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Clayton Ramstaff brushed a lock of hair off his forehead with the back of his hand. He really 

should get one of the girls on the team to give him a trim, but no one had time. 

Picking up the smallest dental tool lying on the ground next to him, Clay gently removed 

bits of dirt and debris from around the base of the stone box he was trying to extract from the 

earth. He’d been working in this particular spot for weeks. His patience paid off when three days 

ago he found a corner of the box.  

Clay put the dental tool down and picked up a small rubber mallet. His heart thumped loud 

in the hot, silent day. What was inside the box? His hand was trembling. Fear kept him from 

touching the box. What if he broke it? This could be the find of the century.  

Clay leaned back resting his butt on his heels.  

Waiting. Waiting. 

For what? 

Take a deep breath and for God's sake be careful. 

His hand, steadier now, reached out and the mallet touched the top of the box. Nothing 

happened. He tapped a touch harder. Clay leaned closer nearly resting his ear on the box and 

tapped once, twice.  

Hollow. 

Even though it sounded empty, the archeologist in him said the box sheltered something, so 

Clay slipped his large, earth-encrusted hands into cotton work-gloves and tried to lift the box. 

Nothing moved, but a few flakes of dirt.  

Gloves off, he picked up a small, sharp chisel and using the rubber mallet, he worked his 

way slowly around the base of the box.  

Time. Take your time. Breathe.  



Another tap. Two taps.  

Don’t fuckin’ break it. 

One false move could easily destroy valuable marks made with ancient tools.  

Again, he slipped his hands into the soft gloves and tried to wiggle his find. 

Nothing. 

Clay sat back on his haunches and contemplated the box. Nearly fifteen inches high, it stood 

on what the crew now knew was the top of an ancient altar. Below him on the steps leading to 

the altar his crew diligently moved bits of dirt and minute stones one tablespoonful at a time. The 

work was laborious, but exhilarating. 

“How’s it shakin’?” 

Clay glanced up to find his twin brother, Clifton staring down at him. 

“Great…but the damn thing won’t give an inch.” 

Cliff laughed. “Calm down, don't get so anxious. Take your time." 

"You want to do it, little brother?" Clay held out the chisel.  

"Nah. It's your big find, you should be the one to remove the box.  

“Shit. I’m dying to see what’s inside.” Clay swiped a hand across his forehead. 

“Use your handkerchief, bro, you left a streak of dirt on your ugly face.” Cliff’s chuckle 

filled the hot, still air. 

“Since we look a lot alike, I wouldn’t be so quick with the quips about my face,” Clay 

warned with a smirk. 

Lacey DeWitt rose from a squat and walked up carved stone steps to stand beside the 

brothers. “What’s so funny?” 

“Nothing,” the twins replied in unison. 

Clay loosened the bright handkerchief from around his neck and swiped at his face. 

“Better?” he asked Cliff. 

“Much.” Turning to Lacey, Cliff growled, “Don’t you have something to do?” 

Lacey shrugged her slender shoulders and walked back down the steps to where she'd been 

working. She knelt, picked up a short bristled brush and went back to the job of uncovering stone 

steps one inch at a time. 

“What’s with you? You're such a bastard to her, bro. She’s a nice girl. Not to mention cute 

and built.” Clay frowned up at his brother. “For some freakin’ reason, she seems to be crazy 



about you. God only knows what she sees in you since most of the time you’re a real shit-head to 

her.” 

Cliff squatted next to Clay, a frown marring his handsome, if craggy, face. “There’s nothing 

wrong with her and you damn well know it.” His voice was so low, Clay could barely hear him. 

“It’s just…” 

“I know. You don’t want to get involved,” Clay finished for him. 

“Right.” 

“You can’t go on hiding your little problem forever, you know. Someday you’re going to 

want to get married, have babies—the works.” 

“What woman is going to want me when they see what they’ll be getting?” 

Clay put a large, firm hand on Cliff’s knee. “I’m sorry. I wish I had the solution for you. 

You know I’d fix things for you if I could. You also know it wasn't something you did. It was a 

freak of nature and nothing more.” 

“I know…but, why did it have to be something so important?” 

Clay shrugged his shoulders. They’d discussed Cliff’s problem so many times over the years 

it was simply a part of their lives they could not change, but given the fact Cliff was the baby of 

the pair by three minutes; Clay wished with all his heart he could help his brother.  

“We’ve gone over this so fuckin’ many times bro. You know there aren’t many answers. If 

you remember, I went to the effort to find a plastic surgeon, Dr. Milhome. He said he could help 

you so why don’t we quit talking about this and do something? Shit we aren’t going to be in this 

jungle forever. The minute we get back to civilization, call the damned doctor.” 

“Easy for you to say, it isn’t your body we’re messin’ around with.” Cliff lifted his cloth hat, 

brushed his hair back, yanked the hat back into place and headed down the steps without another 

word.  

Clay smiled. Cliff was working as far away from Lacey as he could without being obvious. 

Damn. Cliff was crazy about Lacey, but afraid to approach her. Clay wished there was a way to 

convince his twin he was a normal male in every way. . 

  

* * * * 

  



Work continued in fits and starts the rest of the morning until the heat became so oppressive, 

the group straggled back to what little shade their camp offered. They’d been in the jungle long 

enough to know it was useless to try to work in the heat of the mid-day sun. 

At the campsite, Lacey made herself useful by pouring generous glasses of lukewarm water.  

“Man, I can’t wait to get back to civilization. I’m dying for ice and real glasses instead of 

plastic ones,” Clay grumbled. 

“Yeah, man. I’m getting pretty sick and tired of drinking hot water, not to mention warm  

beer,” Cliff complained taking a sip of water. “Damn good thing warm brandy tastes good.”  

A shot of brandy had become a treat before heading to bed right from the first week of the 

dig. It gave them all something to look forward to after a hard day of work. 

  

  

  

ADULT EXCERPT 

  

  

A knock on the wooden entrance to his tent brought Clay out of his trance. He wasn't 

surprised when Riva pushed aside the canvas door to the tent and entered.  

Clay sat in a portable chair staring at the golden cock. “I don’t know about you, Riv darlin', 

but I find it hard to believe any man could be so large.”  

Riva put her hands on Clay’s shoulders and squeezed. "I don't find it hard to believe. You 

have a gigantic cock. As big as the one in front of you." She bent and kissed his cheek. "You're 

positively delicious and hung like a horse."  

She kneaded his shoulders. "I love the feel of your muscles. God you're gorgeous, Clay. Do 

you think it was sculpted after a real cock, or was it someone’s fantasy?” 

Clay laughed and put his broad hand over Riva’s. “I think the whole fuckin’ thing is a 

fuckin’ fantasy. This is one of the greatest finds in ages. Archaeologists will be talking about us 

for years to come." He squeezed her hand. "Thank heaven we signed an agreement with the 

government before we started digging or we'd be giving all our finds over to them." 

Riva signed and smiled. "We’re going to be the talk of the university when we return." 

Clay chuckled. "I sure as hell can’t imagine stuffy ol’ Dr. Whitechurch appreciating such a 

find, but the others will certainly be impressed.”  

Clay pushed his chair away from his makeshift desk and pulled Riva onto his lap.  



“Clay? You’re hard as a rock. What's going on? You are so careful during the day about 

hiding our affair.” 

“Mmmm?” He nuzzled her neck and nipped at her ear lobe. 

"God, baby, you're making me wet." She groaned when he found a particularly erotic spot 

and nibbled. "I'm empty and need your cock so much. Fill me up, Clay. Fill me to overflowing. 

You're driving me crazy." She wiggled around and turned in his lap so he was rubbing against 

her cunt. 

Clay could feel her wetness against his own shorts, but he wanted Riva to admit she was 

hungry for him. He nipped at the tender spot under her ear and he could feel the shivers run 

through her body. "Tell me, sweet thing...are you ready, or did you just spill a drink in my lap?"  

He cupped her breast in his right hand and she groaned. "Yes. I want you. You know I do." 

"How much?" He gently circled her nipple through the fabric of her top. 

"All the time." 

His hand left her breast and was stroking the inside of her slender thigh. "Really? Why is 

that, do you think?" 

Riva’s legs were trembling. "You're the biggest, hottest man I ever had and I love the way 

you feel inside me."  

Clay’s left hand held her against his body and his right hand left her thigh to move up under 

her tank top. He ran his fingers over her ribs and she wiggled. "So, you're ticklish?" 

"Not usually, but there's something about your hands on my body. I can't get enough."  

He cupped her naked breast and ran his thumb over the tight nipple. Her breast swelled, and 

her nipple grew longer. He rolled the nipple between forefinger and thumb and Riva buried her 

face in his shoulder and groaned. 

“Oh, baby,” Clay murmured. “You make me so fuckin’ hot and hard.” 

“I’ve noticed—feels like I'm sitting on a damn rock." 

“Let’s get your top off.” His hands were already at the hem of her knit shirt. 

The bit of stretchy cotton flew into a corner of the tent and her breasts were still bobbing 

when he leaned over closing his mouth over a turgid nipple. Riva groaned and arched her back 

offering her breasts up for the taking. The sitting position he was in didn’t make it easy to latch 

on as hard as he wanted to. 



"Come on baby, suck harder,” she put her lips close to his ear. The canvas tent offered little 

or no privacy and if they weren't careful, the whole crew would soon know what they were 

doing. 

Clay put his arms around her back and supported her when she arched, pushing her breasts 

higher. Now her tits were perfectly positioned for him to make love to. He growled and groaned 

while sucking, nibbling and chewing on her breasts. 

Clay was a wild man in the bedroom and liked his sex loud, physical and bed-rocking 

Clay wasn't sure he could keep Riva quiet, but once they got started, it wouldn't matter. The 

rest of the camp could just go fuck themselves. 

Clay didn’t want to let go, but the Coleman lamp was putting their shadow on the tents 

canvas. He licked her nipples until they were wet and glistening. He held her hand, stood and 

moved to the lantern. A flick of his finger left them in the dark. . He lit three tiny tea-lights and a 

faint glow filled the room casting golden rays off the massive gold cock.  

Riva held out her arms and whispered, "Hurry, Clay. I'm so hot, I'm about ready to burst into 

flames. I need you to put out the fire." 

Clay stood in front of the gold cock humming. His body wove back and forth.  

"Clay? What's the matter?" 

He turned. "Nothing, honey. There's just something about the statue I can't explain." 

Riva threw herself down on Clay's cot and it creaked ominously. She put her hands behind 

her head and arched her back. "I know. I can't describe how aching and excited I am. My pussy 

is so wet, I'm getting your cot wet. I need you high and hard inside me. I'm always hot for you 

and ready when you are, Clay, but tonight, I feel combustible." 

Clay brushed his hand down the front of his khaki slacks and his cock popped up, tenting the 

soft cloth. "I agree with you, baby doll. I always want you, but tonight I want to eat you alive." 

"It has to be the statue," Riva whispered. 

"I don't know, but you could be right." 

"Damn straight. Come here and I'll show you." She lifted her hips and stripped off her ratty 

jean shorts and thong. She tossed them into the corner along with her tank top. Clay smiled. He 

knew how she felt about the creatures wandering around in the region. He'd have to shake her 

clothes out later so she wouldn't get bitten by some hideous bug or another. 

Riva lie back on the cot and spread her legs wide. “Hurry, darling,” she whispered. 



Clay admired her from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. "You are the most beautiful 

woman I know." 

Riva whimpered. 

He stood at the end of the cot and watched beads of moisture form on her dark pink labia 

and trickle onto his blanket. Her scent filled his nostrils. His cock hardened even more, and he 

licked his lips. She was going to taste delicious. 

It only took Clay a moment to shed his few clothes. He grabbed Riva's ankles and pulled her 

toward him until her ass rested on the end of the cot. He spread her legs wide and knelt between 

them. Riva began to make a soft purring noise as he put his left hand on her heart-trimmed 

mound. It only took him a moment to find her pearl with his thumb.  

He opened her labia with his other hand and leaned in to suckle her clit. 

Riva's butt lifted off the bed and she growled. 

"Quiet, baby or we'll have to stop." They didn't need a tent full of noisy guests. 

"Nooo, don't stop." 

"You have to promise to be quiet." He moved his thumb in a circle over her clit and waited 

for her to make a sound. She remained silent. He looked up and found she was chewing on her 

lower lip.  

"Good girl. Want more?" 

She nodded. "Yes...more...more." 

He carefully parted her swollen labia and licked her from clit to anus and back again.  

Her ass rose off the bed making it clear she wanted more.  

"You are anxious, aren't you?" 

 


