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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.


Part Two

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.


Part Three

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 light-skinned translator said, her accent thick but understandable. “You will be our guests.”

Helen smiled, a look of gratitude softening her features. But Mike could only nod, his mind still spinning from the crash, from the terror of the jungle, from the uncertainty of it all.

“You are now guests of the Oomba tribe,” the translator assured them. “You will be treated with respect, but you must follow Oomba customs. Tonight, Oomba celebrate the harvest. You join Oomba."

Mike’s eyes widened and he pushed his hands forward. "Do you always bind the hands of your guests? Is that your version of respect?"

Uncertain, the translator looked at the well-endowed elder, who signaled for one of the warriors to cut off the vine ropes around Mike and his wife. The white couple began massaging their wrists once they were free again, with Helen nodding demurely as a sign of thanks.

"I don't suppose there's a phone around this place?" Mike asked

The translator ignored him, turning to Helen instead. "It is important. Both. Adopt customs. Important. Okay?”

"Okay, yes, of course," said Helen, the silky strands of her blonde hair shifting as she tilted her head for a big bright compassionate smile.

"That–Chief!" said the young translator, pointing to the same big-cocked elder with all those strings tied around his enormous, limp, African python. “Chief. Many, many years!”

Helen looked—closer.

The Chief's body was a masterpiece of war, forged through years of relentless jungle warfare.

His shoulders were as massive as a bull’s, his chest a solid fortress of muscle that heaved with the rhythm of a warrior’s breath. His arms, thick and unyielding like ancient tree trunks, bore the marks of a thousand clashes—some fine and jagged, others deep and twisted, each a symbol of his victories. His dark skin, stretched taut over his powerful frame, gleamed, adorned with the scars of past struggles and sacred tribal etchings. His face was fearsome, not handsome, but his jaw sharp as if sculpted from granite, his eyes smoldering like embers, reflecting both the wisdom of a leader and the fury of an indomitable spirit. His shaven head, streaked with ceremonial paint, made him seem more than mortal—an embodiment of raw strength, a living legend whose very presence commanded awe and submission.

Cheeks beautifully flushed, Helen was staring–innocent blue eyes captured by the Chief’s cascade of multi-colored strings, which only accentuated every inch of the tribesman’s already unbelievable girth. She was staring without realizing it, a forbidden feverishness in her belly that she couldn’t quite explain.


Part Four

As night fell, the villagers continued to celebrate their festival and the arrival of the pale blue-eyed visitors, who some claimed fell out of the heavens for eating too many blue berries. Over that evening, they welcomed Mike and Helen with food, drink, and music, laughter filling the air.

Helen, who'd been given a crown made of vibrant flowers, was already warming up to the Oomba people. She especially loved interacting with the wide-eyed children and some of the teenage girls. The language barrier was difficult, but Helen did her best to communicate. (If only I could get a photograph with all of those tribal black kids, she thought, guiltily, for my Instagram!) As for the men who openly eyed her up with their impudent, challenging stares, Helen decided not to overreact, as it was her job to fit into their society, not the other way around.

She swayed to the rhythm of the tribal drums–thinking that all things considered, it could be a lot worse–her pale body moving with a fluid grace that seemed to come alive despite the terror they’d endured. Glancing around, her blue eyes sparkled as she embraced the warmth of the village, as if the world had opened up to her in a way it never had before.

Mike, on the other hand, remained stiff and aloof, his mind still trapped in the chaos of the crash. His nerves were frayed, and his eyes darted around the village, searching for any sign of danger, any escape.

Sitting around the fire, at some point, Helen leaned into her worried-looking hubby, pressing a soft kiss to his temple. “Relax, Mike,” she whispered, her voice a balm to his frayed nerves. “We’re safe.”

He exhaled shakily, but the unease still lingered in his chest. “I hope you’re right.”

Her smile was warm and reassuring, but as she glanced around, her eyes lingered on the warriors—their confidence, their quiet strength. Something stirred within her, a fascination that Mike couldn’t understand.

Later that night the couple was summoned.

In the deep blackness of the jungle night, the Chief could almost disappear completely.

The weathered tribesman was perched slightly above the ongoing festivities, quietly observing the proceedings, overseeing his people like a good ruler. Noticeably, the grizzled patriarch was surrounded by what looked like a harem of at least 10 women, all in that 20-30 years old range, several of them proudly displaying some enormous world class baby bumps. The sort of baby bumps that makes it look like they're carrying twins. Once the nervous-looking white couple were in front of the Chief, he raised a giant paw of a hand, and the drumming stopped.

The Chief handed her a wooden cup filled with a white, viscous liquid. “Drink,” he said, again through his translator. “It will help you sleep.”

Helen hesitated, her eyes meeting the young female translator. “What is it?”

The Chief's dark expression softened slightly. The translator said: “It is a gift. From the Chief. You must drink. It will make you feel… calm.”

Mike shook his head. “Don’t drink it, Helen. It could be poison.”

The translator shook her head, "Refuse, cannot."

But Helen was already bringing the cup to her lips. Always the intrepid one in her social circle, she took a small sip, the liquid warm and slightly sweet. “It’s fine,” she said, though her voice wavered. She handed the cup to Mike, but the translator intervened.

"No! Not for him!"

The warm liquid was given back to Helen, who finished the bowl out of social politeness.

"Can you imagine if we could live stream this?" Helen said while they were watching the tribe's witchdoctor dance around a very tall fire, the flames licking the night African air.

Mike was looking at the dark jungle surrounding the tribespeople. "I don't know what I should be afraid of more. These crazy people. Or something out there in the dark."

"You worry too much," Helen said, her eyes somewhat glassy. "We're their guests! I'm sure they'll help us get back to civilization."

As the celebration continued around them, the couple was led to a small hut on the edge of the village. The hut was a gift from the Chief. Inside, the space was dark and cramped, with a pile of animal skins serving as a bed. Mike sat down heavily, his head in his hands. “This is insane,” he muttered, fatigue morphing into despair. “We’re never going to get out of here.”

Helen sat beside him, her hand resting on his shoulder. “We’ll figure something out,” she said, though her heart wasn’t in it. She felt… strange. Her skin was warm, and there was a tingling sensation between her legs. She shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore it.

“Mike,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I… I want you.”

Mike looked at her in disbelief. He looked at her silhouette in the hut's darkness, everything illuminated only outside lights. “What? Are you kidding me? After today? People died, Helen!”

Helen’s face flushed. “I know. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I just… I feel so… hot. After all, this is supposed to be our honeymoon.”

Mike shook his head, his expression a mix of confusion and concern. “It’s that drink they gave you. Assholes, I knew it! It’s messing with your head, babe. Just try to sleep, okay?”

Helen nodded, though the warmness in her body only seemed to intensify. She curled up on the animal skins, her mind spinning out of control. What is happening to me?

She drifted off to sleep, her dreams filled with images of the warriors, the low-hanging Chief, their muscular sable bodies dancing and glistening in the firelight.

When she woke, the first thing she noticed was how late it seemed in the day.

"Oh my God, Mike! Mikey! Wake up! Wake up, honey!"

The second thing she noticed was the absence of her clothes.

Panicking, Helen sat up in the African hut with a start, her heart pounding.

They'd taken her clothes and dressed her like a goddamn native! The crude leaf skirt around her waist shifted with the movement, and she gasped as her modesty was exposed. She reached for the leaves covering her breasts, only to find them barely clinging to her skin. “Mike!” she cried, her voice filled with terror.

Mike woke with a start, his sleep-encrusted eyes widening as he took in his own state of undress. He was wearing nothing but a pair of sandals and a small white string tied around his cock. His face turned crimson as he realized what it meant. “This… this can’t be happening,” he stammered. “Why would they do this? Goddamn savages!”

Helen’s eyes filled with tears as she tried to adjust the leaves around her waist. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “But I feel so… exposed.”

Mike stood, his hands trembling as he tried to cover himself. “We need to get out of here,” he said, his voice filled with desperation. “Before something… before they…” His voice trailed off, his fears left unspoken.

Helen nodded, though her body betrayed her. The passion between her legs had only grown stronger, and she couldn’t help but glance at Mike’s string-clad penis. It was tiny. Why does he look so… small? she thought, uncontrollably, her cheeks burning with shame. She quickly looked away, castigating her baser instincts, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and desire.

Mike kept glancing at the door, as if expecting the warriors to burst in at any moment. His pale skin looked ghostly in the dim light, and the single white string around his micro soldier seemed to mock him with its simplicity. “This is insane,” he muttered, his voice barely audible over the drums. “We need to get out of here. Now.”

Helen looked up at him, her lips parting as if to speak, but no words came out. Instead, her gaze drifted downward, and she felt a pang of guilt as she noticed again how… different he looked compared to the warriors.

Mike was soft, delicate, almost feminine, where the tribesmen were hard and unyielding. His body was a stark contrast to the primal masculinity she had witnessed outside, and a part of her—a part she didn’t want to acknowledge—was drawn to that raw jungle power in a way that made her pale face burn with shame.

“Helen,” Mike said, his voice sharper this time. “Are you even listening to me?”

She blinked, snapping out of her thoughts. “I—yes, of course. I’m just… trying to figure out what to do.”

Mike stopped pacing and crouched in front of her, his hands gripping her shoulders. “We need to leave,” he said, his voice urgent. “Whatever they’re planning, it’s not good. I can feel it.”

Helen hesitated, her mind torn between logic and something else—something deeper and more primal. “What if… what if they don’t mean us any harm? What if this is just… their way?”

Mike stared at her, his eyes wide with disbelief. “Their way? This isn’t some cultural exchange—this is madness.”

Helen looked away, unable to meet his gaze. He was right, of course. But there was a part of her that couldn’t shake the feeling that this was something bigger, something ancient and powerful. The warriors’ bodies, their rituals, the way they moved—it was intoxicating in a way she couldn’t explain. And what had they put in that drink they gave her?

The sound of footsteps outside the hut made them both freeze. Mike’s grip on her shoulders tightened, and he whispered, “Stay close to me.”

The sound of the drums outside grew louder, and Helen knew that their time was running out. She turned to Mike, her eyes filled with determination. “We’ll figure this out,” she said, though her voice wavered. “Together.”

Mike nodded, though his confidence was waning. “Together,” he whispered, though his mind was already racing with the possibilities of what was to come for the newlyweds.


Part Five

The animal-skin flap to their hut pushed open, and a group of heavily muscled long-cocked black warriors stepped inside. Their bodies were slick with sweat, their long cocks swaying with each step, their dark eyes large and full of probing intelligence. Helen’s breath caught in her throat, her heart pounding as she took in the sight of them. The way the light danced across their deep ebony skin, the way their long muscles rippled with every movement—it was overwhelming.

One of the warriors stepped forward, his voice deep and commanding as he spoke in a language Helen couldn’t understand. But his meaning was clear. He gestured for Mike to follow him, and after a moment of hesitation, Mike stood, his face pale but resolute.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, his voice trembling, as he turned to leave, his small round pink buttocks a stark contrast from the big muscular backsides of the Oomba warriors. “Stay here, babe. Stay safe.”

Helen watched as her poor husband was led out of the hut, her heart racing with fear and something else—a curiosity she couldn’t suppress.

As soon as the flap closed behind them, she crept to the entrance, her body trembling with anticipation. She peeked outside, her eyes scanning the village grounds until she found the source of the drums.

A large fire burned in the center of the camp, surrounded by some of the tribe’s warriors and women. The women were bare-breasted, their ideally proportioned bodies glistening with oil or grease or sweat as they danced around the flames. Their movements were sensual and rhythmic, their hips swaying in time with the drums. The warriors –exhibiting their long multi-colored organs–watched them with hungry eyes, their big bouncy black dongs twitching with arousal as they cheered and chanted.

Helen knew she shouldn't be watching. Her breath quickened as she observed from her hiding place, her body growing warm with a strange, unfamiliar heat. She was pretty sure that nobody could tell she was watching from inside her hut. And it was so riveting. The black women’s bodies were full and voluptuous, their dark curves accentuated by the firelight. And the warriors—their muscles were like sculpture, their cocks thick and heavy with the weight of their victories. Helen was especially drawn to the richness of their ebony skin, how the skin wasn't just black, but deep black, and glossy, like it was always wet.

Why were they so much more beautiful than her and Mike? Helen wondered. It wasn't fair.

She couldn’t look away though.

The raw sexuality of the scene was unlike anything she had ever seen, and it awakened something in her—a primal desire that she had never allowed herself to feel. Safely hidden in her hut, peeking through one of the holes in the fabric, a hand drifted between her legs, her fingers brushing against the dampness that had gathered there. She felt her folds, the mind-numbing sensitivity. The wetness. So much wetness. She gasped softly, applied some pressure, her body trembling with urgent female need.

What is wrong with me? the white woman asked. I never do stuff like this!

But then a voice broke through the haze of her arousal, snapping her back to reality. “You should not be watching, woman.”

Helen flinched badly, her heart pounding as she saw one of the warriors standing just outside the hut, bending at the waist, his angle perfect for looking in and seeing the outline of Helen's body, but thankfully not all the details. Promptly she removed her finger from the outer edges of her slick little hole now. Getting caught masturbating to the Oomba warriors was now her most embarrassing experience ever. Ever.

She looked up. His face was stern, but his eyes were filled with a curiosity that made her skin tingle. “I—I’m sorry,” she stammered, her face burning with shame. “I didn’t mean to—”

The warrior stepped closer, his tall frame towering over her hut. “You are curious,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “Curiosity is not a bad thing. But it can be… dangerous.”

Helen swallowed hard, her body trembling as she tried to find the words to respond. But before she could speak, the warrior reached into the flap of the hut, his fingers brushing against her cheek. His touch was surprisingly gentle, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“You are beautiful,” the sleek black warrior said, his wide set eyes never leaving hers. “But beauty can be a curse in this place.”

"You speak English?"

Then a big black hand wrapped around her dainty wrist, pulling her to her feet, causing Helen to come stumbling out of the hut so that she was now looking up at the shiny black warrior.

"British schools, in big city," he explained. "Long, ago. Years and years. I move back to family. I prefer. Oomba lifestyle! Oomba freedom! Oomba pleasure!"

Helen looked down, anxiously adjusting her leaf skirt to cover her wet lips, then making sure that the leaves were still affixed to her nipples.

"My name–Mustafa."

"Pleasure..." Helen barely managed to say, wishing that her husband was here to save her... If that was even possible. "... to meet you, Mustafa."

The warrior took a long moment to appraise the white woman's hourglass figure, now on full display that her old clothes had been replaced with a more traditional Oomba look.

The humid jungle air clung to Helen’s skin like a second layer of shame. Her hands trembled as she tried to adjust the large green leaves tied around her waist, the crude vine root digging into her flesh. Every movement felt like a betrayal, the leaves shifting and revealing more of her than she ever wanted anyone to see. Her cheeks burned with humiliation. The sticky paste holding two small leaves over her nipples was already starting to fail, and she could feel the cool air brushing against her bare skin. She clenched her fists, nails biting into her palms, and fought back the tears threatening to spill.

Mustafa’s eyes twinkled with jungle sin. "You already met my father, the Chief.”

Helen glanced down at the ground, her stomach doing summersaults. "Well, it's nice to meet you, Mustafa. My name is Helen, Helen Wright."

He didn't waste any time. "Where are your children, Helen Wright? You born to be a great mother of children, a great honor!"

She laughed, then covered her smile so as not to offend the black warrior. "Ha, kids? No, no kids in the picture. First of all, I just got married. Secondly, Mustafa, I'm only 26! Thirdly, I'm still in graduate–"

The black warrior could not hide his raw disgust. "Unacceptable."

Helen’s breath caught in her throat, her heart racing as she felt the weight of his words. She wanted to pull away, to call out for help. But something inside her—something dark and primal—kept her rooted in place. "I'm married, you know," she said, softly, eyes down, not wanting to rock the boat. "I have a husband already. Mike?"

"Funny," Mustafa said. "You never Oomba marriage ceremony."

"What does that even mean?" she asked skeptically, taking a few steps back.

Mustafa grinned and stepped forward, but not laying a single finger on her. Not yet. "It means a true warrior has yet to claim you."


Part Six

Meanwhile, Mike was being led to the center of the village, his pale skin glistening under the harsh African sun.

The thin white string tied around his penis was a mockery of masculinity, and he avoided gaze of the tribespeople, his small hands awkwardly covering himself. Near one of the huts, Mike was told to wait. He watched the warriors moved with purpose, their dark skin painted with intricate patterns, their spears glinting in the sunlight. The white man stood out like a sore thumb, his pale skin and crude clothing making him nothing but a spectacle.

"I have to get out of here, this damn place," Mike muttered under his breath.

"That is... unlikely," said the beautiful translator, her English still heavily accented but intelligible.

She stepped out of the shadows and into a column of late afternoon daylight. She was striking, with straight black hair, the features of her face almost angelic. Her skin was a rich mocha color, and her body was adorned with the same crude attire as the other women—a skirt of green leaves and two small leaves pasted over her nipples. Her hourglass figure was on full display, and Mike couldn’t help but notice when she turned for a second, the way her round buttocks bounced as she stood still. She approached him with a confident stride, her small perky breasts jiggling enticingly a few feet away from his mouth, her eyes locked on Mike.

"Please, help me," Mike said, thinking that her breasts were smaller than Helen's, but the shape was heavenly. "Me and my wife don't belong here."

The translator's big liquid eyes full of pity and compassion. “You stay.”

“We have to leave!”

"No, no contact with outside world. Wait rainy season end. Then leave."

"How long is that?"

She shrugged. "Maybe year."

"Fuck that! I have a job, a mortgage, a bunch of auto renewable subscriptions, a life. I can't just disappear for a whole fucking year in the middle of Africa."

"Jungle no care."

“Jungle no care?” he asked, fuming. “Listen, just tell them, that me and my wife are leaving. Tell them not to stop us this time, okay? We’ll take our damn chances."

She laughed. "Escape jungle? No, no way. Jungle kill you. Kill white man. Kill white man's wife. Easy. Two hours." She held up two mocha-colored fingers in the air.

Mike was on the verge of tantrum. "We don't fucking belong here!"

“Calm down,” she said, glancing around. “You are drawing too much attention. If warriors come, they challenge you to combat. And you—” she glanced down at the thin string around Mike’s penis, her lips curling into a smirk. “You no survive.”

Mike’s face blazed with shame, and he tried to cover himself with his hands. “I don’t care,” he snapped, his voice trembling with anger. “Just get us out of here!”

The woman raised an eyebrow, her expression calm and unruffled. “Follow me,” she said, turning and walking toward a nearby hut. Mike hesitated, but the warriors behind him prodded him forward with their spears. Reluctantly, he followed.

Inside the hut, the woman turned to face Mike. “I am Amara,” she said. “You must listen to me if you want survive. Live.”

Mike crossed his arms over his chest, trying to ignore the giggles of the warriors outside the hut. He couldn't understand their language, but he could tell they were talking and laughing about him now. “Fine,” he said, his voice tight. “What do you want?”

Amara gestured toward the thin string around Mike’s penis. “You must understand the significance of this,” she said. “In our tribe, the strings a man wears are a symbol of his strength and dominance. The more strings a warrior has, the more powerful he is. Our Chief—” she gestured toward the Warrior Leader, who was standing outside the hut, his imposing figure framed by the doorway. “He has over a hundred strings. He has killed over a hundred warriors from other tribes.”

Mike couldn’t help but be impressed, though he hated himself for it. He glanced down at the thin white string around his penis, feeling a surge of shame. “And this?” he asked, his voice barely audible.

Amara smirked. “That is what we give to baby boys,” she said. “You are a man, but you wear the string of a child. That is why the warriors mock you.”

Mike’s face stung with fresh humiliation, and he looked away, unable to meet her gaze. “Great,” he muttered. “So what do we do now?”

Amara’s expression softened, and she stepped closer, her hand resting on his arm. “You must take the vow,” she said. “Either the vow of the Warrior or the vow of the kawaii. It will determine your place in the tribe.”

Mike’s eyes widened. “Warrior?” he asked, his voice trembling. “I can’t fight. I’m not strong enough.”

Amara nodded. “That is why I suggest the vow of the kawaii,” she said. “It is safer. The kawaii are not expected to fight or hunt. They are helpers to the warriors –and the women.”

Mike hesitated, his mind a storm of thoughts and feelings, none of them good. "Kawaii?"

Amara watched them with a calm expression, her arms crossed over her chest. “You must make a decision,” she said. “The Chief is waiting.”

Mike’s stomach churned with fear and humiliation, but he knew they had no choice. “Fine,” he said, his voice trembling. “I’ll take the goddamn vow thing, the kawaii thing. Whatever. It doesn’t fucking matter.”

Amara nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Good,” she said. “You will be welcomed into the tribe. But remember—once you take the vow, there is no turning back.”

Mike hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. “What happens if we refuse?” he asked, his voice barely audible.

Amara’s expression darkened, and she stepped closer, her voice low and dangerous. “Then you will be left in the jungle,” she said. “And the jungle is not kind to outsiders.”

Mike swallowed hard. "I'll take the damn vow, okay? Not like I have much of a choice."

Amara nodded, her expression softening. “Good,” she said. “Follow me.”

As they stepped out of the hut, the Chief was waiting, his imposing figure framed by the flickering light of the campfire, his massive cock jouncing with every little movement of his heavily scarred body. The Chief's eyes locked on Mike, and a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “Decision?” he asked through his translator, his deep voice filled with authority.

Mike hesitated, his poor little heart pounding in his chest. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I’ll take the vow of, um, the kawaii. Tell him that.”

The Chief nodded, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. “Good,” he said, still speaking through Amara. “You will begin your training tomorrow. For now, you may rest. Or participate in tonight's ritual. Up to foreigner.”

“What about Helen?” he asked, his voice trembling. “What will happen to her?”

“She will learn her place,” Amara said. “As will you.” She then proffered the naked white man a large wooden bowl with a thick milky liquid sloshing around. "Drink. All. For kawaii, for you. Begins process. Drink, drink, drink!"

Mike hesitated. But feeling the dark and calculating stares of many black faces around him, he gave in to the peer pressure and brought the wooden bowl up to his lips. It was sweet, with the hint of vanilla, and much better tasting than he'd expected. Right away he could feel something too: not drunk, exactly, but definitely buzzed. Better. Happier. Almost free. In fact, Mike was feeling so much better that he didn't even pay attention to Amara's knowing smile, or the cruel smirks around him, as the tribespeople led Mike away, his mind a whirlwind of questions and confusion. He had no idea what the future held, but Mike knew one thing for certain: his life would never be the same.


Part Seven

The drums pulsed through the jungle like a heartbeat, a relentless rhythm that seemed to vibrate in Helen’s chest. She sat cross-legged in the hut, thinking that she would give everything in the world for some avocado toast now.

But there were bigger problems than just hunger. The two small leaves covering her breasts felt inadequate, the sticky paste holding them in place already losing its grip. She crossed her arms over her chest, glancing at Mike, who sat slumped against the wall, his pale face flushed with naked humiliation. The single white string around his flaccid member seemed to ridicule him, a stark contrast to the vibrant multicolored strands adorning the warriors outside. He wanted to take it off, but was afraid of the consequences.

“We can’t do this,” Mike said, his voice trembling. “We can’t stay here, Helen. We have to leave. Tonight.”

Helen’s eyes widened. “Are you serious? The jungle will kill us, Mike. We can't survive out there. You heard them.”

“And what? You’re just going to stay here and… and live forever with these savages? Do you even hear yourself?” His voice rose, tinged with panic. “This is insane, Helen. We’re not animals. We can’t… we can’t just… strut around like naked beasts."

Helen bit her lip. She hated to admit it, but Mike was right. The thought of being walking around practically nude, everything on display for public consumption, like some kind of National Geographic photo essay, made her stomach turn. And yet, a small, forbidden part of her couldn’t help but be intrigued by the raw, primal energy of the tribe. The way the warriors moved, their bodies so unapologetically on display, their confidence and strength radiating like heat from the fire… it stirred something deep inside her that she couldn't talk about with her husband. It was something she wasn’t ready to confront.

But Mike was her husband. She’d made a vow to him, and she wasn’t about to abandon him now.

“Okay,” she said softly, reaching for his hand. “We’ll go. Tonight.”

Mike looked over at his beautiful wife and for the first time since they crashed, he seemed to have hope in the future.

They waited until the drums grew softer, the firelight dimming as the tribe settled into the night.

Darkness fell.

Night.

The jungle exploded with noises...

Moving as quietly as they could, Mike and Helen slipped out of the hut and into the dense jungle, the moonlight barely piercing through the canopy above. The air was thick with the scent of earth and vegetation, the sounds of the jungle alive around them—crickets chirping, leaves rustling, the distant cry of some unseen creature.

“This way,” Mike whispered, taking her hand and leading her through the underbrush. His grip was tight, his palm sweaty with fear. Helen followed, her heart pounding in her chest. The jungle seemed to close in around them, the darkness suffocating.

They hadn’t gone far when a low, guttural voice cut through the night. “Where think you go?”

Helen froze, her blood turning to ice. She turned slowly to see Mustafa stepping out of the shadows, his muscular body gleaming in the moonlight. His multicolored strings swayed with each step, his long, flaccid cock a reminder of his dominance. Behind him, several other glistening ebony warriors emerged, their expressions unreadable.

Mike stepped in front of Helen, his voice shaky but defiant. “We’re leaving, actually. Goodbye. We don’t belong here.”

Mustafa chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound. “You think jungle let you leave? You think you survive?” He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “You weak, little man. Jungle devour little man and little man’s wife.”

Helen’s blue eyes enlarged as the well-endowed warriors surrounded them, their sinewy bodies towering over Mike’s slight pale frame. She could feel the heat radiating from them, the raw masculinity that both terrified and excited her. She gripped Mike’s thin arm, her nails digging into his sunburnt white skin.

“Stay close,” Mike whispered, his voice tight with fear. He tried to shield her with his body, but the warriors stepped closer, their weapons raised. One of them pointed at Mike’s crotch, laughing as he gestured at the thin white string tied around Mike’s flaccid button, the white string still tied around it because he’d forgotten in his rush to escape the village. The laughter spread, and Mike felt his face become engulfed with shame. He had never felt so emasculated in his life. The fact that his wife was witnessing it all made it a thousand times worse.

Helen gasped in horror as one of the black warriors reached out, poking at the leaves around her waist. The movement caused the leaves to shift, exposing her intimate areas. She gasped, trying to adjust the leaves, but they only became more disarrayed. Tears welled up in her big baby blue eyes as the warriors continued to mock her exposed body. “Please,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Leave us alone. Please. We didn't do anything wrong. We just want to go home.”

Mustafa’s eyes narrowed, his gaze lingering on her body. “You guest, tribe. You stay. Tonight, you will prove your worth in the fertility ritual.”

Helen’s gasped audibly, her stomach twisting in knots. Mike stepped forward, his face pale but determined. “No, no, no. We’re not doing that."

Mike shook his fist at the men in the jungle: "You can’t force us to watch such a disgusting thing!”

Mustafa glanced at the other warriors and then suddenly all of the glistening black men burst out into the biggest brightest grins at once. "Watch? You wrong idea, little man. You not watch fertility ritual. You, do! Participate, you, like everyone else, Oomba way, Oomba always!"

"I'm not participating in shit!" screamed Mike, still balling up his tiny pale fists.

"Yeah, we don’t do that sort of stuff. I'll have you know! No offense, but we're Christians!" added Helen, clutching her husband's arm for support, forcing herself not to gawk at the juicy black sausages swinging everywhere she looked.

Mustafa’s expression darkened, his voice like steel. “No choice.”

Mike could feel the eyes of the other men on him, their glinting predatory gazes focused on the thin string that barely covered his own meager pink genitals. He tried to cover himself with his hands, but the warriors laughed and slapped his hands away. “Stop it!” Mike snapped, his voice trembling with anger and fear. But the warriors only laughed harder, mocking his helplessness.

"Mike?" Helen called out, terrified.

Before Mike could respond, the warriors grabbed him, their hands like iron.

Helen cried out in confusion as they were dragged back, presumably headed back to the village, the drums growing louder as scared-looking white couple approached.

She wiped her blue eyes and sniffled up some tears, marshalling her energy, her survival instinct. "It's going to be fine, Mike! Just don't fight them."

"I wasn't planning on it," said her husband, being dragged through the forest by men who could crush him in a second.


Part Eight

Back at the village, flames flickered wildly from towering pyres, casting monstrous shadows across the clearing where a mass of painted warriors swayed and chanted, their guttural voices rising in a fevered crescendo.

The hapless white couple stumbled forward through the swirling smoke, their breath jagged as they neared the towering wooden effigy at the center of the ritual. Eyes gleamed from the darkness beyond the firelight—countless watching, waiting. While many of the tribal leaders had gathered around the fire, their eyes watching intently as the warriors threw the visibly shaken couple into the center of the circle.

The Chief stood, his massive black body imposing, his long fat appendage and multicolored strings shimmering in the firelight. His beautiful translator stood next, small perky light-skinned breasts on display as she bowed her head and translated her leader's words. “You participate in the ritual,” Amara said. “It tradition. You prove love for each other. This is Oomba way. Oomba-Oomba!”

Helen’s heart pounded as she looked around, the tribe’s eyes boring into her. Wearing nothing but her leaf skirt and leaf nipple covers, she felt exposed, vulnerable, her body on display for all to see. Mike was beside her, his face a mask of shame and anger and frustration.

The fertility celebration was in full swing.

The drums grew louder, their hollow booms echoing through the dense, humid night. The white couple exchanged nervous glances before turning back to what looked like a tribal orgy. An Oomba orgy of black limbs and black glossy bodies smashing against one another in a way that was violent and aesthetically pleasing.

Helen's body was frozen in place, her lips still pursed in amazement, her mind a whirlwind of fear, fascination, and something else—something darker she couldn’t quite name.

Mike stood beside her, his face ghostly white, his small, limp penis barely noticeable alongside the sea of towering, adorned black cocks surrounding them. The Oomba ritual’s of fertility had begun, and it was unlike anything either of them had ever imagined.

The village was alive with movement, a symphony of raw, unbridled sexuality. An orgy of alpha men and big breasted women, all very dark. Warriors, their bodies glistening with sweat, their cocks bobbing with each step, mounted women shaped like fertility statues who arched their backs in ecstasy, their moans blending with the rhythmic chanting of the tribe.

The naked black women had the biggest asses and roundest tits Mike and Helen had ever seen. They looked like they were built in a lab for sex. They were stunning—ebony goddesses with full, round breasts and hips that seemed to defy gravity. Their bodies moved in perfect harmony with the warriors’, their hands gripping the dirt beneath them or clawing at their partners’ backs as they were taken with a ferocity that was both terrifying and mesmerizing.

“Observe,” Amara's voice cut through the chaos. She was a striking woman, her voice soft but commanding, her words laced with a melody that made the scene before them seem almost poetic. “Our fertility ritual is sacred. Each warrior must prove prowess, his ability to bestow the miraculous seed of the Oomba upon mate. Only then can he claim her for another six full moons.”

Helen’s eyes darted around the clearing, taking in the sight of warriors thrusting into women from every conceivable angle. One warrior stood tall, a woman’s legs wrapped around his waist as he pounded into her with a force that made her cry out in both pleasure and pain. Another knelt behind a large-hipped pretty-faced black woman, gripping her wide ebony hips as he slammed into her from behind, her round ass jiggling like chocolate pudding with each thrust. A third laid on his back, a woman straddling him, her breasts bouncing as she rocked herself on his cock, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

Everywhere Helen looked, there was motion, heat, and raw, unadulterated lust.

The jungle air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh mingling with the rhythmic pounding of the drums. And then there were the grunts—deep, desperate, guttural sounds that erupted from the throats of the warriors as they reached their climax, one after the other.

Interestingly, each 'endgame grunt' was a signal, a sign that another woman had received the sacred seed. Helen and Mike both saw this happen. As soon as the warrior climaxed inside his mate, another tribesperson would rush over, inspecting the creamy white union before nodding in approval, the woman now officially claimed by her warrior-lover.

Mike’s face read nothing but horror and disbelief.

This was a nightmare!

The whole thing felt like a terrible fever dream. He wanted to look away, to shield his eyes from the horrid primal scene before him, but he couldn’t. His gaze was drawn to the beefy African warriors, their long, fat cocks proudly adorned with strings, their bodies moving with a confidence and power he could never hope to possess. He felt small, insignificant, his own meager offering—a single, white string tied around his flaccid pink American member—seeming almost laughable in comparison.

Helen, on the other hand, was transfixed.

She was trembling, her nipples hard against the flimsy leaves that barely covered her breasts. Helen could feel the hotness between her legs, the dampness that betrayed her arousal. She tried to deny it, to push the thoughts from her mind, but they kept coming—images of herself beneath one of the glistening black warriors, their big hard black cocks filling her, their enormous hands gripping her as they claimed her pale curves in the same way they claimed their tribal mates.

“This is incredible,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the din of the ritual. “It’s… it’s beautiful in its own way.”

Mike stared at her, his eyes wide with disbelief. “Beautiful? Helen, they’re… they’re animals! This is… this is barbaric!”

Amara’s narrowed as she turned to Mike. “You speak of what you do not understand. This is our way, our tradition. It is how we ensure the survival of our people.”

Helen looked at Mike, her eyes pleading. “Mike, they’re not animals. They’re… they’re free. They’re alive in a way we’ve never been. Can’t you feel it? Can’t you see it?”

Mike shook his head, his voice trembling. “No, Helen. I can’t. I just want to get out of here. I just want to go home.”

The translator smiled, a knowing smile that sent a shiver down Mike’s spine. “You cannot leave,” she said softly. “Not yet. The ritual is not complete.”

Helen, who seemed to understand Amara’s warning, looked at the translator who assured her, "There is no other way. Only Oomba way."

"Only Oomba," whispered Helen as she knelt on the soft earth.

“What are you doing, Helen?” Mike asked.

His wife’s breath came in shallow gasps, her heart racing as she glanced up at Mike. His pale face was flushed, his eyes darting nervously between her and the crowd of tribesmen surrounding them. She could feel the weight of their stares, their whispers and jeers like soft barbs against her skin.

"Helen?" Mike muttered. “Dear?”

"We don’t have a choice. Don’t you get it? This is what’s expected of us.”

“Please stand up, dear.”

“No,” she shook her head at him.

“Do we have to?” he asked.

“You have to,” interjected Amara. “Now.”

“It’s fine, dear. Besides, it's not like we haven't done this hundreds of times before," said Helen, shooting her husband a smile that was supposed to be cheerful and encouraging.

He nodded, though his hands shook nervously as he moved behind her. He looked like someone about to throw up. Not someone lucky enough to fuck a blonde bombshell like Helen.

She knew her husband’s favorite position. Sympathy told her to make this as easy as possible for him.

Trying to block out all of the onlookers, Helen lowered herself onto all fours, her high cheekbones burning with a mix of shame and something else—something she couldn’t name. She felt the cool night air brush against her exposed skin, her flimsy leaf skirt offering no real coverage. Every movement sent the leaves shifting, exposing her most intimate parts to the watching crowd. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to focus on her husband. Only her husband. That was the key.

He knelt behind her, his small, limp male member barely visible against his pale thigh. The single white string around it seemed almost mocking, a stark contrast to the vibrant, multicolored adornments of the tribesmen. Helen could hear the murmured comments from the crowd, their laughter and taunts making Mike’s humiliation palpable.

“Mike,” she murmured again, her voice softer now, pleading. “Please… try.”

He reached for her, his hands trembling as he tried to position himself. His fingers brushed against her hips, and she instinctively arched her back, raising her ass higher. The motion drew a sharp intake of breath from the crowd, followed by a ripple of laughter. Helen’s face burned, but she forced herself to stay still, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel Mike’s hesitation, his fear radiating off him in waves.

“I… I can’t,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “Helen, I’m sorry. I can’t do this.”

She closed her eyes, a wave of frustration and despair washing over her. “You have to,” she said, her voice tighter now, more urgent. “Please, Mike. Don’t leave me like this.”

He tried again, his movements awkward and clumsy. Helen could feel his small, soft thumb-sized penis bumping against her, but there was no pressure, no attempt to enter her. The crowd’s laughter grew louder, their jeers more pointed. Mike gasped, and she could hear the high-pitched panic in his voice.

“I can’t,” he repeated, his voice breaking. “I’m sorry, Helen. I just… I can’t.”

She pressed her forehead against the ground, her hands clawing at the dirt beneath her. Didn't Mike realize the consequences of not performing? Didn't he understand the severity of the situation? Tears stung her eyes, but she refused to let them fall. Instead, she wiggled her wide white hips, trying desperately to entice him. Her moans were soft at first, almost involuntary, but they grew louder as she forced herself to play the part. She arched her back, her perfectly shaped ass jutting higher, the leaves of her skirt brushing against her skin.

“Mike,” she whispered, her voice a mix of desperation and arousal. “Please. You need to mount me. Aren't you sexually attracted to me?”

He didn't respond. Had she really just asked him to mount her? Helen never said stuff like that.

She was still waiting, vulnerable and exposed. She could feel his defeat, his shame. Pity flooded her heart. Her hubby's little man remained limp, his grape-sized balls retreating into his body as if seeking protection from the tribespeople's harsh judgment. The jeers from the crowd intensified, their voices a cacophony of laughter and taunts. Helen’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. She could feel the wetness between her legs, a traitorous response to the raw primal African energy surrounding her.

“Helen,” Mike whispered, his voice barely audible over the noise. “I’m sorry. I… I can’t do this.”

Her heart sank, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. She continued to uncharacteristically wiggle her hips, trying to entice her mate, her moans growing louder, more desperate. The crowd’s jeers faded into the background as she focused on the sensations coursing through her body. She could feel the weight of their stares, the intensity of their attention, and it only heightened her perverse arousal.

"Mike,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need. “Please. Don’t stop.”

But he did. She felt him pull away, his small clammy hands leaving her hips. The crowd erupted into cruel laughter, their voices harsh and unforgiving. Helen’s shoulders slumped, her body shaking with a mix of defeat and arousal. She could feel the wetness between her legs, the ache of unfulfilled womanly desire.

But Helen’s plight had not gone unnoticed.

The Chief stepped forward, his massive cock rocking with each step. His eyes were dark, intense, and filled with something Helen couldn’t quite place—curiosity, desire, dominance. He knelt beside her, started the laborious process of removing all of the different colored strings from his coal-colored Johnson, his alpha presence overwhelming. Even in this position, on her hands and knees, Helen could feel the heat radiating off the Chief's big dark body, the raw tribal power that emanated from the man.

“No!” Mike shouted, struggling against the warriors who held him now. “Get away from her!”

“You cannot,” said the Chief, his first English words since they arrived. The big black Chief was looking directly at Mike's miserable white face now. “But I can.”

Helen’s breath caught in her throat, her heart pounding as she looked over her shoulder, up at the older black Chief. He was looking down at her now, his eyes fixed with a predatory hunger. The Chief’s creased dark eyes held hers, and for a moment, she forgot about the crowd, about Mike, about that terrible plane crash, about everything except the primal energy between them. For the first time since they fell out of the sky, she almost felt something akin to happiness. Safety. The Chief’s hand reached out, his long ebony fingers brushing against her cheek in a gesture that was both tender and possessive.

“Let me?” he asked, speaking through his translator again, his voice low, almost a growl. "Mount you?"

Still on her hands and knees, Helen hesitated, apprehensively looking over her shoulder up at the tribe's Chief, giving him one last moment of consideration–her baby blues tracing the bulging dark chocolate vein that ran lengthwise down the older man’s humungous black baby maker.

Was she really considering a man like him? Really?

Feeling like she was outside her body, Helen's mind was racing along with the tribal drums. They seemed to grow even louder, while the tribe’s cheers had become deafening. One last time, the beautiful blonde looked at Mike, her hubby, his face pale and desperate, and then back at the otherworldly Chief, his massive cock swaying in the firelight.

Then, much to Helen's horror, her own body responded before she could think.

Her hips shifted slightly, her round ivory American ass rising higher in an unconscious invitation.

Mike saw it too. He groaned in inhuman anguish, unable to forget that a week ago he was walking her down the bridal isle.

Now the Chief’s eyes widened with sharp interest, a faint smile playing on his big luscious lips as he moved closer to the hourglass-shaped white woman presenting herself to the group's battle-tested leader.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. "You can, Chief. If it is the Oomba way., you can… mount me!"

The crowd of tribespeople exploded like a stadium of football fans celebrating a scored goal.

But Mike didn’t respond. He stood frozen, his face pale, his mini member limp. The Chief’s presence dominated the space, his massive cock brushing against Helen’s thigh as he positioned himself behind her. Looking down at the white woman's ideal body position, the older black man's wide smile widened, and he leaned in, leering, his breath hot against her ear. "Ummmphhh," he murmured. “Ummmm...Ooomba way, Oombaaaaaa."

"Nooooo," Mike said, his voice barely louder than a mouse. "Helen, you can't, please no!"

It was like she couldn't hear the words of her husband, who already had his chance to step up and be a man. Instead Helen’s lungs seized as she felt the Chief's heavy dark hands on her hips, the older black man's grip firm and commanding. "Oh...okay."

Several of her plant leaves had fallen off, leaving her in little more than a rope vine wrapped around her narrow waistline. Her blonde hair was hanging down in her face, causing her to wag her head from side to side, spitting blonde bangs out of her mouth. Her blue eyes filled with a passionate storm of conflicting emotions. Instinctively, she arched her back, her fastidiously gym-shaped white derrière jutting higher, her firm body trembling with anticipation. The crowd’s laughter faded into the background, replaced by a low, primitive, rhythmic chant. The drums pounded louder, their rhythm matching the frantic beating of her heart.

“Mike,” Helen finally whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. “I’m–sorry.”

A stack of multicolored strings were collected next to the Chief's big black knee. He'd removed them from his impressive black sausage. The massive weapon that had been bouncing between his legs was now hard, unsheathed, and filled with lustful tribal primal blood. Unlike her husband, the Chief had no problem getting turned by the sight of Helen presenting herself. In a way, it was kind of sexy to Helen, who kept reminding herself that she was just doing what was needed. Not just for her. But for both her–and Mike.

The old black man's grip tightened on Helen's hips, digging in, and she could feel the pressure of him against her, the sheer size of him making her body instinctively tense. She closed her eyes, her breath gasping quickly as she felt him begin to push forward, his massive cock stretching her in ways she never thought possible.

A low moan of "Ohhhh...." curiously escaped her lips as her body struggled to accommodate the tribe's well-endowed leader, his thick dark purple helmet overwhelming her senses. It was like having two Mikes trying to enter her at once.

"Oh my God!" Mike cried, disgusted. "This is gross! This is so fucking gross, guys!"

The group of African onlookers seemed to think otherwise.

Every eye in the village was now trained on the unusual sight of their leader painstakingly trying to fit his big regal black cock into the pale woman's body, her sex obviously unaccustomed to such a sizeable lover. Many of the tribeswomen seemed to agree that this suggested a serious diminishment of the woman's overall societal value, but the black warriors seemed to think otherwise. Several of the sleek ebony warriors had already got fully erect again, watching Helen on the ground, and were now openly stroking their massive dark sex organs as the gorgeous white woman's breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling with a mix of pain and pleasure.

Hiking her pale ass up in the air for the Chief, Helen could feel the weight of him, the raw power of the older man, and it sent a shiver of anticipation through her. The Chief’s hands gripped her hips, his movements slow and deliberate as he began to thrust into her, each movement sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “More," she said, because the faster it was over the better. "Give me more of that big cock!"

It was unclear if the old man understood her. But the Chief’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his massive cock pounding into her with a primal urgency. Helen’s moans grew louder, her entire body trembling with a mix of heaven and hell. And even the crowd’s tribal chanting grew louder, their voices a rhythmic accompaniment to the Chief’s thrusts... For Helen it was more than surreal. As she glanced up into the fire-lit smoky dark sky and saw half a dozen big black cocks being jerked off in "her honor," she thought it was strange that just 48 hours ago she was yelling at bellboys and giving taxi drivers a piece of her modern mind.

But Helen could also feel the wetness between her legs, the ache of unfulfilled desire replaced by a deep, primal satisfaction.

“Hm, Oomba, Oomba,” the Chief growled, his voice low and commanding. “Oombamommy?"

Helen didn't understand the question. She swore in an unladylike fashion as she felt the well-endowed ruler push deeper, his massive African-sized cock filling stretching her in ways she never thought possible. Every time she thought he'd put his entire length inside–because no way could she take another inch–she whimpered out in puppy pleasure as more black meat stretched her out, made her lubricate the man with her body. Now a low moan escaped Helen's lips as her body struggled to accommodate him, the sheer size of him overwhelming her entire brain. The Chief’s hands continued gripping her hips, his movements slow and deliberate as he began to thrust into her, each movement sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “More. Claim me, Chief! Claim me! I'm yours, yes, yes, YESSSS!"

The Chief pushed a black hand into the middle of her hair and pulled the golden tresses back as hard as possible, or so it felt for Helen.

When he grunted another question at her, she nodded weakly, her body trembling with the intensity of his thrusts. She'd already forgotten that they were being watched by the entire village, much less that her own husband was three feet away, shaking his head in incredulous horror. The Chief was fucking her deeper and more violently than she'd ever experienced in her life–and it wasn't even close. Helen felt like she was losing her virginity again.

And then the Chief’s breathing grew heavier, his movements more urgent, and she could feel the heat building inside her, the pleasure rising to an almost unbearable peak. The crowd’s chanting reached a fever pitch, their voices blending with the pounding of the drums as the Chief’s pace quickened, his massive cock driving into her with a final, overwhelming force.

The Chief still held her by the hair as he power-fucked her from the back, pleased with the smacking sounds Helen's curvy white butt was making against his scarred ebony body.

"Ooombamommy," he growled again, his voice a dark promise as he filled her, his enormous otherworldly release sending shockwaves through her body.

Helen’s vision blurred, her body convulsing with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Degradation. She thought, So this is what it's like to actually get claimed by a man. This was what a real feels like... She could feel the Chief’s grip on the great curves of her hips, his hyper-masculine presence overwhelming as he claimed her completely, first her body, then her mind. As she felt herself let go, and finally start to cum all over the black leader's enormous cock, Helen moaned and moaned, sounds that were swallowed by the chanting of the crowd, their voices a chaotic symphony of primal energy. Of triumph. Of conquest.

“Yes,” she whispered weakly, her body trembling as she finally surrendered. "Oombamommy, yes, yes, yes!"

It felt like fireworks had gone off in her body and when she finally came back to her senses, Helen was laying down in what her yoga instructor would have called "frog pose," blinking and smiling and glancing over her shoulder while three nodding elder tribespeople inspected the thick trickles of African baby-goo dripping down her creamy thighs.

"Yes, claim. White woman. Chief. Six full moons."


Part Nine

Mike stumbled along the edge of the village, his bare feet sinking into the soft, warm earth. The heat of the African night clung to his skin, but it was nothing compared to the burning shame that gnawed at his chest. His mind replayed the scene over and over, like a cruel loop he couldn’t escape—Helen, her body undulating under the Chief, her moans filling the air, her eyes rolling back as she surrendered herself completely. The image was etched into his soul, a permanent scar on his fragile ego. He could still hear the tribespeople’s cheers, their guttural chants celebrating the Chief’s dominance. And he, Mike, had been nothing more than a spectator. A failure. A weakling. A cuckold. Lowest of the low.

He stopped walking and leaned against a tree, his chest heaving. The jungle loomed before him, dark and impenetrable. Maybe I should just walk in there, he thought bitterly. Let the animals take me. Let the jungle swallow me whole. What’s left for me here? His hand instinctively went to the pathetic string tied around his flaccid penis, the stark reminder of his inadequacy. His pale, slender body was a joke compared to the warriors’ muscular frames, their long, adorned cocks swinging with every step. He wasn’t a man. He wasn’t even a husband anymore. Helen had made that painfully clear.

As he stood there, wallowing in his misery, a group of warriors approached. They moved with the confidence of predators, their bodies glistening with sweat under the moonlight. Mike flinched, expecting mockery or worse, but to his surprise, one of them spoke in broken English.

“You… still time,” the warrior said, pointing toward the jungle. “Claim… your woman.”

Mike blinked, his heart racing. “What? What are you talking about?”

The warriors didn’t answer. Instead, they gestured again, urging him to follow. Reluctantly, Mike trailed behind them, his bare feet crunching against the dry leaves. The jungle was alive with sounds—crickets chirping, leaves rustling, the distant cry of a bird. But all he could focus on was the pounding of his own heart.

After a few minutes, they reached a small clearing. The moonlight spilled through a large canopy, illuminating a single tree at the center. Beneath it stood a figure, partially hidden in the shadows. Mike squinted, his breath catching in his throat.

She stepped forward, her silhouette illuminated by the full moon.

Her ebony skin glistened, her curves accentuated by the soft light. She was shorter than the other women, more delicate, her body an hourglass of perfection. Her hair was flat and dark and straight, framing her heart-shaped face in a way that was both exotic and alluring. She was unlike anyone Mike had ever seen.

The warriors nudged him forward, their low chuckles sending a shiver down his spine. Mike hesitated, his knees trembling. But something about her drew him in. She was beautiful—too beautiful—and in that moment, he felt a surge of something primal, something he hadn’t felt in a long time.

“H-hello,” he stammered, his voice barely audible.

She smiled, her lips curving into a playful grin. “Hello,” she replied. Her voice was soft, almost melodic, and it sent a jolt through him. She stepped closer, her body moving with a grace that made his heart race. Up close, she was even more stunning—her eyes large and almond-shaped, her skin smooth and flawless. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his chest.

Mike’s body responded before his mind could catch up, his mini-wiener twitching beneath the pathetic string. He felt a flicker of hope, a chance to reclaim some semblance of his manhood. Without thinking, he leaned in, his lips meeting hers.

The kiss was electric. Her lips were soft, her tongue teasing as she deepened it. Mike’s hands roamed her body, hesitantly at first, then with growing boldness. Her skin was warm, her curves inviting. He reached between her legs, his fingers searching for the female wetness he expected to find.

But instead, his hand brushed against something hard. Something small, nub-like, bulging, but unmistakable.

Mike froze, pulling away abruptly.

He stared at her, his eyes wide with shock. “W-what…?”

She laughed, a sound that was both sweet and mocking. “I kawaii!” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her hand reached down, gripping the small but firm appendage between her legs. She stroked it slowly, her eyes never leaving his.

Mike stumbled back, his mind racing. No, this can’t be happening. He looked around, desperate for some explanation, some escape. But all he saw were the warriors, their laughter echoing through the clearing.

They were watching him, their eyes gleaming with amusement. One of them stepped forward, slapping Mike on the back with a force that nearly knocked him over. “You… man now?” he teased, his voice dripping with sarcasm. The others joined in, their laughter growing louder.

Mike’s face was a pink poster of humiliation. He wanted to run, to disappear, but his skinny legs felt like lead. He looked back at the kawaii, her figure illuminated by the moonlight. She was still smiling, her small stiff cocklet standing proudly as if to mock him further.

“Come,” she said, her voice soft/ yet commanding. “I show you… real pleasure, kawaii pleasure.” She reached out, her small fingers brushing against his hand.

Mike hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. What am I supposed to do? He wasn’t a man. He wasn’t even sure what that meant anymore. But as he stood there, caught between shame and desire, he felt a strange pull—a pull toward something he didn’t fully understand, but couldn’t resist.

“Okay,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Fine, whatever.”

The kawaii’s smile widened, and she took his hand, leading him deeper into the clearing. The warriors’ laughter followed them, a haunting reminder of his ultimate degradation. But as her fingers tightened around his, Mike felt something inside him shift. It felt irrecoverable.

She led Mike through the shadowy jungle, their bare feet crunching softly against the damp earth. “Come, come!”

The moonlight filtered through the dense canopy above, casting an ethereal glow over her ebony skin and the delicate curves of her hourglass figure. Mike’s heart thumped in his chest, a mix of fear and curiosity swirling within him. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her—her almond-shaped eyes glimmered with mischief, her small, firm appendage wobbling gently as she walked. There’s something about her, he thought, something magnetic, irresistible.

They arrived at a small hut nestled at the edge of the village, far enough from the others to offer a semblance of privacy. “Inside, come!”

A small fire crackled inside, its warm light flickering against the walls. She gestured for Mike to sit on a woven mat while she moved to a wooden bowl, scooping a sweet-smelling white liquid into a gourd.

“Drink,” she said, handing it to him with a soft smile. Her voice was melodic, soothing.

Mike hesitated, his hands trembling. What is this? he wondered. The same liquid as before? But her gaze held his, steady and reassuring. He brought the gourd to his lips and took a sip. It was the same, but tasted even better. The liquid was thick, sweet, almost intoxicating. He drank deeply, feeling it warm his throat and spread through his body. His head began to swim, his thoughts blurring. This was better, much better. Much, much, much….

“Good,” she murmured, her eyes never leaving his. She took the gourd from him and set it aside. “You need to relax, Mike. Let go.”

She knew his name? He wasn’t sure why he was surprised.

Mike lay back on the mat, his body feeling heavy yet alive, every nerve tingling. She knelt beside him, her fingers trailing lightly over his chest, down his stomach, until they brushed against his small, stiffening erection. Mike gasped, his breath hitching.

“My name is Jelani,” she whispered in her heavily accented English, her voice soft, almost reverent. “You understand?”

"Beautiful name." Mike nodded, reached out tentatively, his fingers grazing the smooth skin of her own small appendage. It was thin, delicate, yet firm. She’s… like me, he realized, but different. So different.

Jelani’s breath quickened as they began to touch each other, their hands moving slowly, exploring like nervous teenagers in the backseat of a car. Mike’s heart sped, his arousal growing with every stroke. He couldn’t explain it—this strange, intoxicating pull he felt toward her. Maybe it’s the white liquid, he thought, or maybe it’s her.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “More,” she whispered, pouring another gourd of the sweet liquid. “Drink.”

Mike obeyed, grateful that the liquid was flooding his senses. His body felt weightless, his mind hazy. He lay back again, his small pink erection throbbing, his breaths shallow. Jelani straddled him, her also-small appendage pressing against his. She leaned down, her lips capturing his in a deep, passionate kiss.

Her hands moved to his hips, and before he could protest, she lowered her mouth to his cock, taking him in. Mike moaned, his back arching off the mat. Her tongue swirled around him, her movements slow, deliberate. He had never felt anything like this—her mouth was warm, wet, perfect.

When she pulled away, Mike was panting, his body trembling. Jelani smiled down at him, her eyes dark, lustful. “Your turn,” she said, her voice a teasing purr.

“My turn? What the fuck?” Before he could say anything else, she straddled his face, her small mini-sausage brushing against his lips. Her intentions were obvious. Mike froze, his eyes wide. This wasn’t what he was envisioning. “Wh-what are you—”

“Trust me,” she murmured, her hips moving forward insistently. “Tastes good. Good good!”

Mike hesitated, his mind screaming in protest, the last shreds of his dignity and masculinity telling him to shut his damn mouth, but his body betrayed him. His lips slowly and reluctantly opened, and she pressed herself inside. A small male penis entered Mike’s mouth, sliding over his tongue, and his lips instinctively wrapped around her swollen member. The taste was foreign, yet strangely sweet. Jelani moaned softly, gratefully, her hands gripping his shoulders as she began to move, pushing it in and out of his mouth, thinking only that she needed to cum badly.

Her female hips rocked slowly at first, then faster, her small appendage sliding in and out of the man’s mouth. Mike’s hands gripped her soft-but-muscular thighs, his eyes closing as he surrendered to the sensation. This is wrong, his mind whispered, but his body disagreed.

The fire crackled, the shadows dancing around them. Jelani’s moans grew louder, and Mike found himself responding, his own hips moving as she rode his face. He was lost in her, in the heat, in the taste, in the overwhelming pleasure.

Then the sound of footsteps interrupted them.

Mike’s eyes flew open as another figure stepped into the hut. It was a woman—or so he thought at first. She was stunning, with light brown skin, long straight hair, and an hourglass figure that rivaled Jelani’s.

“Amara,” Jelani purred, pulling away from Mike and turning to the newcomer. “Join us, join us, join us!”

Amara smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She knelt beside Mike, her fingers trailing down his chest. “Do you share?” she asked Jelani, her voice soft, teasing.

Jelani laughed, a low, melodic sound. “Of course.”

Amara’s hands moved to Mike’s member, her touch firm, confident. He gasped, his body trembling as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth. Well, he thought, at least there’s one natural female here. He relaxed. Her tongue moved in ways he couldn’t describe, her lips pulling him deeper. Jelani watched, her own boy-clit stiffening as she stroked herself.

Amara pulled away, her lips glistening. “Turn over,” she whispered, her voice commanding.

Mike hesitated, his heart pounding. “Wh-what are you—”

“Do you trust me?” Amara asked, her eyes locking with his.

He couldn’t look away, couldn’t think. Slowly, he turned onto his stomach, his face pressed into the mat. Amara’s hands gripped his hips, and he felt something wet, slick press against his entrance.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soothing. “This is kawaii way.”

Mike’s heart pounded in his chest as he knelt on the mat, his hands trembling slightly against the floor's surface. Being in doggystyle for someone else was something he never thought he'd try. It was humiliating. Degrading. Emasculating. Amara’s fingers trailed softly down his back, sending shivers through his body. Her touch was gentle, almost reverent, as if the mocha goddess could sense the vulnerability coursing through the nervous white man. Not unlike his wife, earlier tonight, he could feel the warmth of Amara's body behind him, the warmth of her breath brushing against his neck.

“Relax. Oomba way." Amara’s voice was soft, tinged with concern, as her hand came to rest on his hip. Mike swallowed hard, his throat dry, and nodded. He wasn’t sure if he could trust his voice not to crack.

“Yes, fine.” he whispered finally, confused, his voice barely audible

Amara’s lips brushed against his shoulder in a tender kiss, her fingers squeezing his hip reassuringly. “Okay,” she murmured. “I’ll be gentle. Just relax for me, okay, kawaii?”

Mike took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. He still wasn’t sure what to expect. He could feel her shifting behind him, the weight of her body pressing closer. His fingers balling as he braced himself. Then, he felt it—the soft, velvety tip of something warm and stiff pressing against his entrance.

“What the fuck?” Mike jerked his head to the side. He saw Amara smiling down at him, a big bright smile spread across her pretty face as she slowly stroked her own tiny girl-cock. She was rock hard.  He was stunned.“You? You have a penis too?”

“Yes, I am kawaii too,” Amara soothed, her hand rubbing circles on his hip. “Just breathe, Mike. Let me in.”

He turned back, his body tensing. Mike forced himself to exhale slowly, his body gradually relaxing under her soft female touch. The tip of her girl-cock pressed more insistently against him, and he could feel the tight ring of his sphincter resisting. It was strange, this pressure, this unfamiliar sensation. His heart raced as he realized what was about to happen—this was it. He was about to surrender himself completely to her. To another person. Like a woman does.

“That’s it,” Amara whispered, her voice a gentle encouragement. “Just let go, Mike. Let me take care of you.”

He closed his eyes, focusing on the sound of her voice, on the warmth of her hands on his body. Slowly, he felt his body yield, the tight ring of muscle stretching to accommodate her. There was a sharp, almost electric sensation as the mushroom head of her boy-clit pushed past his entrance, and he gasped, his fists pounding on the mat.

“Oh my god,” he breathed, his voice trembling. He could feel every inch of her as she began to slide deeper into him, the sensation both overwhelming and intoxicating.

Amara paused, her hands moving to his shoulders to steady him. “Are you okay?” she asked, her voice laced with concern.

Mike nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Y-yeah,” he managed to choke out. “It’s just… it’s so intense.”

She kissed his shoulder again, her lips soft and reassuring. “I know, kawaii,” she murmured. “Just take it slow. We’ll go at your pace.”

He felt her shift behind him, her hips pressing forward again, and he groaned softly as she sank deeper into him. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever experienced—a strange mix of pain and pleasure that sent sparks shooting up his girlspine. He could feel every inch of her inside him, the way her African girl-cock stretched him open, filling him completely.

“You’re doing so good, Mike,” Amara whispered, her voice filled with admiration. “You feel amazing.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, and he felt a strange sense of pride swelling in his chest. He was doing this. He was letting her take him, letting her claim him in a way he had never been claimed before. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. How as this possible? How had his life changed so drastically in such a short amount of time?

As Amara continued to slowly push into him, Mike’s attention was drawn to Jelani, who was still kneeling in front of him, intently watching the shifting emotions on his pale face. Her small, hard cock was inches from his face, and he could feel the boiling heat radiating from it. Jelani’s dark eyes met his, filled with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

“Go on,” Jelani said, her voice low and commanding. “Take me in your mouth. Go on, kawaii.”

Mike hesitated for a moment, his/her heart pounding in his /her chest. He had never done this before, never even considered it. But the look in Jelani’s eyes left no room for argument. Swallowing hard, he leaned forward, his lips brushing against the tip of her girl-cock. The taste of her was bitter and salty, but not unpleasant. He opened his mouth wider, taking her in, and Jelani let out a soft moan of approval.

“That’s it, kawaii,” she murmured, her hand coming to rest on the back of his head. “Take it all. Good girl.”

Mike groaned around her tiny cocklet as he felt Amara bottom out inside him, her hips pressed flush against his ass. The sensation of being filled both ways was overwhelming, his body trembling with the intensity of it. He could feel every inch of Amara inside him, her cock stretching him open in a way that made his head spin.

"Oh, that's greeeettt!" Jelani roared, placing a heavy hand on the back of Mike's head, trapping his warm mouth on her engorged boy-clit.

As Amara began to move inside him, slowly pulling out and then pushing back in, Mike’s focus shifted back to Jelani. He bobbed his head up and down, taking as much of her cock as he could manage, his tongue swirling around the shaft. He was trying to replicate Helen's technique for blowjobs, which he'd always loved more than anything. Jelani’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in his hair, and he could feel her hips thrusting gently against his face.

“Good girl," Jelani purred, her voice filled with satisfaction. “You’re doing so good. This isn't first time, girl, right?”

Mike’s heart swelled at her words, and he felt a strange sense of pride. He was doing this. He was pleasing her, making her feel good. It was a heady feeling, knowing that he was capable of this, that his body may have been weak and unattractive compared to the warriors, but that he could still give pleasure to someone this way. He felt like he was almost redeeming himself.

Amara’s thrusting grew more forceful, her hips slapping against his ass with a rhythmic urgency. Mike groaned around Jelani’s cock, the sensations overwhelming him. He could feel every inch of Amara inside him, the way her cock stretched him open, filling him completely.

“You’re taking me so well,” Amara whispered, her voice filled with awe. “You’re so perfect, Mike. You’re mine now.”

He felt her reach, grab his wrists, and pull back.

She'd pinned both of his hands against his lower back as she increased the tempo of her fucking, pistoning her girl-cock in and out of his virgin hole with a sense of violent desperation.

His shoulders started to ache, but he felt the power in Amara's hands, a wiry strength that far exceeded his own. Sometimes she would slam into his exposed buttocks so violently that he was forced to spit Jelani's tiny boy-clit out of his mouth, earning a grunt of disapproval from Jelani.

All three kawaii were moaning in unison, sounding like three whores. Amara leaned forward, adding pressure to Mike's wrists pinned against his back. She wasn't just fucking him, she was dominating him, showing off, not unlike the Chief had sexually dominated Helen in front of the whole tribe. Mike knew he should feel disgusted but...

He couldn't hold back... Amara's cock was hitting part of his body that he didn't even know existed, triggering his first non-penis orgasm.

Mike’s first anal orgasm hit him suddenly, his body convulsing as he came, his cries of confused pleasure muffled by Jelani's hard little girl-cock in his mouth.

Amara’s movements slowed, her own release spilling inside him. He could feel it, the wetness, the heat. So much heat inside him now. It was... Her. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his shoulder. "Don’t' move."

He didn't need to be told twice.

Mike was resting his head in Jelani's lap, the side of his face casually rubbing against her tiny girl sausage, but he didn't care. A warm wet dick resting against his face had already become normalized. He was exhausted, tired in every conceivable way. The stress and turmoil of the last couple of days had been inconceivable, and there was something extremely nice about finally being able to cum again; and he wondered if he'd have enough energy to get back–back to Helen, in their hut.

But as Mike finally started to stir from his post-orgasmic bliss, still bent over where Amara left him, he realized that a group of people were entering the hut.

Amara lead the charge, smiling, coming directly over to Mike, and placing a proprietorial hand on his left ass cheek, smiling at the stark contrast of her black fingers and the paleness of his rump. Then she pointed out the goo, her girl goo, dripping out of his body to three or four elder tribesmen. She beamed at the others like a farmer showing off her prizewinning piglet. "I claim her. This kawaii."

The elder tribesmen all nodded together in perfect unison. "Six full moons."


Part Ten

After the elder tribespeople left, and after Jelani left, it was just them, just Mike and Amara. The darkness. He was still concerned about what just happened; and what it meant to be claimed by another in this godforsaken tribe.

Ironically, he'd only been wishing to block out the shame and humiliation of seeing his wife being fucked by black man older than her father. But now, having allowed himself to get manipulated into sucking his first cock–albeit a cute little girl-cock–and even letting Amara fuck him like he was a woman, the shame and humiliation had only grown exponentially.

Mike had never even considered the possibility of being the girl during sex. And yet, Amara made it feel so natural for him. So easy to let himself get dominated by another human. None of this made sense and him only wished that this never happened, that him and Helen had just gone to the goddamn Bahamas like a regular goddamn couple. At least things couldn't get any worse.

Then Amara got behind and clasped something metal around his neck. "Surprise! Kawaii!"

Mike was too stunned to move at first, but soon it became evident what just happened.

Around his neck was a light weight metal collar that was attached to a cord anchored in one part of the hut. One could move about the hut freely but the cord wasn't long enough for one to leave the hut. Mike put his hands up to the collar. "Amara, let me the fuck out of this thing please! I'm not kidding!"

"This is for women and kawaii who have been claimed for the first time," she explained, "to be kept in extra protection, for their own good. Protection."

"Protection? Is that what this is? Bullshit!"

"Oombway way," she said.

"I'm not even a goddamn woman!" he stammered, his voice cracking with emotion. "And I'm not Oomba! I'm American!"

Amara continued, rolling her eyes at the exasperated pale kawaii. "Women and kawaii have to earn their freedom by showing loyalty, devotion, respect. Oomba way. Understand?"

"Yeah, I understand this crazy! This is illegal! Let me out! Besides, I'm sure that Helen is already crazy with worry because I haven't been back! I have to get back to my damn wife!"

Amara laughed sinfully, savagely, stroking the soft white lines of his worried face, her husky voice dripping into his ear like a fine brandy. "The woman claimed by Chief? That woman? You really... think... that woman your wife?"

"Yes, of course, but of course Helen is my goddamn wife!"

She shook her head, exasperated as if she was talking to a small child. "Only man can have wife. You are kawaii, like me."

"But Helen –" he tried, getting interrupted right away.

Amara's big eyes widened in the dark. She seemed to becoming more fluent in English, but maybe it was just the white liquid going to Mike's head, making his thoughts fuzzy. "You think she has the faintest idea that you still exist? You see what happened tonight, her and the Chief together? The rest of the tribe did! We saw! Everyone saw! Nobody forget! She no longer your wife! So you don't have to worry her any more. You just have to worry about you now. And me. And I'll take care of you, kawaii. I treat good-good."

Mike hung his head in shame, his collar clinking in the miserable hut, knowing all along that Amara's words rang true. It was a terrible realization. He'd never felt more emasculated in his life. He wanted to curl up and die.

He was still living in a fantasy world.

Helen waiting for him tonight in their hut – it was just some idiotic fantasy he'd convinced himself of because he wasn't ready to accept the reality of the situation. Helen no longer belonged to him. He no longer had his independence. He belonged in Amara's world, a dark savage untamed world of nature and jungle instincts. Here. In this hut. Shackled. His small penis on display for everyone to mock. He was just a novelty to these people: a pale, undersized plaything for this little minxy futa with the killer body and wicked girl-cock.

She gave him some more of that white liquid to drink and after a while he relaxed; and it almost seemed like Amara was talking in perfect English, no accent, like some girl he'd dated in high school... What he wouldn't give to be back in the safety of those glorious hallways... Thank god his classmates couldn't see him now. Broken. Bred. Claimed.

Mike finally laid down on the mat again.

He closed his eyes. He heard Amara say, "Relax, kawaii. You give me pleasure. I give you food, shelter, protection. That is kawaii way. We don't fight like men. Men too strong. Dangerous. Hurt Kawaii. Kawaii better, nicer. We help and please. Kawaii decorate, cook, clean, make better, world. I can please you now. See?"

Surprisingly (although it's not like Mike had anywhere to escape to) Amara removed his collar for bed, reminding him that running back into the jungle will be punished–severely.

"Better, yes?"

Mike massaged the back of his neck and nodded, eyes down. "Thank you, Amara. Please don't shackle me again. It's humiliating. Plus it hurts."

"Lay down, kawaii."

He obeyed, clinging to her words like a life raft in a wild African tempest. He gasped when he felt Amara's mouth– something about that mysterious white drink making him extra horny and extra sensitive.

Amara purred, her taut lips wrapped around his glans, sending waves of pain-dulling pleasure ripping through the tatters of his beleaguered American soul. It felt amazing, the hotness of Amara's little mouth in that dark little hut in the middle of the dark jungle.

It felt right. Finally. And for a moment, just a very brief moment, Mike was able to block out the fact that right how his wife was probably also shackled like some barn animal, getting her brains fucked out by a black guy who'd never seen a computer before, never seen a car before.

Mike tried to not think about it. He tried. He fought for mental ease. Just let go, he kept telling himself, focusing on all of the surrounding wild jungle noises, the sucking sounds of Amara's mouth on his small penis. It was strange how quickly life can change–completely. But, as Amara bobbed her pretty dark head, pleasing him, pleasing her new property, Mike felt that him and his wife were still doing the best they could, the very best. They were survivors. They would survive this African jungle experience. Who knows? Maybe they would even come out of it, together, better, stronger.

The important thing was this though. Mike and Helen finally knew their roles now. The wild, it seemed, had called to both of them.

END OF BOOK ONE


Other books by this author

Please visit your favorite ebook retailer to discover other books by Bobbi Love.

Interracial/Cuckold Erotica (Singles)

Mandingo Claims a Southern Belle

Queen of Spades Barbie (Book One)

Just Watch Cuckold!

White Wife Auction

America’s Most Famous Cuckolds

Ashley Gets Blacked By the Neighbor

Queen of Spades Uncovered

Twerk for Black

Fertile Wife Taken at the Club

Cuckold Laws

The Ice Queen Gets Blacked

The Southern Belle’s Black Baby Bump

Happy Birthday Cuckold

Saving Hubby’s Job

Queen of Spades

Master’s Plantation

Cuckold Nightmare

Office Cuckold

Cuckold Island

Blacked Out

The Black Billionaire’s Baby Maker

The Cuckold Clinic

Divorcing Her Cuck

The Portrait of a Cuckold

Plantation Nights

The Cuckold Tapes

Some Bulls are Bigger

The Housewife and the Big Black Cop

Corporate Cuckold

Cuckold Monthly

Unlocking her Cuck

Undercover Cuckold

White Wife in Heat

My Wife’s First Rap Video

Cuck Gym

Boxing for BBC

The Cage Fighter Takes a Wife

Cuck Army

Big Black Banker

Double Trouble

Southern Belle in Chains

Paying the Landlord

The Making of a Cuck Star

Always Bet on Black

Zebra Club

Black Bull Beach

The Plantation Owner’s Daughter

The Billionaire’s Cuck

The Witch Doctor’s Cuckold

Black America: (Book One)

The Cuckold Games

All-American Cuck

MILFS Love Blacks

Black Meat Matters

Snow White and the Big Black Woodsman

The Cuck Downstairs

Teachers Heart Blacks

Ashley Goes Black

Big Black Master

Black Boss

Swinging in the Jungle

White Wife, Black Baby

Interracial/Cuckold/ Hotwife Erotica Bundles

Interracial Lovers: Volume 1 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 2 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 3 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 4 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 5 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 6 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 7 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 8 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 9 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 10 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 11 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 12 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 13 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 14 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 15 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 16 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 17 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Interracial Lovers: Volume 18 (Interracial Erotica Bundle)

Cuckold Lovers: Volume 1 (Interracial/Cuckold Erotica Bundle)

Gender Swap/Sissy Erotica

Hubby Gets Tracked Down

Hubby Becomes a Queen of Spades

Hubby Gets Knocked Up

Tim Gets Girl Parts

Street Trap

Santa’s Helper

Swapped and Blacked

Girl Power! (Gender Swap Bundle)

Secret Sissy (Sissy, Gender Swap, Humiliation, Interracial Bundle)

Other Erotica

Back in Diapers (Diaperplay Erotica)

Jenny’s New Sugar Daddy (Older Man/Younger Woman Erotica)
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