BRIGADIER CORN had just finished another successful recruitment test, this time on a fresh-faced, although somewhat near-sighted, strapping young buck by the name of Hammytoy. ‘Pantsless Hammy,’ as the cadets were want to call him, was splayed out facing forward upon the sturdy mahogany desk in the old man’s study. Likewise pantsless, Brigadier Corn stood pressed tightly behind him, having just propelled a royal load inside the recruit’s soft and supple rump. He was now indulging in what he privately regarded as his “glide path”: a slower, less strapping motion in which he gently worked his spent, but still firm, cock inside the young buck’s sodden, hypersensitive rear port. He liked to think of it as professional courtesy. Besides, he was quite taken with Hammy. So taken in fact, that he wondered if he was doing the right thing. With both hands he caressed and squeezed Hammy’s round and irresistibly plump buttocks. So soft, so easily reddened—maybe this wasn’t the right buck for the job.


“You have performed most admirably, young Hammy. I was quite keen on getting you in here and showing you a ripping hard fuck. You have exceeded my every expectation.”


Hammytoy pressed his rump against the old man and worked his buttocks against his loins with a fond, grinding motion. O happy day! This was a young archeologist’s dream come true. He knew this would put him on the short list for the next Corn Expedition. “Thank you, sir. You are most kind. I am at your serv…,” He stopped and half-turned, attempting eye contact, cognizant that the old man’s cock was still planted deep in his fanny. 

“…You may do with me as you will.”


Oh, my poor young buck. Why did you have to say THAT?

“Ahem. Hammy, as it turns out, I have a job for you. Now you can say ‘no’ and there will be no ill feelings. This isn’t a job for just any clever buck that’s lolling about in the courtyard.” He leaned in closer, almost conspiratorially, and pressed his penis inside the recruit as far as he could manage. “It’s the actual reason I wanted to see you today.” 


He could feel Hammy’s tailhole clench upon his member with vigor, and the excited tremor in his buttocks. Hmm—enthusiasm, and a tight grip. Perhaps this bookish buck with the chorus girl’s fanny was the right choice after all. The brigadier smiled. “I see I have your attention.”


“Oh, Sir. An assignment! I don’t know what to say….”


“Well, son, don’t say anything until you look at what’s under the map.”


Map? Which map? This place was made of maps! On the walls, the furniture—blimey, the study even had a map on the ceiling! (Appropriately, it was of the North Pole.)


“On the desk, son.” Brig. Corn thrusted Hammy toward the map that was half-unfolded on his right. A map of South America.


“This one?” The old soldier thrusted in the affirmative. Gently, Hammy drew the map aside [hmm, a red circle drawn upon the Amazon basin], revealing… a stone. It seemed to be molded from red clay and it had a picture embossed on it—a bas-relief. http://www.furaffinity.net/full/28132002/



“This is from the Amazon? It’s the wrong material.”


Clever lad! Corn watched as Hammy studied the stone, gripping his buttocks and gliding his now semi-rigid cock in and about and all around. He had climaxed so vigorously that there was a streamer of seed sown along Hammy’s right buttock, and the continued slithering of his penis was causing rude, wet, slurping noises. Hammy’s rear port was now yielding the officer’s seed—it was starting to soak the carpet…. Bah!! That’s what chambermaids are for! For the nonce, Corn was in heaven. Through Hammy’s physical being he could feel the questions forming in his mind. The curiosity. The nimbleness of thought. The skepticism. He wanted to be there when Hammy made the discovery. To take him. To utterly ravage and consume him—primitive and savage. He could almost imagine himself getting aroused again for a second go-round. Oh—to be young again.


Hammy turned the stone over in his hand. “Is this real? The picture, I mean. The stone is obviously an artifice.”


“A facsimile, actually. You might call it ‘a snapshot of a picture of a sculpture.’ But the original is quite real. An ancient artifact that was lost, then found, and then lost again.”


“It’s amazing. [You’re amazing, my fine lad!] It depicts a tribe of panthers engaged in some kind of fertility rite.” 


“Go on.”


“Well, that’s about all. The picture is incomplete. The stone has been broken off from something larger and there are no letterforms.”


Hmm. Modesty? With a dick still inside him?


“What else do you see? Only panthers? What is that in between the panthers? Those two panthers engaged in fertilization….”


“Uh, well, a deer, sir.”


“Ah, yes! A deer—being ravaged at both ends! My Amazonian expedition found this artifact, and reported back that they had encountered the ruins of a temple that belonged to a race that was unknown to our world. It was the most exciting discovery of my career, but then, abruptly, all contact with the site team ended.”


“What happened?”


“I don’t know.”


“Someone must know.”


Slowly, almost sadly, the old soldier withdrew from inside the recruit and caressed his fluffy tail. “The local authorities made their way to the campsite. They found nothing. The team had vanished; all that was left were some belts, some pants and this map, under which was a plaster cast, from which this clay facsimile was molded.”


“Incredible.” Hammy rose from his prone position on the desk. He stood tall, fixated on the stone, which he turned over and over in his hand. His John Thomas was hard, moist at the tip and stood proudly at attention. “Sir, I would like to find out what happened.”


The Brigadier looked down at the long, sturdy cock, and then deeply into the young buck’s eyes. He clasped both of his hands on Hammy’s shoulders and gripped him happily.


“I knew you would, son!”
