light black skin and small gravity-defying B-cups that she left unadorned by foliage – stepped forward to translate. 

“You survived. That is fate,” the
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