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CHAPTER 1 - VENICE

 


Paul was lying in bed alongside his
wife, who had fallen quickly asleep after their fevered lovemaking.
She was still naked, on her stomach, her cute butt half covered by
the bed sheet.

Paul was staring at the ceiling, wide
awake, replaying verbatim Amanda’s words of the day before. He
began reanalyzing them, wondering what would be different after
realizing the stark reality of his wife fucking another
man.

He squeezed his eyes, hearing the
rhythmic breathing of his naked wife in the bed beside him, the
sound of boats on the Venetian canal in the background, hearing her
words again verbatim. This was a fucking anniversary trip—but it
marked the beginning of a marriage going forward. He lay there
remembering even the inflections in her voice:

 


Before I say anything I
want to remind you that you said it was OK—and before I say
anything do you still abide by everything you said before I left?
Nothing has changed between you and me, emotionally? …There is a
lot that has changed otherwise. There have been changes for
me.

Before I left you last
Friday, I had never been with another man other than you. I had
never paraded around topless for three days in front of hundreds of
people, in public. Now I have. I had never been black fucked—but
now I have been black fucked, by several black men, and by saying
that I think you understand there is a difference in me
now.

I could have never dreamed
sex could be that good. I’ve had more black cocks inside me than
white, and I liked it. No—I loved it. All that changes us—not you
and I and our relationship, but it does change us. At least it
changed me.

Try to understand. I
understand it, but it took a day for it to sink in…You loaned me to
Xmambe for a weekend. Your wife. I agreed. You agreed. And there
were things that I did for him that I never dreamed I would do for
anyone—even for you.

We did sexual things you’ve
talked about, role played, dreamed of. And I denied you that. But
with him I let myself go. I was his and I gave myself to him,
willingly. My gift for you is whatever I did while I was with
Xmambe, whatever I did for him—I will do for you, as my husband.
There are a couple of other twists to what I’m saying but we will
save that for later. I want you dwelling on what I will do for you
rather than what I did for him. If you want to share me with
someone else, I’ll be shared. Xmambe shared me with other men,
other black men. I will let you share me, but I would request that
you share me with a black man rather than white.

I’ve been double teamed,
triple teamed, pulled a train of several black men, displayed in
public as a black man’s concubine, gone through tribal rites, and
marked me as his.”

 


This was the first moment Paul
discovered his wife now had a tattoo on the outside of her breast,
the Presidential seal of the black man who had fucked her for the
previous weekend now a permanent mark. Paul asked how his wife
could be Xmambe’s wife when she was Paul’s wife.

And then there was the money. Amanda
going with Xmambe for the weekend was the final requirement in
closing a multi-million dollarmillion-dollar computer deal. That he
would be fucking her throughout that time was
understood.

It had not started out that way. The
chance opportunity to supply computers to an entire African country
began with the CEO, Tom, taking a seat beside the African executive
sent to the US to find a source for his country’s program to supply
laptops to all the schools in the country of Maliedia. necessitated
Paul cancelling their anniversary trip—with his boss Tom agreeing
to compensate Paul and Amanda by bringing Amanda along, and after
the presentation to the President, spring for an Italian vacation
for their anniversary.

Amanda tagged along for the
presentation, which was successful—but the President assumed the
beautiful white woman was his sexual bonus for signing the
deal.

AmandaAmanda, when presented with the
choice, went for the money, but there was more to it, Paul
realized. She was right, she was changed. As said upon her
return:

 


I’m his too, in ways. It’s
complicated. Let’s just say that I’ve been initiated into his
tribe. And that sometimes I will go back there for a long weekend
for more of what I just did this past weekend. Because I
can.

I want to. I want to go
back for more of what happened this weekend, periodically. I need
it. I’m doing the same for you—and that is what I want. And deep
down you know this is what you always wanted too. I know you better
than you think if you’d just admit it to yourself.

When Xmambe comes to the
US, which is about 5-6 days a year, I’ll go to be with him. I’m his
American wife, and all that entails. I’m his as he wants during
that time. Other than that, I am all yours, just as I have always
been, but a few days a year you will share me —with the man making
us millionaires.”

 


 


Amanda stopped Paul’s protestations
with a simple “it is what I agreed to in sealing the deal,” she
said, had ended the discussion at that point by sucking Paul’s
cock.

“I’ve changed. Our life has
change—for the better if you can understand and accept
that—financially, for sure, but I love you as much as ever.” She
paused, “But now there is another man that is important in my life
and in our futures. I have connected with him on a level I would
have never imagined before it happened. And while I love you as
much as I ever have there is something emotional going on with
Xmambe too, and his wanting me to become one of his wives, well I
have accepted.

“As one of his wives I have
assumed obligations to him now too—and since it is primarily sex
with a hot black man, I am looking forward to more of it.” In the
silence she let that sink in before she added, sleepily, “And I
love you even more that you are accepting of this new
life.”

The had fucked themselves to sleep the
night before. The dreams rolling through Paul’s mind were tame
compared with the reality he now faced. He had no choice but to
accept what had happened. It had not been his choice, Amanda had
the option to say no, but he was an accomplice. He was the husband
who could have stopped everything too.

Everything had happened so fast—but the
fantasy they had role played so often, Amanda with another man, was
too exciting when faced with the reality for Paul to object.
Apparently they had survived. His wife was beside him for their
anniversary trip. But as she had said, her time with the black
ruler had changed them.

Now it was early morning. The first
full day of Amanda’s return, appearing the same, but Paul was very
aware that she was so different. The succession of black men
fucking her had changed her. How much he wouldn’t know until they
talked more—a lot more.

Amanda had not asked his input about
how he saw their marriage would be different going forward—she told
him. When Xmambe came to America, as he did each year, Amanda would
go the black man and serve as Xmambe’s American wife, providing all
the sexual pleasures any husband would expect, on his arm at social
events as his eye-candy, his companion at dinners, and his sexual
bedmate. Paul wondered how he would handle her absence knowing that
was happening.

And Amanda would return to Madelia
again as expected by the tribe and its rituals next year. Not
because it was required as a part of the computer deal per se, but
because she wanted to.

Paul thought he wanted a hotwife, and
now he had one, but not in the manner he anticipated. He wanted a
hot wife, but what he had now was a wife who turned into black cock
slut over a long weekend.

Amanda now told Paul he could share
her—but she asked he share her only with black men.

Paul’s head was spinning from the
reality he now found himself, and the possibilities going forward.
The stress seemed to finally release its hold on him, and sleep
came.

 


***

 


Paul heard a creak in the floor of the
old Venetian hotel and looked up to see Amanda parting the curtain,
squinting in the sunlight. She was wearing a sheer beige gown,
clinging enticingly over her breasts, the fall of the thin fabric
highlighting her semi-hard nipples, drawing his eye to them. As she
turned Paul could see the green and yellow circled buffalo head now
tattooed on her breast, the presidential seal, permanent notice
another man’s claim on Paul’s wife.

Amanda came over and wrapped her arms
around her husband, pressing her breasts against him in her
familiar manner, as if nothing had changed.

“You know we must talk more
about all this don’t you?” he said.

“I knew it was coming. I was
hoping to put it off until after we left Italy. Is what happened
bothering you?” she asked.

“Any reason why it
shouldn’t?” Paul said sharply.

“Who are you mad
at?”

“Everyone. Me for going
along with this. The President for demanding it. I knew he was
going to fuck you, that was a given. For the kind of money involved
and what that means for our future, I know it wasn’t really a
choice. But this has gone far beyond that, and I think you know it.
And yes, we had fantasized about other men, a lot.”

“Yes.”

“I was unprepared for how
much you enjoyed it,” Paul said.

“Not enjoyed, loved,” Amanda
corrected. “Had you rather I had not loved it? Would you have
preferred it be a horrible experience for me?”

“Huh?”

“I loved it. I love how it
happened, I love experiencing other men, the freedom you gave me to
do it, the sex itself, and” Amanda paused, “OK, there’s some guilt
involved. I fucked for sex, even for that large amount of money I
still prostituted myself. I’m a whore now. Mentally I have accepted
that, maybe even embraced the title.

“I didn’t start this with
any clue I would be parading around in public topless in front of
hundreds of people or doing a gang bang of young black men in a mud
hut, or,” Amanda looked down at her boob and the tattoo, “or
becoming the wife of a black man in a primitive African tribal
ceremony or have a permanent tattoo on my tit linking me to that
man.” Amanda stopped until Paul looked at her face. “But it all has
happened. I’m still here, you’re still here. We cannot change what
happened, we can deal with anything going forward.”

“Can we?”

“I hope so,” Amanda
said.

“You said you loved it,”
Paul said.

“Yes. You think I should lie
to you about it? And the reality is I look forward to more of it, I
am not done. I’ve told you that. If it means our staying together
or separating, I will send word to Xmambe that I will never see him
again. I will. But stopping is something I will do only to keep
you, not because I want to stop. And there is a chance it might end
the computer deal.”

“And if I do ask you to stop
you will always resent it, won’t you?”

“I don’t know, but it is a
very real possibility,” Amanda admitted, adding, “That does not
mean I can erase from my mind how hot fucking Xmambe was in the
short term, or the circumstances about all that has happened. I am
sure I will still yearn to do it again. What’s more I think you
know that if I stop with him, he will probably stop doing business
with us.

“The company of which I now
own a part of, earned by my giving myself to Xmambe, will make even
more money maintaining all those computers, keeping them upgraded.
You know that is worth double what we’ve already received. This is
a gift that keeps on giving—but I am going be giving in return,
giving up my pussy, to Xmambe. Like it or not, I am a part of the
deal, there is no mistake about that,” Amanda said. She saw the
shocked look on her husband’s face.

“You didn’t think about
that, did you?” Amanda said. Paul shook his head no,
stammering.

“Uh, no, I uh…”

“Xmambe and I talked about
it,” she said. “I own a part of the company, remember.” Amanda
smiled and untied the string straps of the gown, letting it fall to
the floor, pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of it and stood
at arm’s length to her husband, reaching for his hand.

“Let me give you an
alternative,” she said, pulling his hand to her breast till it
rested on the tattoo. “First you get your head around how you must
get over everything that has happened and turn that into something
erotic. Focus on our getting more millions. Enjoy the reality the
wife you wanted to fuck other men in your fantasies is now fucking
other men for real. Embrace it. I will fuck you silly most of the
year, but a few times a year you loan me to someone else, a wealthy
black man. During that time I will be his, all his, and be his wife
just like I am your wife. I will be his wife and give him ever part
of me—except for one important thing, I will not give away anything
that lessens my love to you and the commitment to growing old with
you. I will always be yours, always come back to you, but sometimes
with a well-fucked happy and wet pussy that has been stretched by
big black cock.”

Paul started to speak but she stopped
him. “I’m not done,” she said. “Embrace that I am whoring myself
for the deal. You always got extra hard when we role played my
being a whore—and now I am. Enjoy the reality of fantasy. And Paul,
you need to embrace and accept that this is the most exciting thing
I have ever done in my life, and I love the thought of it all. Give
me that, my husband, embrace and enjoy it.”

Amanda moved forward and kissed him.
“Now come to bed and let me get your cock rock hard with your whore
wife telling you in detail about all the black fucking I got while
I was away.”

Paul smiled. “Well since you put it
like that.”

 


***

 


Their love making was intense, the
sensation heightened by Amanda’s newly professed openness and
eagerness. She was on top of her husband, his cock deep inside her
as she slowly rocked and began talking softly. Paul looked up at
her beautiful face, her breasts in his face, his hands on her
hips.

Amanda’s pussy was soaked and warmer
than he had felt before. “OK, details,” he said.

“After I left you and Tom
the first thing they did was give me blood tests to be sure it was
safe to fuck me bareback,” she said. “I was taken to a room and
shown how to dress with the wrap around my waist and told I would
be topless for the entire time I was with him.” Amanda paused and
her pussy gushed with juices. “Topless is common there.”

“I sat with Sika and Xmambe
for lunch, topless, and before lunch was finished I was comfortable
to the exposure. Xmambe led to me to his chambers and fucked me for
the first time. I was fucking someone other than my husband, I was
doing something you had fantasized about me doing, and I was
fucking a black man, something I had always been curious about. And
he was big, really big and thick, and uncut, and black, and was
careful as he stretched my pussy, and he did stretch me—a lot. He
fucked me so good, I kept cumming and cumming and cumming and he
could fuck forever. It was the best fuck of my life,” Amanda said,
rocking faster, looking down at Paul.

“And he must have cum a pint
inside me when he came.” Amanda closed her eyes and moaned as she
orgasmed on Paul’s cock as she described it. “It was so hot.” Paul
could feel her body tremble and shiver. He didn’t move, he had not
cum, and Amanda continued, still rocking back and forth on his
dick, fucking herself slowly while she described her first time
fucking someone outside their marriage.

“We fucked all night long. I
don’t think we ever slept, and the next morning he blindfolded me,
and he and Sika fucked me together, every way possible.” Amanda
started cumming again, leaning forward and kissing Paul, noting his
rock hardness, excited by what she was telling him, whispering in
his ear. “Cum inside your slut wife, fill this cunt that loves
black cock with your cum, coat the inside of my cunt,” and as if on
cue Paul was unable to hold out any longer and released his cum
into her pussy with a loud groan.

Paul held inside her, pulling her onto
him tight before she rolled to the side. “Damn,” Amanda said, “It
is almost as hot talking about it as it is doing it.” She rolled to
Paul. “That mean’s it is almost as hot, and you are the one fucking
me. Thank you.”

“Pleasure’s all mine,” he
said.

 



CHAPTER 2 - BACK HOME

 


That became the method Amanda used to
narrate to Paul what had happened over the weekend, his wife
fucking a succession of black men. True to what she had been told,
at first the events were fuzzy, like away in a cloudy dream, but as
the year wore on, more and more would come back to her, and provide
another sexual marathon with Paul as she told him.

A single act she would describe with
Paul’s cock inside her, loving the twitching of his cock each time
described black men cumming inside her, the fucking enhanced by the
arousal she felt as she reexperienced the sex in her mind, as at
that exact moment a hard cock was buried inside her.

More than once Paul asked her to
describe being fucked on a helicopter as two men watched. Paul
would cum before she finished but heard the rest as they cuddled in
the afterglow.

Each instance in which Amanda had been
fucked over that weekend now served as erotic stimulus for another
rousing fucking. Paul was amazed at how wet his wife became as she
talked about her black sexual partners, how much it aroused her,
even the thought of fucking the different black men.

Details of what occurred faded after
she had said she ingested the powder the shaman blew in her mouth
through the bamboo tube. Paul wondered, but Amanda had to admit
that it was all short glimpses in her brain, tied to a post,
fingered and fondled, in a hut and man after man fucking her,
cumming inside her and being replaced by the next, over and
over.

Amanda tried to remember more details,
and was upfront and honest—except for one thing she kept
secret.

Amanda was not sure she would ever find
the right moment to tell her husband that on the morning after her
first night with Xmambe, when presented with the contract, she
could have left then, having fucked two black men, and been
done.

Amanda had been told that she had
fulfilled what Xmambe had seen as expected for the agreement early
in the weekend. She had not been under the influence of any drugs
or drinks when she made that decision to continue.

It was not a lie when she had told Paul
that she had always had a black man fantasy and never admitted it
to Paul. When would she ever have a chance like this? A hall pass
and black cock everywhere she looked. She had only been curious
about black men until she experienced Xmambe and Sika. Now she felt
as if she was addicted. She wanted more black cock, she wanted to
be fucked more by someone other than Paul. She didn’t tell Paul
because she did not think he could handle that she had stayed two
more nights of her own free will enjoying all the black cock that
those extra nights provided—it was what she had wanted, even
needed. She had no regrets. Amanda admitted to herself that she
wanted more.

 


***

 


AFor Paul after Amanda’s weekend with
the President, who she now called herher black husband, a new
honesty about Amanda and Paul’s relationship emerged, some things
Paul liked, some he accepted with hesitation and a bit of regret.
Amanda on the other hand seemed liberated, as if she had been set
free. All their fantasies were out in the open now, many of them
unspoken ones -- now fulfilled.

 


TBut through all their conversations
and attempting to understand this new change in their lives,
neither of them offered a clear best plan to carry forward, other
than they would just handle things as they came..

Amanda’s description of what had
occurred over her weekend as the woman as the consort of the
President was too brief. President Xmambe had married Amanda under
their his country’s laws and even though they did not conflict with
her and Paul’s marriage, or marriage laws in the US, it was clear
that Paul’s wife was no longer forsaking all others, but instead
looking forward to being fucked more in the future by her black
husband and other black men should her black husband want to share
her, something not uncommon in his county.

Paul and Amanda walked around each
other on eggshells for more of the Italian trip and the couple of
weeks following their return.

With the computer contract in place it
was time to deliver. Paul was working many hours to fulfill the
contracts. At the end of three weeks all the computers were
enroute, and the wire transfer for the purchase was in the firm’s
bank, with Amanda receiving her four million dollars share of the
profits. Paul was elevated to Vice-President and his salary
doubled.

Paul accepted the realities—though not
of his choosing. His wife, who had fucked no one else in their
marriage prior to the weekend with Xmambe, had enjoyed welcoming
several black cocks into her married pussy.

The world had not ended, the checks in
the bank all cleared and he accepted that if that was what it had
taken for the millions now in their bank account, their financial
futures secure and extra money to spend, then he could not
rationally object.

The one and done of a single weekend
answering the sexual desires of the black president did not happen.
Perhaps it was too much for Paul to have expected who had fucked
his beautiful wife to not want a repeat.

Amanda embraced the entire concept. She
admitted to Paul she felt an arousal level she would have never
dreamt when the thought she now had two husbands, one white, one
black.

“Just words,” Amanda told
him while snuggling naked against him. You know I’m yours, the only
difference is now you share me a few times a year. You’re my
primary man baby, my number one husband. Indulge me in this while
we can, OK?”

“OK,” Paul reluctantly
agreed.

His partner in the computer business,
Tom, was the only person who knew of Amanda’s weekend with Xmambe.
He suggested a couple of times that since he had cut Amanda in on
the lucrative computer deal that he should be able to enjoy the
charms of Amanda as had the President.

Paul laughed it off twice before he
finally ended Tom’s suggestions with a single phrase he quoted from
Amanda. “Not gonna happen Tom. She says absolutely not. You’re the
wrong color.”


CHAPTER 3 - MONTHS LATER

 


Five months later little had changed,
d—life was good for the couple, but more and more the stimulus for
their foreplay was Paul trying to coax more information out of
Amanda.

While she had mentioned everything that
had happened as best she could remember, her explanation of being
drunk, drugged, and on an adrenaline and sexual high like she had
never felt before still left what had happened outside of her
recollection.

What she did remember was vivid in her
mind, so much that after Paul left for work, she would masturbate
when showering, directing the pulsating shower massage stream to
her clit, lifting her abdomen to keep her clit hood out of the way
and increase the stimulation.

The image she imagined in her mind as
she got herself off was usually the same, looking up with a black
body looming over her open thighs, a thick hard black cock bobbing
as it neared, her pussy throbbing in anticipation of that cock
going inside her body, the sensation of that first moment her pussy
welcomed his cock and he began stroking, her endless chain of
orgasms, a plateau of ultimate pleasure until the stroking
increased and with a groan this unknown black lover deposited his
cum inside her, withdrawing, and quickly another black man taking
his place to repeat the pleasure. Amanda remembered losing track of
the number of men who fucked her, but never lost cognizance of the
pleasure of pulling the train..

 


***

 


Paul stopped questioning things she
could not remember. Everything she said seemed to bring up new
questions. Some she tried to answer, some she could not.

“Do you want me to make
something up and lie just so you think I’m telling you everything?”
Amanda asked.

“Of course not,” Paul
said.

“Honestly honey, I’ve told
you everything I remember.” Amanda thought she might try a new
tack. “Scoot over here,” she said, and Paul moved beside her on the
couch.

“Touch my pussy,” she said,
and he did.

“Am I wet?”

“Yes, very. You are
soaking.”

“I know,” Amanda said. “You
want to know why?”

“Absolutely. Does it have
something to do with my wife’s pussy taking black cock.”

“Indeed, it does,” Amanda
smile, raising her ass and spreading her legs to give him better
access to her wet pussy. “Do you like my pussy this
wet?”

“Love it,” Paul
said.

“You like me getting wet
thinking about black cock?”

“Yes,” he said, feeling his
wife’s hand seeking his cock and moaning in approval at the
rock-hard cock she found there. “I don’t fight the feeling
anymore,” Paul said. “I told you I thought it would be hot you
fucking someone else, and I didn’t expect it to happen the way it
did, but it did, and the more I think about it the hotter I get,
and the hotter I get the more I think about it.”

“Are you saying that the
thought of your wife getting more black cock excites
you?”

“Yes.”

“And you you’ve accept that
I have a black husband, with certain sexual obligations to him, in
addition to being your wife?”

“I’ve said as
much.”

“You know I’ve told you
everything I can remember about my time in Africa, and you want
even more. How about if I had more to tell? Would you be good with
me having more details about me fucking my black
husband?”

“What?”

“Xmambe called,” she said,
her pulse quickening as the words crossed her lips. “He’s coming to
Virginia for a week,” she said. Amanda felt the twitch in Paul’s
cock. She didn’t slow down her narrative, giving his hard cock a
squeeze. “He has two days of work and meetings,” she said,
realizing she was gasping as she told her husband, “And he wants me
there on the third day until he leaves.”

Amanda moved over her husband, her
mouth at his ear, mouth, “He’ll be fucking me for four straight
days,” she said. “I’ll be his wife while I’m there. In all
ways.”

Amanda fumbled a little, positioning
Paul’s cock at her pussy but after getting the head in position and
rubbing the clear pre-cum over her clit, she moved it lower and
slid down on his cock in a single smooth motion, sighing as she
did. Paul’s cock felt good, but she was so wet she did not feel him
as tight as normal. There was nothing better for their sex together
as talking to Paul about a black cock inside her and getting a real
cock inside her at the same time.

“When?” Paul asked, a gasp
at the sensation of the hotwife rocking back and forth on his hard
cock.

“I leave day after
tomorrow,” she gushed. “So, get all of my pussy you want tonight
and tomorrow, for it goes to someone else for almost a week after
that.”

“I’m working on it,” Paul
said.

Amanda reached for his cock and finding
him rock hard gave a soft moan. “I think when it is all said and
done you get off on sharing your white wife with her black
husband.”

 


***

 


That night and the next were long
drawn-out fuck sessions, drinks in the hot tub, a lot of foreplay,
and Paul working hard to fuck his wife the best fuck he possibly
could, before sending her off to her black husband who she now says
gives her the best fucks of her life. “It is freeing,” she
explained. “All I have to do is please him sexually, that is all of
asked of me. No thinking beyond that. And it is exciting and
different to yield myself to his demands and will. He doesn’t ask,
he takes. That is so different to me—and so hot.”

On the night before she left their
pillow talk was filled with the anticipation of her upcoming trip
to Xmambe. They had already fucked once, cuddling, when Amanda said
softly, “What is going through your mind about my trip?”

“I’m wondering how I will
get along without you for four days. I’m used to having you around,
you know,” Paul said. “How about you?”

“I love you baby but my
thoughts are all filled with him, how good his black cock is going
to feel inside me, the excitement of being seen on this dark black
man’s arm in public, his white trophy wife—and everyone in the room
knowing that later that night his big black cock will be all the
way up inside me.”

Paul didn’t speak, the image vivid as
she described it. Amanda continued.

“Paul, I want you to tell me
to give myself to Xmambe.”

“What?”

“I want you all in—tell me
that you want me to go to Virginia and be another man’s wife for
four days, to give myself totally to him, as much as I give to you
for that time, in every way—except that at the end of four days I
am coming back to you.” Amanda took two deep breaths.

“I want to be able to let
myself go totally with him, without worrying about you and what you
are thinking.”

Paul’s thoughts were colliding inside
his head, aware only of the softness of her breast against his
chest and she took quicker breaths. Paul said what he knew she
needed to hear, even though as he said it he wondered if he might
have second thoughts later.

“Amanda, I want you to go to
your black husband and give yourself to him for four days. Do not
even think about me. Be his totally, his American white wife
without holding back, be as wild and crazy as you want,” Paul
said.

“Like a wife in love with
her husband? You know that could be dangerous for me—and
you.”

“The danger is a part of the
rush—and you knowing I trust you enough, and that our love is
strong enough, that no matter what you return to me.”

“Thank you for giving this
freedom. It is more a gift than I might have hoped, but always know
even if I tell him I love him, I love you more.”

“That’s what I’m counting
on. Do not forget that,” Paul said.

“I won’t, I promise,” she
said. “It’s only four days.”

Amanda took the day before her
departure for a pedicure and manicure, had her pussy waxed, her
hair cut, and all the other preening she could for her reunion with
Xmambe. She exhibited eager anticipation despite trying to hold
back in front of her husband. Paul said nothing.

At her request Paul did not watch her
pack, nor did he drive her to the airport. She took an airport
shuttle instead. She left early, before he woke, leaning over to
give him a kiss and a goodbye. As she leaned over her braless
breast, loose under the thin white top, brushed his arm.

“Love you,” he said. “Have a
good time.”

“Love you too,” Amanda said,
smiling, “And I think the good time is a given.” Even as she said
she felt a throb at her clit. Yes, she was so ready for some more
black cock. She smiled at herself. How many women could have a
white husband in the US and a black husband in Africa—at the same
time.

Amanda closed the front door and turned
to the Uber, the thought in her mind that the moment she closed
their door, she was not to be considered Paul’s wife but Xmambe’s,
until she returned through that same door, a door separating her
two lives, and her two lovers.

The door clicked shut and Amanda became
the white wife of the black President, Xmambe. She was eager to go
back to that role she had begun in Africa.


CHAPTER 4 - AMANDA’S WITH XMAMBE—TOM IS
HOME

 


Tom gave Paul a call the second night
of Amanda’s going to be with her black husband on his American
visit.

“I was surfing online the
other day and stumbled across something you will want to see,” Tom
said.

“What’s that?”

“You know my son is working
on his master’s in anthropology and came home the other day and
asked if it was Malieda we had sold the computers and doing support
for. I told him it was, and he said one of his professors was there
last year, doing anthropological research with one of the tribes,
filming, things like that.”

“OK.”

Tom laughed. “Well, my friend, my son
gave me the link to a video his professor shot, rituals for
advancement within the tribe. Seems they allowed him to film it,
and he was especially interested as this was the first time he had
witnessed a white woman involved in the ceremonies.”

“You’re joking?”

“Not at all. I’ll send you
the link, you lucky bastard.”

“Lucky?”

“Fuck man, it’s when Amanda
was with the President. Everything that happened in that village is
on film. It is her, clear as day. And it is hot. Damn.” Tom paused.
“Is she still saying…”

“You’re the wrong color Tom,
she’s said that. Guess I’m lucky I’m still getting some since I’m
white. Girl fell off the black edge for sure.” Tom had a fleeting
thought. Amanda had now fucked far more black men than white
now.

“Enjoy the link,” Tom said.
“I know I did. Just so you know it is a university advanced-degree
thing, so it is not on the internet or a porn site,” adding under
his breath, “but it is so hot it could be.”

Paul hung up the phone and looked down
at the text message from his wife at the hotel in Virginia. It was
a photo of Amanda, an African print wrap around her waist, ivory
bangles on her upper arm and a gold chain with what looked like a
lion’s tooth hanging perfectly between her bare breasts. The red
and yellow wood beads were positioned under her breasts as they
were as the symbol of her native marriage to Xmambe. She was
smiling.

“Goodnight love. Going
absolutely native in a few minutes, dressed for the
occasion.”

 


***

 


Paul followed the link Tom had
furnished. The video showed an aerial view shot from a drone of a
large African village alongside a brown river, the huts arranged in
a circle around a football field sized open central bare dirt area,
with log benches on the edges. The credits stated the film was
produced by the anthropological department of some college Tom had
never heard of, with a crawl stating these were annual rites in the
country of Malieda, for the Zanueba tribe, the ruling tribe of
Malieda.

There was no sound, but the opening
scene was of men at a long table inside a tent with candelabras,
wine, bone colored china, and a table heaped with varieties of
food.

The narrator described the scene as the
pre-ritual dinner, adapted from their earlier British rulers. The
men were all in Western formal attire. The attention of the men
turned to the entrance, where several women stood wearing blue and
black beads, topless, covered in a thin layer of red
clay.

Entering between this line were four
women, all with disheveled hair, also with a reddish dye applied to
their bodies, except the face and breasts were not dyed. These four
women all wore a strand of yellow beads and red beads, topless save
for the beads, the dye, and the waist covering. The first three
women were black, but in the rear was a striking contrast in the
white face and bare white boobs of the last
woman—Amanda.

Paul felt a sexual urge, shocked at how
sensual she looked, so open, unconcerned she was a different color
and half naked in the room of formally dressed black
men.

The narrator’s voice was
dubbed over the scene. “These are the
selected candidates for tonight’s ritual. What we did not
anticipate, and for the first time since we have been observing
these rites, one of the women is clearly white.”

As Paul watched, Amanda took a seat
beside Xmambe, leaning against him as he smiled approvingly. Again,
there was no live sound, instead the narrator explained this was
the only formal part of the evening, and the only thing resembling
modern times or traditions.

The film showed the three black women
escorted out by the tribal women, leaving Amanda. One by one the
men excused themselves to Xmambe, until it was only Xmambe and
Amanda. The film showed Amanda moving to the black ruler’s lap.
Sika came in and was translating.

For the first time in our
anthropological studies with this tribe, we are privileged to
witness a first, a white woman being initiated into the tribe. We
have not been told who she is, but she is sitting with the Maliedan
president, Xmambe Mali. The man beside them is translating, no
doubt explaining what is expected of her participation in the
upcoming ritual.

The narrator continued explaining that
the white woman was new to the traditions, and the rite was
explained to her, tonight was an old tradition of this large
extended family, in which is a coming-of-age ceremony for the young
men in the tribe. When a male turns 22 this ceremony is what makes
him eligible for being treated as an adult. It is also the ceremony
in which men 32 years old become eligible for higher office. In
these times that usually means a place of importance in the
President’s government.

Whatever was being said, Paul could see
Amanda listening, considering, concern crossing her face, and then
her expression telling him she was thinking. Finally, she nodded
and Xmambe smiled.

 


***

 


Amanda staggered a little as she stood,
and Sika steadied her and handed her a deep green drink, which Paul
had noticed she had already had several, as had the other three
women. Then men were not drinking the same drink.

The green tea is laced with
an extremely high proof liquor brewed by the shaman, available
exclusively to the upper strata of the tribe and special guests,
and of course candidates for tonight’s ceremony. It is quite
potent, almost hallucinogenic.

 


The camera followed Amanda,
where she was met by the older women who had conducted her earlier,
walking well behind her as she rounded the outer fence and
revealing four large bonfires in the four
fire pits, and no other light. There were 60 or 70 people seated
around the fire, all the women were red tinted, topless, with wraps
around the waist. The men had lost their formal wear and were in a
variety of brightly colored cloth in toga like
wrappings.

“The candidate is led to
the ceremonial fire and sacred stake. There is a separate fire and
post for each candidate. The candidate shows her acceptance of what
is to come by allowing her hands to be tied.”

Amanda was led to the pole and her
hands tied up over her head. A wide leather choker was laced around
her neck with a larger loop extending from it made of some kind of
sinew. Drums started.

An older black man in a strange tribal
mask approached the tied Amanda, motioned for her to open her mouth
and she did. The man raised a bamboo stick and blew some powder
into Amanda’s open mouth. She yanked against her binding, and a
strange smile crossed her face.

The Shaman administers the
ceremonial potion, a secret combination of herbs known only to he
and his apprentices. This white candidate has been given a special
tribal drink during dinner and now the special compound by the
village shaman. All the other candidates are being give the
same,” The narrator on the film
said.

The camera swept the compound revealing
three other women tied at stakes as Amanda was, all lit by the
bonfires. Paul sat transfixed, looking for the details in the dim
light and grainy resolution. The cameraman had the settings on the
camera set for low light.

The cameraman left Amanda and went to
each woman in turn, returning to Amanda, whose visage had changed.
The drinks and powder had taken effect. His wife’s eyes were wide,
a wild lustful look on her face, her back arched thrusting her
breasts forward, her nipples rock hard in arousal, rising and
falling with her deep breaths. Paul was shocked at the change. She
was rocking her pelvis back and forth, hanging on her restraints,
in rhythm to the pounding drums, radiating sensual
arousal.

The film revealed a procession of seven
men approaching from one of the huts, all wearing masks and loin
cloths. Paul thought the leader of the line was Xmambe. The man in
the carved mask danced up to Amanda, ran his hands down her front,
over her breasts, down her legs, tearing her cloth wrap away as he
did, leaving her naked in front of everyone.

“The leader of the
procession is in charge of the group. By revealing her to the tribe
he is offering her to them. The leader has the authority to do so.
Pay special attention to the fact that there is no clay coloring on
the woman’s breasts. This is symbolic of the custom of nursing
duties of the newborns are shared among all the lactating women in
the tribe, a type of bonding everyone even further together. With
no color on them the candidate is symbolically offering her breasts
to the tribe.”

Xmambe ran his finger up Amanda’s bare
pussy, parting her pussy lips, and then stepped aside. She was
dripping wet, and he coated his finger with her juices and held it
up in the firelight. The entire group murmured approval.

“Also symbolic and notable
is there is no dye or coloring on the woman’s lower abdomen or
genital area. Again, this is an indication that she is offering
that part of herself to the tribe, especially tonight when the men
in the rite symbolically represent the entire tribe.”

Xmambe took one of her bead strands and
lifted up her breast, his hand on the red strand of large wood
beads. He spoke to her and she looked into his eyes, pausing,
nodding, her lips forming the words that Paul could clearly see,
“Yes, Please,” she said.

Xmambe slid the red beads underneath
the breast he was holding so that the strand framed her left breast
except for the portion held in place under her boob, the thick bead
raising her breast slightly.

“Now this is another first,
the leader, by moving the red beads under her breast, is accepting
her as his wife. The entire tribe witnesses this moment. Wow,
amazing.”

Xmambe did the same on the other side,
arranging the yellow beads under her right breast.

“Apparently for this
ceremony, we are seeing something similar to the “okujepisa
omukazendu” of the Hinda tribe. Basically, it means the man who has
just married this white woman, is now offering her to the other men
in the que. This is quite the magnanimous gesture from the groom,
offering what is now his to be shared in the most intimate manner.
In much earlier times in addition to the manhood rite we are
filming here, it was traditional for the headman of the tribe to
offer his number one wife to be available for any men in the tribe
during the annual three-day ceremony, but it is our understanding
that was done away with in the 1920’s. Now we see maybe
not.”

Xmambe stepped to her side and called
out a name.

The next black man came up to her, some
kind of thick orange paint on one side of a wooden bowl in his
hand, white paint on the other side. He carefully smeared it over
her chest in a pattern, again leaving her breasts bare as well as
her lower abdomen in an arch over her pussy, accentuating her
nudity even more.

A third man poured warm
light brown oil over her.

The men were spinning and dancing to
the drums, glistening in oil on their ebony black skin, and they
all circled her and ran at her, stopping short, each of them
running their hands over her, feeling her, getting more forward and
intimate each time. When one of them men touched her clit, she
jumped and he began rubbing her clit in a small circle until she
was thrusting her lower body out to meet him, continuing until she
squirted in a long-sustained orgasm. After that the men that
followed each had thrust his fingers into her pussy and played with
her bare white breasts.

Amanda’s facial expression and body
movements seemed almost as if she was eager to continue.

“The candidate has been wed
and offered to the other men. It is an extreme insult for them not
to do as expected, and it is a vital part of their advancement in
the tribe hierarchy.”

The taller of the men untied Amanda’s
hands from over her head and retied them behind her back. He tied a
leather strap through the choker loop on her neck, and with her
hands tied led her out of the circle. As he did everyone stood and
began to clap in rhythm to the drums.

Paul’s eyes were locked on
the screen as Amanda was led to the edge of the firelight where
there was a large seat made from logs and covered in animal skins.
She was placed on the seat part of the bench on her knees with her
upper body leaning over the backrest, her ass jutting back toward
the circle. Her shoulders were cushioned, and her hands were retied
to her front, enabling her to prop her upper body on her
forearms.

Paul touched his cock, solid and erect.
Without a second thought scooted his chair back from the computer
and stripped naked from his waist down. This was the most erotic
thing he had ever seen.

“Now the preliminaries are
over for this candidate, what is required now is the sealing of the
deal, becoming intimate with her six attendants.”

One of the men poured more
warm oil over Amanda’s back, the camera close up showing the oil
running down her ass and over her pussy. Another of the men removed
his loin cloth and put a long uncircumcised cock up to her mouth, a
masked nameless black man with a hardening cock. Amanda eagerly
took it into her mouth and began to suck it as if was trying to
devour it. She was sucking his cock with his hand on the back of
her head, fucking her mouth.

A second man, his wrap
removed, was approached her ass jutted out from the bench, holding
his long hard uncut cock at the base, approaching and holding it
there at the opening of her pussy.

Two of the other men picked
up torches and brought them closer to illuminate Paul’s wife with a
cock in her mouth and one at the entrance to her pussy. As the
clapping got louder, and the man at her pussy rammed his cock all
the way inside her--so far and fast that it hurt and she groaned.
As the man in her pussy slammed into Amanda everyone there made one
loud final clap, and the clapping and the drums stopped silent
except for the sound of Amanda being fucked, her moaning in
pleasure, the slaps of their joining bodies, the grunts of the men
fucking her, and her uttering a muffled, occasional “Fuck me, “ in
English became louder and louder.

Amanda came, loudly. The
man inside her pussy was sweating and his body spasmed about the
same time, withdrawing from her pussy, some cum pouring from it,
but as quick another stepped up, entering her from behind. As she
felt a new cock enter her pussy was when she orgasmed a second
time.

The next black man in line came forward
for her to suck while the man she had been sucking took his next
place in line, stroking his cock to keep it hard. The men removed
their masks, and their loin clothes, and had oiled their bodies as
well, hard black cocks, and hard black bodies glistening and
glimmering in the firelight. Paul recognized Sika one of the six
men.

The camera moved and went to film
similar things happening to the three young black woman who had
been at the other fires. There were lines of men waiting to fuck
the other women, one or two at a time.

“Sex among the tribe is
considered one of the bonding essentials, as is the sharing of the
wives. While a husband may share a wife individually, this
three-day celebration is marked by the tradition of the wives
accepting the partners with which their husbands chose to share
them with. Nothing is said of this afterward, there are no
jealousies, it is considered a tribal courtesy.”

When the camera returned to Amanda, she
was clearly weaker, and Xmambe, now without his mask, untied her
and helped support her, leading her to a small hut with a large bed
of animal skins, again followed by the camera crew.

Amanda was still naked, and another
young black man joined her in the hut. Outside the hut the men who
had already fucked her lined up waiting for another round. The
young man was soon between Amanda’s open legs and inside her as she
lay back, her legs in the air, bouncing in rhythm to the pounding
she was taking.

The saplings that made the walls were
open, up to an inch apart, so every sound was heard, from the
slapping of their balls against her pussy to every little whimper
of pleasure. The camera caught it all, the movement of the two
coupling people silhouetted against the bonfire on the other side
of the hut.

“The new wife of the
President clearly is enjoying the celebration.”

Amanda was shoving her pelvis up to
meet the men’s bodies as they fucked her, fucking loud, begging for
more, insatiable. Xmambe loomed over her, watching, encouraging,
although he looked like an African tribesman rather than a
President of an African nation.

The cameraman again wandered around the
village, showing similar scenes with the other three women, before
returning to Amanda’s hut, pausing at the open door, where Xmambe
was reclaiming his new wife he so recently shared.

Xmambe rocked her up on her back with
his knees under her shoulders. “Hold my cum inside you,” he said in
English, very clear on the video. He held her like that, finally
letting her down and walking out the door. A young man resembling
Xmambe, obviously his son, was next, and he took his
turn.

“It is clear the night is
not over for the new bride. This ages old tradition heralds back to
the time when it was vital for the tribe to work as a single unit.
This rite often resulted in impregnation for the woman, without the
knowledge of the actual father—because the tribe itself was the
father. During this annual celebration it is still traditional that
the husbands typically share their wives with the other members of
the tribe. We thank the tribe for allowing us to record this
traditional rite. We will leave the celebration here. We expect the
scene will be repeated with other male members of the tribe
tonight, but when the morning comes the four candidates, including
this pretty white woman will awaken to her new husband and join the
other members of her new extended family.”

 



CHAPTER 5 - WITH XMAMBE AGAIN

 


Amanda was in the suite in Virginia
awaiting Xmambe’s arrival. After refreshing her make-up and hanging
up her clothes. She unfolded the traditional wrap she had worn
around her waist during her time in Africa but glancing in the
mirror opted not to wear it. She added the necklaces with the large
wood ornaments that dipped below each breast and the ivory bangles,
including ones that were hinged and snapped around her biceps, a
gift from Xmambe on her last day, and the lion’s tooth on a long
chain that hung between her breasts.

Amanda would meet him wearing only his
gifts to her—and the tattoo Xmambe had given her.

Amanda heard talking at the door, and
hear Xmambe tell Sika, “I will contact you in the morning—I’ve
waited long enough to fuck my white woman again.”

When she heard the door shut, she
stepped into view from the bedroom, watching his eyes lock on to
her bare white breasts, then lower, to her flat belly and waxed
pussy.

He saw her and smiled. “I’ve waited
long enough to give myself to black husband,” she said in his
native language. Unknown to Paul or anyone else, she had been
studying online, learning as much of his Xmambe’s language as she
could. She had discovered she had a knack for foreign languages and
had picked up a surprising amount of the language. Xmambe was
pleased.

“You’ve learned my
language,” he said in the same tongue.

“Some,” Amanda said,
returning to English. “I’d rather talk direct than someone else.
Sometimes I want to be able to speak directly to you, and maybe say
something I do not want anyone else to hear.”

“And what would you like to
say directly to me?”

“I’ve already said it,” she
smiled. “I’ve waited long enough to fuck my black man, my black
husband.”

“Then do it,” Xmambe
said.

Xmambe moved closer and Amanda dropped
to her knees, her hands seeking his buckle, unzipping his pants,
and diving her hand inside his pants, seeking the large uncut black
cock she knew was hardening in anticipation. His pants fell and her
cock sprang out, eye level with Amanda.

She enveloped his cock with her mouth,
her other hand dripping instinctively between her legs, touching
the dripping moisture at the engorged labia she found there. She
was so ready for this. She felt her black lover’s hand on the back
of her head, pulling her harder on to his thick cock. She let it go
to the back of her throat, concentrating on relaxing her gag
reflex, pressing her head on his cock and felt it slide into her
throat. Xmambe released the pressure on the back of her head and
moaned.

Amanda moved her head side to side, his
cock still lodged in her throat before backing off with a cough and
a gasp, taking long breaths before repeating the process. Xmambe
placed his hands around her wrists and lifted her up, tossing her
back on the bed, the movement loosening her wrap around her waist.
She moved it out of the way, opening her body to the black man who
was stripping off the rest of his clothing.

Xmambe’s eyes were riveted on her
smooth pussy, and Amanda ran a fingertip up her labia, parting
them, her thick clear juices glistening. With two fingers she
parted her pussy to him, inviting him in. No words needed to be
said. The large black man took the two steps to her, tugging her to
the edge of the bed by her ankles and moved between her open
thighs, his left hand on the base of his thick hard cock, moving
the tip of his cock up and down her slit, coating the head of his
thick black cock with her pussy juices.

“Fuck me,” Amanda urged.
“Your white wife’s pussy yearns for your black cock,” and Xmambe
moved forward. Amanda closed her eyes and concentrated her mind and
body to the sensation of his cock stretching her pussy, the
excitement of feeling that big black cock inside her belly, deep
with her.

Amanda saw colors of red, blue, and
yellow as she felt the black man’s cock stretching her as he urged
his cock into her again. Maybe it was the anticipation and build-up
but she orgasmed almost immediately, closing her eyes and opening
them to see Xmambe’s smiling black face.

“I love how you like my
black cock,” he said.

“I love how I love your
black cock too,” Amanda gushed. “Fuck my white pussy, it’s yours,
all yours.”

Xmambe plunged into her again, harder,
picking up a hard rhythm that bounced her breasts wildly with each
thrust, up down her face and down toward her belly, back and forth,
so extreme that it hurt and Amanda put her hands on her breasts to
steady them, at the same time pulling on her nipples with her
fingertips, adding to the heightened sensations of their mating.
She was whimpering in pleasure, lost in the passion of her black
husband slamming her pussy.

Amanda closed her eyes again, opening
them as she looked into his eyes. “Cum in me. I want to feel your
cum inside me.”

She felt his cock throb inside her when
said that, not knowing where the words came from, but clear in her
mind as she did.

The admission spurred Xmambe to pump
her faster, urgent to release is cum inside this eager open woman
with her legs wrapped around his waist as he pummeled her. He felt
his cum rising and the wave of release sweep over him, spewing his
seed in a massive outpouring inside his woman’s pussy.

Xmambe held her up, her knees to her
chest, his cock almost in her vertically, pulling out, letting
gravity pull his cum deeper inside her before releasing her legs
and rolling to the side, his cum now coming out of her in a thick
stream.

They were both sweating and gasping for
breath, their hands interlocked.

“Damn, that was magic,”
Amanda said.

“Good, very good,” Xmambe
agreed. Taking the back of his hand he rubbed it over her lower
abdomen. The move was not lost on Amanda, especially considering
her womb was now coated with his cum—and her request.

“You know I have a white
husband, I married him first, and my first obligations are to him,
that is what that means in America,” Amanda said.

Xmambe did not answer for a long time
before he said, “Yes. I understand.” Amanda wondered if he really
did. She rolled to him, nestling under his arm, dozing, opening her
eyes to see his cock, still large but flaccid resting on his belly.
She reached out and began to stroke it into hardness, smiling as
she felt his cock growing and hardening.

Moving close to his ear she whispered
to him in his own language, “Would you like cum inside your woman
again, my husband.”

In seconds Xmambe was again balls deep
inside his white wife’s pussy, ready to nut a second load into her
belly.

 



CHAPTER 6

 


Paul did not know what to expect in the
video when he first turned it on, but it was overall the way Amanda
had described the rites—to a point. He understood she had been
drinking and was drugged by the shaman. She was not responsible for
what she said or did in that state, even accepting the marriage
with Xmambe, but she had made no effort to object once she was
sober.

There was much in what was recorded
that he did not expect. Her lustful enthusiasm was shocking. He had
never seen his wife look so wanton. And her arousal was evident and
clear, the more men who touched her, the hotter she became, she was
yearning for it, thrusting her pelvis forward to impale herself on
the men’s probing fingers, one after the other, shamelessly, in the
center of the ceremonial grounds.

Paul had never watched Amanda get
fucked before. As he rewound the video and watched his wife’s
reaction, he could see something click inside her mind. She had
accepted within herself she should let go and release her lustful
desires—and despite what she had told him, until he had seen it
happen, he did not understand that his wife was now hooked on black
cock. Paul could see it in her changed expression as she yielded to
the desire. He shook his head.

At this very moment, his wife was now
in Virginia in a hotel with her “black husband” likely getting her
pussy stretched and crammed with more of his black cock.

The first time she had gone black had
changed her—he wondered once she returned how much further she
would be changed. He knew it had been his fantasy for her to fuck
someone else for years, now he had his wish. The worry in his mind
was if not it was more her wish than his.


CHAPTER 7

 


Amanda looked at the long shimmering
silver evening gown and as she held it up, she realized it dipped
in a deep “V” in the front and back, exposing a daring amount of
flesh. She noticed a round hole on one side, the edges embroidered
in green and red threads. Curious, she pulled the dress over her
head, smoothed it down, and stepped to the mirror. The reason for
the hole became clear. The hole exposed her sideboob, a part of
pale flesh covered by even the skimpiest swimsuit, but now the
opening in the dress’s cup perfect framing Xmambe’s presidential
seal tattooed there.

Clearly, he intended to display to the
world that this beautiful white woman, despite being American and
married to someone else, tonight she was Xmambe’s, as his mark she
bore on her breast attested.

Amanda was left alone for the next
morning while Xmambe had a brief meeting. While she did, she opened
her phone, texted her husband things were going well and not to
worry, and then went to google, and not understanding why searched
images of cute black and biracial babies.

“There’s nothing cuter than
a black baby,” Amanda said aloud.

 


***

 


Amanda was sleepy on her last day with
Xmambe, he had fucked her one last time in the morning and said his
goodbyes, anticipating her joining him for the annual rites when
they came around.

At dinner the night before they had sat
in an elegant restaurant and consumed two bottles of expensive
wine. As usual their table was in a quiet corner, out of the
mainstream movement of guests. Every time Amanda looked at Xmambe
he was staring at her, eying the open cleavage of her low cut
dress.

“Don’t stare,” Amanda
said.

“You are my wife, even if
not so in America. I love your beautiful tits. I will stare, I
enjoy staring. I cannot wait until we are back to the room and
there is nothing concealing them from my view. I will stare then
too,” Xmambe said. Amanda smiled at the compliment,
relenting.

“Stare to your heart’s
content.” Amanda moved her hand inside the top as if to shift the
position of her breast, quickly sliding the material to the side to
flash her nipple to him. “For you,” she said, recovering herself.
“I like doing things for you that you enjoy,” Amanda
said.

“It pleases me that you do,”
Amanda said, reaching for his hand. “I am going to miss your big
black cock too.”

“That reminds me,” Xmambe
said. “I do have a parting gift for you.”

“Oh goody, I love gifts,”
Amanda said giddily. Xmambe handed her a gift-wrapped
box.

“You may want to only open
the lid and view it rather than remove what is inside from the box
here,” he said.

Amanda carefully unwrapped it, pulling
the tape free holding the lid, opening one side, moving the white
tissue aside.

“Oh wow,” she said, staring
into the box. “It’s, It’s,” she was stammering.

“Something to remind you of
me until you join me in Africa,” Xmambe said. “And to keep you
pussy ready for me.”

Amanda was staring at a huge lifelike
rubber cock.

“It is molded directly from
my erect member that you seem to enjoy so much,” he
explained.

“Oh my,” Amanda said, “It
does look like—and it is this big, oh baby this is perfect,” she
smiled. How did you…”

“I am the President of my
country, I get anything I want,” he smiled. “Thank you for this,”
Amanda smiled. “And I will use it and every time I do, I will think
of you.” She paused, her face changing into a more serious
expression. “I’m sorry, I didn’t get anything for you.”

There was no need to,” Xmambe said,
again staring at her cleavage. Amanda took the hint and flashed her
nipple to him again, smiling.

“Thank you.” She
said.

“Well there is one thing
that I would like,” Xmambe said, motioning to the waiter for the
check.

 



CHAPTER 8 - AMANDA COMES HOME

 


When Amanda returned from
her time in Virginia with Xmambe she arrived while Paul was at
work. When he came home he found a note on the kitchen
table. “I have not had much sleep—I love
you and beg you to please let me sleep until I wake up and I know
you want to hear about everything but it will be better if you wait
until I am awake enough to remember. Love you.”

Paul was quiet, became sleepy and fell
asleep on the couch until moving to their bed at 1 a.m. Amanda had
not stirred. When he woke she was still asleep and he quietly
exited the bedroom and went downstairs to the kitchen. He was
surprised she had slept this much, but it mattered little. He had
taken the day off to celebrate her return and hopefully receive a
detailed debriefing and account of her sexual escapades. Paul made
coffee and was sipping on his second cup when he heard the shower.
He added two pieces of bread to the toaster, opened some jam, set
that on the table as he heard Amanda coming down the
stairs.

Amanda seemed startled when she saw him
in the kitchen. She was in a loosely tied robe and her hair was
wet, flat against her head.

“Oh, I didn’t know you were
home,” she said. “I was coming in for coffee.” Paul poured her a
cup and handed it to her.

“I took the day off to be
with you.”

“That was very nice,” she
said. “I love you.” She moved closer and gave him a quick
toothpaste flavored kiss.

“I love you too. You know
what I expect. How do you want to start.” Paul asked.

Amanda gave him a strange smile for
which he could not determine the reason, but she seemed to snug the
robe around her tighter, stammering as if struggling for words.
“Uh, well, I don’t know how you are going to take this…”

Paul felt his stomach tighten and was
dizzy, not knowing exactly why, but he knew now he would be
shocked, and she was giving him time to brace himself.

“What? Another
tat?”

“No, not that,” Amanda
smiled.

“Xmambe gave me a gift, and
I told him I did not have one for him, and he did ask something of
me that I felt obligated—no that’s not right—he asked me to do
something for him and I was glad to be able to do it.”

“What?”

“This.” Amanda opened her
robe, displaying her nude body, dark red hickeys were on her
breasts, but otherwise her body was the same as it had been when
she had left him a few days earlier. Not more tats. Except now on
the tips of her breasts there was a gold bar with what looked like
diamonds on each end running through each nipple. Paul didn’t
speak.

Amanda could not read his reaction.
“Xmambe says he likes pierced nipples,” she said, as if that
explained everything. He knew a piercer, and…” Amanda looked down,
“those are read diamonds on the ends of the bars.”

Paul remained silent. “Damnit, say
something,” Amanda prompted.

“They’re hot,” Paul
said.

“I can take them out when I
return from Africa,” she said, “but I should probably leave them in
until I get back from there.”

“No, I think they are
erotic,” Paul said. “I like them. I might have suggested it myself
a long time ago, but I never dreamed you would do it.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t keep
any more of these fantasies of your in,” Amanda smiled, “Or Xmambe
might beat you to it.”

“I think you’re right,” Paul
said as Amanda moved close for a kiss. He reached for her breast,
and she stopped him. “Easy, they’re still tender,” she said, before
releasing his wrist.

Later after Paul had reclaimed his
wife’s pussy, he realized that she had not lied when she left. He
could tell her pussy had been stretched, and she admitted Xmambe
had fucked her in the limo on the way to the airport. She also
explained the piercings.

“Xmambe said he does not
expect me to wear a wedding ring for him, as it is not his county’s
custom,” she said. “But he did want me to wear a different ring for
him, through my nipples. I agreed. The bars are only in until they
heal, and I will be switching to rings by the time I go to
Africa.”

“When are you going to
Africa?” Paul asked.

“You know when, we talked
about it. On the anniversary of the deal we made last year.” Paul
had not realized how soon that one-year anniversary was
approaching.

While Amanda was not drugged or drunk
this time, she was able to recount in detail how Xmambe had fucked
her, the positions, the thrusts, the hickeys on her breasts he had
sent her home with, how Xmambe has fingered her ass as he had cum
inside her.

Amanda narrated each instance as they
would fuck, spurring both her and Paul to deeper harder orgasms and
higher arousal.

Amanda confessed she had done as Paul
had asked, and totally given herself to Xmambe while she was there.
“I got lost in being his wife for a few days,” she said, adding,
“But I came home to my real husband.”

Paul wanted to fuck her thoughts of
Xmambe away, even as she was describing fucking her black
lover/husband, even knowing that the reality of what was happening
was by far the most erotic thing either of them had ever
known.

Knowing he was in a competitive
situation prompted Paul forto put even more effort in attending to
his wife’s sexual desires and pleasures.

Amanda knew she was reaping the
benefits of two men vying for their spot as the primary man in her
life—although she had firmly placed each in their own individual
spot. They were both important to her now, but neither was primary,
except maybe leaning a bit toward Paul because that was her real
everyday life in so many ways other than sex.

When it came to sex—well there was no
question Xmambe and the variety of black men he shared her with put
him in first place with sexual pleasure and intensity. She could
not admit that to Paul, but for her fucking black men was on an
entirely new level of excitement and pleasure.

Paul’s only pushback was a short
conversation with both of them sober, talking about their
unconventional life now.

“My primary concern is
Xmambe seems to always be pushing for a little more of you,” Paul
said.

Amanda seemed unconcerned and answered,
“Well he is paying millions for the privilege. He should expect a
little of me in exchange, don’t you think?”

“Not at my expense,” Paul
said.

“Nothing I do with him is at
your expense, except my absence while I am with him. I hold nothing
back from you, do I?”

“No.”

“If what I have with Xmambe
takes nothing from you, and puts millions in our bank account, what
is the real concern here?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I’m
jealous that you enjoy such intimacy with someone else, it is not
what I am used to you know,” Paul said.

“I know, baby,” Amanda said,
“but you say that and at the same time I have never seen you as
turned on as you get when we talk about me being with Xmambe and I
tell you the details.”

“I didn’t say I understand
it all,” Paul said.

“Neither do I,” Amanda
replied. “I love you. Nothing will get in the way of that. I guess
you’ll just have to trust me for the rest of it.” Paul nodded, and
Amanda threw in, for the effect, “And not be too threatened if I
give Xmambe a little more of me as we progress. After all he is my
husband in a lot of ways except not legally recognized in the
US.”

“Gee thanks,” Paul said with
sarcasm. “Now I feel a whole lot better knowing you officially
consider him another husband.”

Amanda stood a walked over to the couch
where her husband sat, reaching for the elastic waist of his longue
pants. “I have something in mind that might turn your worries into
eroticism,” she said, tugging them down and pulling is cock into
view, enveloping his cock with her mouth, moving her head up and
down on his cock, pulling off and looking up at her husband. “I
haven’t told you about Xmambe’s gift to me. Come upstairs and let
me demonstrate.”

As Paul watched his wife proudly
display the replica of her black husband’s cock, she stripped, lay
back on the bed with her legs spread, coating the black rubber cock
with lube and easily slid the massive cock into her pussy. Paul
could not believe she had taken something that big inside her pussy
as easily as she did. Amanda could read it on his face.

“Xmambe stretches me pretty
good,” she said. “He said this will keep me from being too tight
when I see him again.” Amanda gasped as she said it, urging Paul by
guiding his hand to the dildo.

“Fuck me with this big black
cock,” she said. Paul took over as Amanda’s hands went to her
breasts, squeezing them from underneath, winching in pain when she
accidently brushed her pierced nipple but it did not break the
rhythm. Her eyes were closed and she bucking her body against the
dildo, panting, a soft crescendo of “Yes, yes, yes,” getting louder
as she strung the word as she came, collapsing on the bed and
pushing Paul’s wrist away, withdrawing the cock from her
pussy.

Panting she smiled at him. “Your
turn.”

As Paul slid inside her soaked pussy
she whispered. “Can you feel me?”

“You feel great,” he
said.

“Too stretched?”

“Not at all,” he said.
“Tightness has nothing to do with it.”

“Good,” Amanda
said.

 



CHAPTER 9

 


For the next few months life was back
to normal for Paul and Amanda, football parties with friends in
which the men screamed at the TV and the women drank wine in the
dining room, nothing out of the ordinary or sexual. Xmambe was not
a topic of conversation, mentioned only in passing, although the
nipple piercing at the request of her black husband being a
constant reminder.

While they would occasionally utilize
the replica of Xmambe’s cock as part of their sex play, Amanda did
not tell Paul that two or three times a week when Paul was not
around she was fucking herself with the big black realistic dildo,
and as she had promised Xmambe, imagining it was Xmambe’s real cock
inside her.

The taken-from-life rubber cock did
look and feel like Xmambe’s cock, it could not replace how Xmambe
pumped her with his real cock, or how his hands were touching her
as they fuck, or him kissing her with his cock deep inside her. She
did yearn for that, but the rubber cock would have to do until she
could have the real thing again.

Amanda’s nipples healed, she switched
to rings, but was careful not to wear revealing clothing around
their friendsfriends so that anyone would notice her piercings, as
they would be shocked that this conservative quiet wife they knew
would be doing anything so bold.

Toward the end of February the time was
fast approaching of the anniversary of their signing the computer
deal, and her anticipated return to Africa and her black husband,
Xmambe. For Amanda it was one of several anniversaries--she marked
the date as weekend Amanda lost her black cherry to Xmambe—and when
she first discovered the pleasures of black cock, and the
anniversary of becoming a black man’s wife.

Paul knew how his wife thought and
recognized the futility of asking her not to go. She was eagerly
anticipating the trip, rechecking dates on her medical vaccines,
double checking her passport. Normally she might have been shopping
for something new to wear, but going to Madelia she knew there was
no need. Xmambe preferred her nude or traditional costumes that he
provided.

Amanda sensed his reservations. This
would be the longest they had been apart since they were married.
“Don’t fret so,” she said. “It’s only a few days, and most of that
is travel. I’ll be back before you even miss me.”

Paul had some misgivings as he watched
the news of the growing number of covid cases in the US, but the
virus’ dangers were still only talk and speculation, despite more
cases were being reported.

The night before Amanda left he enjoyed
was long and languorous sex, cuddling, lovemaking, intimate
whispers and reassurance and pledges of love and devotion before
she left for the 10-day trip where she would be another man’s woman
for that entire time.

Paul was still not 100% on board with
this whole concept. He was a little threatened and fearful when he
witnessed how eager Amanda was. His wife was his, and supposed to
be his alone, but when he weighedweighed up the financial risks if
she didn’t go, he knew businesswise he could not object.

On the personal level, the sharing of
his wife with another man, the reality had been so different than
his long-time fantasy. Still what had happened a year ago was the
realization of his fantasy—and Amanda’s. It was hell and heaven
simultaneously. He had to warp his mind to accept these twists and
turns as erotic, his wife also being the wife of a black
African.

In the end Paul overcome his misgivings
because of Amanda’s enthusiasm. As the departure date approached,
she kept remarking to herself, often within Paul’s hearing, “I
can’t believe I am doing this—this is the hottest thing imaginable
in the entire world.”

For the departure she dressed demurely,
a loose cotton dress, comfortable shoes, everything she might need
in a single suitcase and carry on. Paul watched her pack, noting
the new thongs and lacy panties, and the absence of any bras in her
baggage.

With shoulders back, nipples prominent
and proudly displaying the ring piercings, her breasts were softy
jigging with each step, to the delight of several men who noticed.
Amanda was making no move to lessen the display of her piercings.
She was not crossing her arms or wearing a sweater, but with
shoulders back and smiling, enjoying the attention she was
receiving. Paul kissed her goodbye at the security gate, watching
as she smiled goodbye with a wave.

He followed her flight on his tablet
and watched the news about the growing covid threat. He noticed on
the map that there were few cases in Africa. The thought crossed
his mind Amanda might be safer there than staying home.


CHAPTER 10

 


Over the next few days covid became
more of an issue, and the news soon reported that Covid-19 was to
be considered a pandemic.

Paul had suspected as early as January
something was wrong when he noticed the airline passengers on the
news stepping out of the jetway on their return to the US from
China, and as they approached there were people there in hazmat
suits taking their temperature.

“Why are they in hazmat
suits?” Paul screamed at the TV, but the TV didn’t answer. He saw
all he needed to see. The next morning was Saturday and as Amanda
said it was much ado over nothing, she did not object as Paul
reviewed prepper sites, made lists, and by that night he was $3000
poorer and stocked with enough food and other supplies to hunker
down inside his home isolating for at least three months. But no
one seemed concerned—yet. Certainly no one was panicked enough to
give cause for Amanda to postpone her trip.

His office work could be done remotely,
and just in case he got that arranged should the need arise, even
buying an extra laptop and router should either one of those go
down. The news reports became more serious about covid risk after
Amanda’s departure.

Paul played it safe. He started
spraying the mail with disinfectant as he wore a mask and gloves
when it arrived, and he did everything to remain safe that the
websites and the officials on TV were saying.


CHAPTER 11

 


On the third day after Amanda’s arrival
in Africa, Xmambe had already left for his day’s work. Amanda was
in bed, still nude, her mind going back to the raucous fucking of
the night before, the soreness of her stretched pussy that she knew
would ease in the coming days as his big cock stretched her pussy
on a regular basis.

Amanda heard a movement at the door and
sat up, instinctively pulling the sheet over her nakedness. It was
Sika. He had seen her naked before, andbefore and had enjoyed the
pleasures of her body.

“You scared me,” she said,
releasing the sheet to let it fall, exposing her breasts. She
assumed if Sika was here, it was because Xmambe had offered her to
him. It was not an unwelcome thought. The times she had enjoyed
Sika’s black cock imbedded in her body in the past had been
pleasurable and almost on par with Xmambe.

“Why are you here,” she said
giving a coy smile that faded when he explained.

“Bad news, I am afraid,” he
said. “We learned this morning. The US is banning anyone from here
coming into the US due to the outbreak of some virus, Covid-19 or
something. It looks like you might be with us longer than a week. I
thought you would like to let your family back home
know.”

“You are joking.”

Sika shook his head no. “Unfortunately
true,” he said.

“No way home?”

“Not at the present. It is
not our rules,” Sika said. Sika pointed to the phone. “That will
connect to our overseas connections, or through your internet with
your phone.” Sika left without acknowledging the white woman in the
bed had exposed her breasts to him—but the again that was nothing
new here, every woman in traditional dress was topless. Still, for
a white woman, it was worth noting she had not covered herself to
him, he smiled to himself.

Amanda dialed Paul, forgetting about
the time difference. Still, he answered, sleepy, still in bed, hair
mussed from the straps of the cpap machine he used for his sleep
apnea. He peered at the screen.

“Hey baby, everything all
right?” he asked. “Figure something is wrong to hear from you this
time of night. Are you alright? Everything OK?”

“I’m good my love, but Sika
tells me I might have some trouble getting back in the
US?”

“Yeah, saw it on the news
last night. We’re moving toward a more or less a shutdown at the
moment. People are dying from this virus here. It’s scary. I don’t
think it has hit where you are yet,” Paul said. “I am going to look
more into the details today, once I get up.”

“OK,” Amanda said. “But what
if I can’t get back immediately? What am I going to do?”

“Not a lot either of us can
do,” Paul said. “At least you are where you are being taken care of
well, food, roof over your head, friends around you,” Paul paused,
a half-smile on his face. “Well, your black husband will have to
really be a black husband for a while, it sounds like.”

Under his breath Paul added, “He’s
getting all the benefits from you already.”

“It’s just I do not like
knowing when I can come back,” Amanda whined.

“I’ve got things here
covered,” Paul said, “Enjoy yourself.”

“You know I will,” Amanda
smiled. “Good night, go back to sleep.”

“I’ll try,” Paul said. “Love
you.”

“Love you too,” she
answered, and the screen went quiet. Amanda surfed some US news
sites for details about Covid, the shutdown, and the more she read
the more she realized she did not know when she would be returning
home.

 


***

 


Xmambe and Sika were talking when
Amanda entered the living area. Lunch was on the table, and two of
the servers, topless in traditional dress, younger than usual, were
bringing food. Amanda was topless as well, and still a little
self-conscious as she felt her breasts bouncing with each step, the
gold rings catching the morning sunlight. Neither man seemed to
take extra notice, although both did smile when they saw her
approach. She sat down and a drink and a plate placed in front of
her.

“Oh, Kahaba, we were
discussing our next move with the covid problem,” Xmambe explained
in his own language. Amanda understood some of it and nodded. He
had not called her Kahaba before.

“We think that for
everyone’s safety that we are going to the kraal, it is the most
remote place we could be, and likely the safest.” Amanda didn’t
speak. “That means you will be out of communication with the West
for an indeterminate amount of time,” Sika said. “We have a
satellite uplink, but it will only be for state business and to
monitor the covid issue. We have gone to great lengths to keep the
kraal primitive, and we have accomplished it on one hand, which
will provide us additional safety, but it is something of a curse
too, as the expense of maintaining a link to the outside world
almost makes it prohibitive.”

“I understand,” Amanda said,
wondering if Paul back in the US would.

 


***

 


When Paul saw an ambulance take away
the neighbor who had just returned from a California trip on a
gurney, he knew he would become a hermit until it was safe. He
wished Amanda was here, but he had received her call explaining she
would have to stay longer in Africa now that the U. S. was
restricting travel.

At least Amanda was apparently safe in
some tribal location.


CHAPTER 12

 


Paul was back in the office the start
of the second week with Amanda away when Tom entered with a young
black man, both wearing thick white N95 masks. The young man was
extremely black, in an expensive suit and greeting him with a
clipped British accent. “This is Mele,” Tom said, his voice muffled
by the mask. “The President sent him with the signed contract for
the coming year’s maintenance agreement and we are to train him
over the next three weeks to be our liaison in Malieda. Good
timing, since he can’t get home until the travel ban lifts anyway.
Sika has been promoted to a top minister position. Since you’ll be
working with Mele primarily, I thought you would like to join us
for dinner.” He saw the shocked look on Paul’s face.

“Don’t worry. This
restaurant is closed to the public now, the owner is opening just
for this dinner, and neither I nor Mele have been
exposed.”

“Better than eating alone,”
Paul said. “I’d enjoy going.”

At dinner the conversation was light,
world events, computers and emerging technologies, how that might
impact Malieda’s educational programs. Tom received a call and
interrupted. “Sorry, gentlemen, but my wife’s been in a bumper
banger—no one hurt, thankfully, but the guy that hit her is a
little belligerent and my wife wants me there. Paul, can you get
Mele back to his hotel?”

“Glad to,” Paul said,
grinning, “Does that mean we can keep drinking on the company
tab?”

“Anything you like,” Tom
said. “Keep our guest happy.” Tom walked out as Paul motioned for
the waiter.

“What do you have in high
end Scotch or bourbon?” Paul asked.

“Van Winkle Family Reserve
and Highland Park,” he answered.

“One of each for my friend
and I,” Paul said.

“Nice choice,” Mele said.
“Thank you for being so nice.”

“No problem,” Paul said.
“Let’s forget about business. How is it you have this job for your
country?”

Mele laughed. “The government paid for
my Oxford education, and part of the agreement is I must spend
10-15 years in government service in exchange. I enjoy it, may make
a career of it.” He paused, “And the fact that my uncle is Xmambe
Mali, the President, doesn’t hurt.”

“I understand,” Paul said,
recalling the video he had watched of the various men who had
fucked his wife, and wondering if Mele might be one of those. He
didn’t think it appropriate to bring it up.

They consumed more of their expensive
drinks and ordered another round.

“Are you married,
Mele?”

“Two wives,” he smiled
proudly, “And four children. One wife is carrying my fifth. I am
working on the other one.” He caught Paul’s expression. “We set
great stock in our country on our men expressing their virility by
their number of offspring.”

“Only two wives then?” Paul
asked.

“For now,” Mele said. “Wives
are expensive. I will have one or two more as I become more
advanced in my career.”

Paul laughed, “For sure they are
expensive.”

“How many wives may you have
in your country,” Paul asked.

“Four is the customary
maximum, but some have five or six. My uncle for instance, he has
five in Malieda, and one white wife he obtained last year, but she
is not there all the time. He sees her when he comes to the US, and
she was to arrive for a visit and our annual fertility festival the
day I left. I am sorry that I missed her.”

“Why is that?” Paul asked,
playing dumb.

“Because she is an
incredible, uh, how do you say it, sex. She is incredible at sex.
What’s the word? Enthusiastic, that’s it.”

“And you would
know?”

“I would, I am within my
uncle’s inner circle. He shared her with me last year. She was my
first white woman. Sharing is a custom in my country, especially
around time for festival.” Paul had picked up on the word fertility
festival.

“So, is this festival the
same thing that was happening when we signed the deal last year?”
Paul asked.

“Oh no. That was an annual
celebration. Every fifth year is our fertility rites. It is a time
when offerings are offered up, every woman in our tribe hopes to
become with child.” For some unexplained Paul shuddered at the
words. Did Amanda know the subject of this festival?


CHAPTER 13

 


Paul was surprisingly understanding in
the days that followed that he was out of touch with is wife,
actively thousands of miles away living the role of another man’s
wife, the black leader of an African country. His imagination was
driving him crazy, wondering what might be happening to her. Was
Xmambe sharing her like before? Was she going deeper into her
enjoyment? He had no way to know.

“The important thing is you
stay safe,” he said in their last phone conversation. “I’d rather
be isolated with you here, you know that, but you are probably
safer there. I’m having my groceries delivered straight to the car,
wiping down the packaging when it comes in, wearing a mask and
gloves every time I poke my head outside the door. It is crazy
here. I’m glad you are missing this. I’m lucky in that I can work
from home.”

“I will get back in touch
the minute it is possible,” she said.

“I know you will, baby. I
will feel better knowing you are safe. You are OK, aren’t
you?”

“I’m great. I’m being
pampered and well taken care of. Everything I want is at my
fingertips or by asking—except you,” she said. “You know what I
mean,” not knowing who might be listening.

“Well, I am sure my stand-in
is fulfilling all of his marital obligations,” Paul said, trying to
add some humor to the conversation—and failing.

“That and more,” Amanda
said, adding, “They say our primary communications would be
letters, posted every two weeks, so start writing and I will too.
Goodbye my love, I hope I can talk to you soon. Stay
safe,”

“Until then,” Paul said.
“I’m gearing up to isolate and work from home, Tom says.” He turned
off the phone. “Shit,” he said.


CHAPTER 14

 


The Shaman had gone through the
welcoming ceremonies for the President returning to his home. While
he did follow the ancient principles passed down by the older
Shamans, he had also availed himself of an Oxford education without
losing track of what his role in support of his family and tribe
could be.

He was at the kraal several times a
week, as most of the family and tribe had other modern houses
nearby with electricity, running water, television, and the
internet, but under his direction everyone spent half of their time
in the kraal keeping in touch with the old ways too. It was a way
to keep everyone grounded in these modern times, and it had worked
well. There were fewer arrogant spoiled younger men and women than
other countries.

During his time in the white world and
his keeping up with current events he realized his role as an
advisor to the tribe was not limited by religious rites and herbal
remedies. That was why he had attended medical school
too.

Most of the tribe would say they were
Christian, and that was primary, but there was no need to take any
chances by offending the older Gods and breaking taboos. He saw no
reason they could not do both.

He welcomed the edict from the
President that everyone returns to the kraal until this pandemic
had passed. The response had been handled well, the President
stayed in touch with his administration via his satellite
telephone, couriers and deliveries were maintained, but rather than
a direct delivery everything was put in a central location and
there was no direct contact from those isolating and the
couriers.

It was at this central clearing
location that everything was cleaned prior to entering the
kraal.

It was in the second week that a fleet
of trucks arrived pulling camper trailers and supplies of food.
They were soon set up with large generators providing power, a
temporary sewer system and a water purification system filtered
water from the river that it supplied to the trailers.

The campers made the stay tolerable,
even though the remote location meant there was no phone or
internet access except for one satellite phone that was only used
for official business in running the country.

 


***

 


Xmambe and the Shaman were
long-term friends, and for the first time in ages they were able to
spend time visiting without some pressing matter. After the
4th day
the two of them were resting under a tree, watching a group of
women scraping a giraffe hide stretched on a massive frame, Amanda
included.

Like the other women Amanda was
topless, a sarong wrapped around her waist, sandals, some necklaces
and nothing else. Despite her tanning she was still far lighter
than the black skinned women accompanying her.

“What are you plans for the
white one, your Kahaba,” the Shaman asked, staring at the contrast
of the white woman among the black. “I believe she may have the
most perfect full breasts I have ever seen, black or
white.”

Xmambe laughed. “Yes, she has a
marvelous body, my white plaything. Oh, more fun, for sure. She is
a good fuck, and she’s interesting, with an enthusiasm for sex that
is intense. She enjoys exploring some new things for
me.”

“How so?”

Again, with a chuckle Xmambe described
what had happened to his old friend. “Amanda and her husband and
the company owner came into my office with a proposal for computers
for the schools. We had already vetted the company, they had the
lowest bid, and we knew they were hungry and a good fit for
us.”

The Shaman turned to directly face his
friend, interested. Xmambe continued. “I was quiet, acting as if I
couldn’t understand English, Sitka acted as translator. You know
how effective it is when talking money, sometimes the other side
will say something in English that turns the deal more in our
favor.”

“Most assuredly.”

“So, I acted as if it
expected the white man’s wife to be thrown into the deal, as a
bonus.”

“You didn’t say that when
you brought her here last year. It was a shock.”

“It was a shock for her and
her husband. I think it was more of a shock to her husband when she
agreed. “Worked out well enough, didn’t it?” Xmambe asked. “I feel
it is always best to do the unexpected, andunexpected and expect
others to conform. It has worked with her. I sense she is a woman
who becomes excited when her boundaries are challenged—until she
yields.”

“The young men who were
allowed to deposit their seed inside her white womb talked about
her. Some of the women in the tribe were jealous, perhaps worried
that all the young men might be seeking white women now,” the
Shaman said.

“You know that didn’t
happen.”

“Now I do.”

“So, you enjoyed your time
with your man root inside her belly between her open legs, I see
that. But you had that last year.”

“Yes, I did, and I liked it.
She willingly gave herself to me. That is why I took her as one of
my wives. One, so I can have her more. She loves fucking—and I
suspect the prefers black cock now, but she will before I stop.
There is the conversion to white slut process, very taboo in her
world, but I have traveled there enough to understand how it works
and enjoy converting white women—especially white women with white
husbands.

“I sent her back to her
husband last year with my seal on her tit, nothing her white
husband can do about it. I had her back here because I could—she
was willing—no matter what her husband said. When I was in the
USUS, I had her again for several days, and sent her home marked
with bars through her nipples, something she had done to please
me.”

“Last year she was not here
for a mate…”

“But she ended up with one,”
Xmambe laughed. “She has accepted her role as my wife here, that
was agreed upon before she left last year.”

“Yet she is not of our
tribe’s blood. I know she joined us last year but, well, I do not
think I need to ask, she was on preventative measures, not
available to expand the tribe, she was not in a fertile
time.”

“No.”

“You know that is in some
ways sacrilege to our traditions. And this is our sacred ceremony
of fertility. Our survival has depended and prospered on times of
broadening our bloodlines, either by captives or marrying outside
our tribe, with the primary emphasis on procreating with them,
adding their bloodline to ours. That cannot be done without a child
brought into the tribe.” the Shaman said. “I would have thought
better of our President.”

“You know me better than
that don’t you?” Xmambe said, watching the Shaman with the start of
a smile.

“Maybe. Tell me more,” the
Shaman said. “I think I know where you are going but tell me to be
sure.”

“If I had told her I wanted
her to bear my child, with her white husband here there would be
objections, perhaps her no longer going along with my desires,”
Xmambe paused. “I had her return to me here for the ritual week to
which she had agreed, and to which she was eagerly anticipating,
she told me in Virginia.”

The Shaman nodded as Xmambe continued,
“I told her as her husband it was natural for me to want a child
with her. I told her to imagine it while we fucked, that we were
making a child. She went along with the talk. “When we finished,
she told me, ‘You know we could not do that for real, right? It was
only an imagined fantasy.’”

“ ‘“‘Of course,’ I said. But
I noted she did not say the words with conviction. Clearly the
thought was planted in her mind. I suspect her reaction not being
100% negative scared her. You know how I always get what I want in
my country, don’t you?” The Shaman nodded.

“I know.”

“My white wife does not
understand she has none of the women’s rights that the American’s
have given their women. Yes, my friend,friend and my other wives
have been with her, and they have talked about their monthly times.
I expect my white wife will soon be fertile in time for the
ceremonies.”

“The Shaman grinned. “So my
old friend, you did not violate our traditions; you just extended
the time to make them work.”

“Yes, old friend. I hope to
send my white woman back to her white husband with my black seed
growing inside her. I plan to maintain our traditions.”

“Is she still of
childbearing age?” the Shaman asked. “I know she appears so, but I
heard it said she had been married for 20 years.”

“My white wife married her
white husband when she was 17 years old, just out of their school.
In the very rural areas of America that is not
uncommon.”

The Shaman nodded.

“When we tested her blood
last year we also tested for her fertility, and despite her age in
years, how old her body was medically. You can tell she is very
fit.”

“Yes.”

“Amanda’s physical age
medically is the same as a 32-year-old woman’s, six years younger
than her actual age. She could still safely bear
several.”

“In that case my friend I
wish you much success in your goal.”


CHAPTER 15

 


Amanda was lucky in that as one of
Xmambe’s wives she had no real duties. She participated in their
work and projects to pass the time, and it was a learning
experience. She was escorted by the other wives and women of the
tribe to various events in preparation for the coming rites and
celebration.

Since she could not speak much of the
language most of their communication was in gestures, but she was
soon learning how to tie the bundles of straw and hang them on the
mud wall circling the huts as a way of decorating for the upcoming
event.

Amanda helped the women scoop up the
finely ground color clays they would mix for their adornment, and
learned quickly that the reason they would cover themselves with
various colors of clay was as protection from the ever-present
sun.

Dinner was almost a formal occasion,
always several people attending, but in as elegant surroundings as
could be provided with the large tent butted up against the round
traditional thatched room mud huts.

As Amanda had hoped the change in plans
allowed her even more opportunity to be getting black fucked, which
Xmambe had done well with so far. He had fucked her at least once a
day since coming to the Kraal. She was surprised that he had not
shared her with anyone, butanyone but expected that to change
during the rites.

Each evening he would update her on the
status of the travel ban, having watched it with a few of his
ministers on his computer screen.

 


***

 


That was the night Xmambe explained
that the rites and ritual was planned to be held in three weeks.
“There are many people who cannot be here, but the ritual will
continue,” he said. “We will have two festivals, three weeks apart.
That will us time for some of those for the second weekend to be
isolated so we know they are covid safe.”

“Will it be like last year?”
Amanda asked. “Will women be tied to posts and fucked by several
men.”

“No” he smiled, “not this
year.” He caught the change in her expression, one he took as
disappointment. In his mind he was even more convinced now he was
pursuing the correct course with this white woman. “No posts, but
this festival is different from most, but yes, I will likely be
sharing you with others.”

“Good,” Amanda said, closing
to the large black man and telling him with a seductive smile, “We
should be practicing what I will be doing, don’t you
think?”

“Yes,” Xmambe said. She
moved against him, pressing her gold ring tipped breasts against
his chest. He pulled her to him, and she felt it was time to bring
up a subject she had been avoiding.

“I am low on my birth
control pills, so you need to be securing condoms until I am
refilled.”

Xmambe laughed. “Do you see any FedEx
trucks here, Khaba?”

“Surely as president you can
get a refill on one of the most common drugs in the world,” Amanda
said.

“I will see what I can do,”
Xmambe said, still grinning.

Amanda did not see it humorous, but
Xmambe changed the subject by kissing her, lifting her as he did
and moving toward the bedroom. Amanda wrapped her legs around him
as he did, the sarong falling away. She was nude except for the
necklaces around her neck, and as he sat her down on the edge of
the bed she leaned over and began sucking his long black uncut cock
,stoppingcock, stopping to allow him to remove the necklaces over
her head.

Xmambe pushed her back and moved
closer, his cock feeling the heat from her wet pussy, touching her
pussy with the tip of his hard cock, probing, parting her swollen
pussy lips. She wanted him.

Amanda’s breathing was heavy, and her
eyes were closed, anticipating the sensation of her black husband
putting his cock inside her. She has been treated like a princess,
or a queen ever since she had arrived, Xmambe had been sure of
that. And my God the sex was unbelievable, even though he had not
even shared her with Sika, as he had before.

Putting the head of his cock barely
inside the white woman, he pulled out. “Want this?”

“You know I want this, fuck
me, husband,” she said, yelping as the large black man shoved his
cock into her all the way, slamming into her body and moving over
her. Xmambe kissed her hard, slowly picking up the pace and moving
in and out of her.

“You like this?”

“I love it. I love your big
black cock inside me. No one has ever fucked me as good as
you.”

“I love it too; I love being
deep inside your white belly. I love cumming inside my Khaba, I
love my Khaba taking my seed inside you.”

“Yesss,” Amanda hissed
through her teeth. “Your Khaba loves taking your seed in my belly.
Give it to me. Give me your seed.”

Amanda had realized that she loved the
feeling of Xmambe filling her pussy with his cum, and he loved
doing it and was not bashful about telling her as they
fucked.

Xmambe moved close to her ear, moving
up high and circling his ass with his cock deep inside her. She
moaned. He spoke in perfect English, which he rarely did, “Well my
white whore wife, I will tell you something you need to understand.
You are my wife here. Legally. And as your husband I have control
of you. That means I fuck you when I want, how I want, and you do
not have the right to resist. If you do and I fuck you anyway,
there is no law against it here, it is expected. That is for every
man in this country.

“I am the President here.
Everyone does as I say, and that includes you.” As he said this the
black man was continuing sliding his large cock in and out of the
white woman.

Amanda was trying to understand his
outburst. She felt scared and helpless for an instant, despite the
passion of their fucking, wondering what she had gotten herself
into, not sure what he was saying.

“I wasn’t talking about not
fucking me,” Amanda said. “I was talking about me being
safe.”

“You are safe, you have my
guarantee, my troops are all around,” Xmambe said.

“No, I meant, safe, you
know. Not get pregnant.”

“Maybe you do not
understand,” Xmambe countered. “I will fuck you when I want, and
you will respond as you have, that is your duty. Pills, condoms,
that has nothing to do with that. Understand?”

Amanda nodded, unsure how else to
answer.

“Show me you understand,”
Xmambe said.

Instinctively Amanda’s response was to
kiss him, her solution whenever she needed her way with Paul, get
him in bed and with his cock inside her there was less argument
with anything she wanted to do. Xmambe was a man—she figured the
same approach would work on here black lover. She would bring up
the pills later.

Amanda said what she thought he wanted
to hear, saying the only things she knew she should under the
circumstances. “I’m yours, my pussy is yours whenever you want it.
Anytime you want it. It is yours even to share my husband. I love
fucking you.”

“I love fucking you, my
wife,” Xmambe said. “But I have never used condoms and will not
start now. I will continue fucking you naturally, and cumming
inside you. What happens will happen. Nature will do what it will
do. You are mine. I will do what I want with you.”

“What if I get pregnant?”
Amanda said with a shiver, even as a small orgasm washed over her,
as she recalled him when he was fucking her in America. She knew
the answer already.

“My seed is
rising.”

Amanda knew what she must say, as there
was really no other answer. It was what he wanted to hear. “Put
your seed inside my white belly. Plant it,” she said, realizing
that was as basic since the beginning of time, a woman wanting her
man’s seed fertilizing her eggs, and conventions be damned at that
moment that was exactly what she wanted.

As if on command Xmambe spewed his cum,
a massive amount, inside the white woman.

Amanda clung to him tightly as he held
her, realizing she should resist Xmambe in some of the things he
was saying—but at the same time she understood deep down she did
not want to resist anything he wanted to do with her.

Paul had said it, she was to belong to
Xmambe when she was here, it was OK to even tell Xmambe she loved
him, as long as she loved Paul more, and returned to
Paul.

With Xmambe’s cum pouring from her
pussy she took some and rubbed it over her abdomen, then guided his
hand down to do the same, neither one of them speaking.


CHAPTER 16

 


Paul was surprised when the first
letter arrived. It was dated March 12.

“Hey baby,

I miss not being able to
talk to you. Things are OK here, I guess. No one has shown any
covid signs, but from what Xmambe says it is getting bad in other
parts of the country. I hope you are OK and taking care of yourself
and staying safe.

We are all here in the old
native village. I’ve figured out that only a few people are here
year-round, and most of them have more conventional houses
nearby—but we now have troops protecting any access to us. For
everyone here it is a lot like camping.

I’m getting used to the
heat and it is not that bad—of course part of that is no one wears
much in the way of clothing. I’m now rid of my tan lines from the
waist up.

The rituals and things like
they did last year have been postponed temporarily.

As you said before I left,
it was OK to give myself totally to Xmambe and for this trip I
have. Thank you for that freedom. It would be hell here trying to
keep permissions, rules, and lines straight in my mind after this
long away from you.

Don’t worry. I am coming
home to you like I promised. I have not told Xmambe I loved him,
nor will I, even if I do a little. But I’m giving him everything
else—at least until I am coming home. I’m his wife here, which is
not a bad thing considering he is the President of the Country,
even if I am not the First Lady but the Fifth Lady, lol.

I have been monogamous with
my black husband, for the moment. I expect that to change at the
festivals.

You may want to talk to Tom
and see if he has any connections for respirators, they are in
short demand here and I am sure there is money to be made
there.

Bye Love

Your wife Amanda (at
home)

Xmambe’s wife Kahaba (here)
(That is what he calls me most of the time)

 


Paul picked up the phone and his next
call secured a dozen respirators and he had them drop shipped to
Malieda.

 


***

 


Amanda had been expecting to be home by
now as the isolation continued. Her supply of birth control pills
dwindled.

What she did not know was that her
attendant was relaying to Xmambe the birth control pill
situation—and he had a better handle on the count than she
did.

Xmambe was not neglecting her sexually.
There were few days that he did not fuck her, and fuck her well, at
least once, sometimes more. He was a dynamo, but then again there
was not a lot to do. He spent a few hours in the air-conditioned
trailer with the satellite link but otherwise was with her. His
other wives were not around.

Their sex was fantastic orgasmic
fucking between two people of felt their partner was the best fucks
of their lives. Each fuck she felt more attracted and more intimate
with what transpired between them.

 


***

 


Amanda was brushing her teeth, washing
her face as a part of her morning ritual, and reached for her
toilet bag, stopping in mid-reach. It was habit—but no necessary
now, because she had taken her last birth control pill two days
before. Her mind panicked for a second—and she knew she had to have
this conversation with Xmambe again. She was not looking forward to
it.

The first weekend of the festival was
days away, and surprisingly Xmambe left Amanda alone as he and his
friends scoured the sparse country for wood for the fires and other
necessary items for the rituals. He was gone for three
days.

This was the longest Amanda had gone
without sex since her arrival, and she missed Xmambe, anticipating
their fucking—and also hoping for a chance to get him to order more
birth control pills. She knew as regularly as she had been taking
them she would probably be safe for a few days more—but she was not
sure how much time she had.

That afternoon Xmambe met her in their
trailer. He showered, as did she, and they climbed on the bed
together, kissing, their legs entwined.

“I missed you,” Amanda said,
and she meant it.

“I missed you too, I missed
being inside your sweet pussy,” Xmambe said. “My cock missed where
it likes to be most.”

“I welcome your cock there,”
Amanda said, feeling Xmambe’s hands reaching her breasts, the touch
and light tug on her nipple distracting her chain of thought for a
second. Xmambe kissed her, and she returned the kiss as he ran his
hands over her naked white flesh.

“Wait a second,” Amanda
said, catching her breath. “I need to talk to you about
something.”

“What?” Xmambe said. “I have
been away from you too long. We need to mate first.” He picked up
that Amanda was stiffening.

“I was serious about wanting
you to secure me more birth control pills. I am out.”

“How long have you been
out?” Xmambe ask, answering a question he already knew.

“Two days.”

“Then no worry,” Xmambe
said, smiling, kissing her again. Amanda started to say more but
she couldn’t, his mouth covered hers, probing her pussy with his
finger as he kissed lower, over her breasts, carefully taking her
nipple with the gold ring into his mouth and sucking, biting the
ring between his teeth and tugging.

Amanda had not expected that and
started orgasming. As it subsided he was on top and pushing inside
her, the pleasurable sensation overcoming her thoughts.

“Yes, put that big back cock
inside my pussy,” Amanda sighed.

Xmambe didn’t speak but carefully,
slowly plunged into her in a steady movement, so much that Amanda
want him harder and was arching her body up against him.

“Fuck me hard, take my
pussy,” Amanda whispered.

“In time,” Xmambe whispered
back, in total control of the moment.

“How bad do you want me to
fuck you hard?”

“Very bad. I need
it.”

“What will you do for me, to
fuck you hard.” Xmambe withdrew his cock from her pussy and Amanda
moaned at the empty feeling.

“Anything,” Amanda gushed,
“just fuck me.”

“Anything?” Xmambe asked,
teasing her pussy with the head of his cock and pulling away, again
bringing a moan from Amanda.

“Anything. I promise,” she
said.

“OK,” Xmambe smiled,
slamming her so hard that the headboard slammed against the wall
with a loud wham.

“Yes, that what I need,”
Amanda whispered.

“I get what I need too,”
Xmambe said, fucking her harder and feeling her orgasm beneath him.
He didn’t stop and Amanda felt another orgasm building. Xmambe
squeezed her breast, his thumb inside the nipple ring, pulling, the
sensation adding a moan from Amanda to the sound of their bodies
slapping together.

“The best sex in the world,”
Xmambe said. “You know when that is?”

“Now?” Amanda asked. “To me
it is.”

“No, even better. Would you
like to have sex even better?”

“Yes.”

“I know how, and why, and I
am going to do that with you now. Do you want it?”

“Yes, if it better than this
yes. I want it,” Amanda gushed wrapping her legs further around her
black love fucking her.

“The best sex in the world
is when a man is cumming inside a woman and she is fertile and
welcoming his seed. Welcome my seed Amanda.”

“I’m not…” Amanda started to
say but stopped herself. I might be, she realized.

“My seed,” Xmambe said.
“Take seed inside you?”

“I uh…” the words of protest
would not come.

“Honor me with trying to
bear our child,” Xmambe said. “You know you want it. I know you
want it, say it.”

Too caught up in the moment Amanda let
herself go in the moment. “Yes, put your seed inside me, coat my
womb with your seed,” she moaned, willing to say whatever she
thought might turn him on to hear.

“I give you my seed, my
baby-making seed. You want that? Want me to plant that seed inside
you? To breed my white wife?” Xmambe gasped.

“Breed your white wife,”
Amanda screamed, repeating what she thought he wanted to hear as
she started cumming, overwhelmed by what she was admitting. “Plant
your black seed deep inside my cunt. Make a baby with me. Unite us
with a child.”

Xmambe smiled as he no longer held back
and flooded her pussy with his cum, lifting her up so that his cum
pooled inside her in her womb, holding her like that until he
released her.

Amanda curled up under his long black
arm, a tear rolling out of the corner of her eye. She wasn’t sure
why. Maybe it was the intensity of the moment, maybe it was her
admitting to herself what she had told her lover, maybe it was the
realization of what could easily be happening. She didn’t have the
answer. She wrapped her hand around Xmambe’s soft cock.

The same scenario was repeated nightly
for the next week, sometimes twice or three times in a night. There
was no longer resistance on Amanda’s part. She was begging him to
impregnate her.

 


***

 


A new woman arrived at the village. She
was young, beautiful, maybe in her mid-20’s. She was dressed in a
pantsuit. There was a small celebration when she arrived, and from
her limited knowledge of the language Amanda understood that the
girl, Omea, had been away at university and had returned, for the
first time in a couple of years.

Xmambe seemed delighted, and she
embraced him. Xmambe motioned Amanda to come over, introducing Omea
as his favorite niece. “She has been at college in England,” Xmambe
explained. “Now you have someone here who can talk English with
you.”

Omea hugged Amanda. “I guess you’re my
white aunt,” she smiled. “I look forward to getting to know
you.”

“And I you,” Amanda
said.

“Let me get settled in with
my family, I’ll come find you. This place is not that big after
all.”

 


 


***

 


There was a small hill overlooking the
plains and the village, and when she had a moment alone Amanda
would sit by herself trying to keep her head in touch with her life
away from here. There was no way she could live like this, but she
knew that was necessary because of the pandemic. But
after?

 


 


Omea saw Amanda under the tree and
approached. She had shucked her Western clothes and was dressed as
Amanda was, a wrap around her waist, some beads, nothing more. She
looked classically native except for the vine tattoo on her thigh
and a dandelion tattooed on her rib that was being blown by the
wind, the pieces turning into black birds that formed under her
right breast.

“Hi,” Omea said. “I hope I’m
not interrupting any meditation or anything? You seemed
concentrating on something.”

“Oh nothing much,” Amanda
said. “So you have been at university?”

“Yes, Middlesex in England.
Two years. My first time home.” She laughed, “Funny but everything
here is almost exactly like I remembered it—especially during
festival time.”

“What brings you
back?”

“Oh, the usual,” Omea said,
“Returning to the festival, seeing old friends, avoiding the
pandemic so I do not die young, you know, the usual
things.”

Amanda smiled at the sarcasm. “Sorry,
that didn’t come out right. I’ve been out here for a
month.”

“Yes, I know. And you are
safe here while the rest of the world is scared to death. You would
not believe the people dying in Italy.” Omea paused. “My uncle is
very wise in things like this. That is why we are safe—and why he
is the President. Are you always this serious?”

“No, not really,” Amanda
said, not knowing why she said it but adding, “Your uncle is trying
to impregnate me.”

“As he should,” Omea said,
laughing, “You are his wife, and that is what these festivals are
for.” Almost in a conspiring air she added, “You are his wife after
all. I love all my cousins. I would love your child
too.”

“I have a husband in
America.”

“So?” Omea asked. “Is he
here? “You are in Africa, your African husband is here. This is the
every-five-year fertility festival. I do not know why but for some
reason after these festivals there are many more women pregnant in
our tribe.”

“Why do you think that is?”
Amanda asked, curious.

“I do not have a Western
explanation,” Omea said. “Our tribal saying is “it just
is.”

Omea paused. “You know it is a great
honor to bear the President’s child?”

“I assumed.”

“He is a good man. A great
man,” Omea said.

“I think a lot of him,”
Amanda said.

“You should, you are one of
his wife, Aunt Amanda,” Omea grinned.

“Well he calls me Kahaba
most of the time,” Amanda said. Omea’s face changed.

“Why would he do
that?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I
pronounced it wrong.”

“I hope so. Kahaba means
“whore.”

 


***

 


Xmambe was beaming. It was the second
weekend of the festivals. The first had been a couple of weeks
earlier. He was wrapping his arms around Amanda from behind,
cupping her breasts.

“The festival—I will be
sharing you with eight different men, six good friends, two the
sons of good friends. I know you have anticipated this.”

“I have.”

“They will all fuck you
good.”

“I hope so,” Amanda
said.

It was two days after the earlier
festival that Amanda took the EPT test, knowing full well that if
Xmambe could come up with that he could have obtained her birth
control pills. “Too late for that now,” she said, looking down at
the positive tests. She was pregnant.

Xmambe achieved his goal. She was
carrying his child. And that also mean that the second festival,
she was free to be fucked as much as Xmambe wanted. “And I will
be,” Amanda smiled in anticipation, but shuddering at what the
future meant. She was missing Paul.

 


***

 


The restrictions were eventually lifted
and Xmambe and Amanda returned to the capital. Their first dinner
was alone by the pool, both naked, fucking on the cushioned mat
beside the pool.

“I am going home,” Amanda
told him.

“You are home,” Xmambe
said.

“No, I am going home to
America. My baby will be born in America.”

“Then you will return to me
here?”

“No,” Amanda said, pausing.
“How do we divorce in this country.”

Xmambe seemed shocked. “You want to
divorce me?” The expression on his face told her no one had ever
wanted to divorce him before.

“You have what you wanted,”
Amanda said. “You knocked up your American whore, your
Kahaba.”

For the first time since she had met
him, Xmambe seemed startled, and stammered, “I’m sorry
I…”

“I know I have been a whore,
I originally gave myself to you for money. So how much should you
pay a whore for bearing your child?”

“That’s not what I
meant…”

“Oh yes, it is. After I
learned about the translation I talked to others in the tribe. I
went to the Shaman. He’s pledged to tell the truth you know to any
tribal member who asks. I know everything that you planned for me
for this trip.” Amanda said. “The divorce?”

Xmambe recovered. “A divorce here is a
simple signed paper in front of a judge.”

“OK,” Amanda
said.

“You really want
that?”

“I do not think I have any
other choice,” Amanda said. “My life is not here. My life is in
America with my husband there.”

“I can have that handled
tomorrow. But you like the pleasure of my big cock inside you,
don’t you?”

“I love it, but I have a
husband in America that loves and respects me. I am not sure you
do. I am his only wife and we know it.” Amanda felt the tears of
helplessness come.

Xmambe wrapped his arms around her,
pulling her tight against him.

“Let’s put our heads
together,” Xmambe said. “We can come up with something that will
work for everyone. I want my child taken care of, I do not need to
be married to you if you do not want that. But there are other
things I will want, and I think you will want too. Let’s talk about
how everyone gets what they want.”

“Such as?” Amanda
asked.

 


***

 


Paul was anxious as he waited at the
arrival gate, wearing his mask like everyone else in the airport.
After three months Amanda was returning to him. He had only
received one letter during the time she was gone and was surprised
when she had called two days ago saying that air travel was
resuming and she was coming home.

Most of the masked people were already
off the plane when he saw Amanda. She had a dark tan, and her hair
was lighter, sun bleached, and she was wearing a black mask with
the presidential seal on it. Paul’s mind for an instant went from
welcoming his long absent wife to realizing that for three months
she had been the black President’s wife and consort.

Amanda was wearing a loose sundress
with a tropical print, the straps were tied at her shoulders, and
it was low enough to display nice cleavage, and reveal her braless
state, as if the poking against the thin material and the nipple
rings didn’t announce the fact to anyone seeing her.

Paul saw her eyes wrinkle in a smile,
the rest concealed with the mask. She rushed to him when she saw
him, hugging him. “Save the kiss for home,” Paul said. “People are
going crazy on people removing masks. Otherwise, welcome
home.”

“I’m glad I’m finally home,”
she said. “God, I’ve missed you.”

They walked to the car without
speaking, trying to stay six feet away from everyone else. Once in
the car they removed their masks and kissed, his hands moving to
her breasts loose under the dress, firm and even feeling a tiny bit
larger than when she had left. She must have put on some weight
while she was there, Paul thought.

“The respirators arrived and
went over well,” Amanda said. “And we are solid on computers and
maintenance for five years.”

“What?”

“I had three months to nail
down the deal,” she said. “We can sell our shares and retire right
now, and never have to work again.”

“Wow,” Paul said. “I’m
surprised. Tom won’t believe it.”

“It’s a different contract,”
Amanda said. “We are not dealing with Tom’s company; you and Tom
are dealing with my company. I set it up while I was there, so
Xmambe’s contract, our contract with the county of Malieda, is
through me.”

Paul could not speak for a moment and
finally asked. “How much is that worth?”

“How about a 10 million
dollars up front deposit. It hit our account before I left,” Amanda
said.

“And Xmambe, did he not want
to keep you?”

Amanda laughed. “He has plenty of other
wives to provide whatever he might want. I’ve done my share,” she
said, but went suddenly quiet, as if she started to say something.
“I’m tired,” she said. “Jet lag, I guess.”

“Jet leg or no jet lag, Itit
has been over three months. I expect some sex.”

“Yes, my husband, sex will
be very nice. All you want. I am yours again. but I at least want a
shower first.”

“Fair enough,” Paul said.
Picking up on the nuance that if she was his again, which was the
reassurance he so desperately needed. In the time apart he now
recognized there was a time when she had not been his—like for the
past three months. A lot could happen in three months, a woman’s
head might be turned. But here she was, back to him.

Inside the house Amanda spun around in
the living room. “It is so good to be home,” she told Paul. “Make
us drinks, I need a minute to unwind. Be back in a
minute.”

Paul heard the shower turn on as he
mixed the drinks.

Amanda emerged in her long terry cloth
robe, the open front showing tanned flesh and no tan lines. She
stood in the doorway framed by the light, pausing, as if she was
struggling to speak. She took the drink and looked at her husband.
“We need to talk about a few things, first.”

“OK,” Paul said. “But before
we get to that I have to know, my imagination has been running
wild. The rites—was it like last time?”

“More or less,” Amanda
said.

“And Xmambe shared you with
other black men?”

“He did. The second weekend
of the rites I was shared.” Amanda paused. “He had a nickname for
me, ‘Khaba’. I thought it was a term of affection. He would
introduce me to others as his Khaba. I answered to Khaba. I did not
know until a few days ago that the translation for Khaba is whore.
He introduced me to others as his whore.”

Paul did not speak, watching her facial
expression for an indication whether this made her angry or simply
something she was stating. She had more than once told Paul that
she considered her closing the deal the year before had been
whoring herself—even though millions were involved.

“Yeah, I know, I earned the
title. No way for me to say much, I went along with everything. And
I did it again this time.”

“How many other black men
fucked you?”

“Seven in all,” Amanda said.
“All in the final weekend. The sex itself was very nice. I enjoyed
it. The sex was great, the variety of men and different cocks was
nice. I did what he wanted, but I wanted it too. It was a
two-weekend event with a week in between—they were careful with the
covid restrictions.”

“Why only the second
weekend?” Paul asked.

“Long story but I will get
to that, but Xmambe wanted only to himself for the first weekend of
the festival.”

Paul laughed, “So he started acting
like a real husband, not wanting a lot of different men to fuck his
wife?”

“Something like
that.”

“That is so hot. We have a
lot of erotic talk to come about your time there don’t we.” Paul
said, feeling his cock harden in anticipation.

“For sure, baby,” Amanda
smilesmiled, a hint of strain in her voice.

Paul picked up on it and knew he had
pulled her off her direction of the conversation. “You said we
needed to talk about something. Talk to me my wife.”

“I raised hell when one of
the women explained what Kahaba meant. If I was his wife, I
deserved more respect than that. He thought it was funny. He
laughed. I got more furious. I asked him about a divorce. Xmambe
asked me if I was sure I wanted a divorce, to dissolve our
arrangement.”

“What did you say?” Paul
said, as she had described their lucrative arrangement
already.

“I told him hell yes, but I
didn’t dare because of our business arrangements. He laughed again.
He said “wife” and even “Kahaba” were just words to him,” she said.
“I guess it is a good thing we were drinking when we had the
argument.”

Paul gave her a quizzed look. He didn’t
understand.

“So we hashed it out, a
compromise. I told him words did mean something to me, especially
wife,” Amanda said.

“OK, what kind of
compromise?”

“I’ll get to that.” Amanda
took a long breath. “Well the first part is I am no longer
considered his wife—there, here, anywhere.”

Paul gave a sigh of relief. “I
certainly don’t have a problem with that.”

“You’re not letting me
finish,” Amanda said, starting to stammer, “I, uh, well you know I
was there for a long time, you know, as Xmambe’s wife—and as
President you know he has immense power, he controls everything in
that country.”

“Yes, I understand that,”
Paul said.

“You know everyone is always
trying to please him. It was easy to fall into that
routine.”

“Yes.”

“Now, there is a question I
need you to answer,” Amanda said. “Actually a few questions. Please
do not go off on a tangent again, answer the questions without
veering. You have no idea how important this is to me.” Paul
stopped smiling when he saw the serious look on her
face.

“OK, Shoot.” Paul said,
wondering why his wife was acting strange. He had wanted the
occasion of her return to be joyous.

“I told you on the way in, I
have managed a deal that has us set for life,
financially.”

“Yes. I’m amazed. I’m not
sure that has sunk in yet.”

“You told me I could be his
while I was with him. To let go. Just to remember that you are my
primary love and always come home to you.”

“Yes.”

“I have done that, haven’t
I?”

“You’re here. I guess you
are.” Paul paused. “Were you tempted to stay?”

“I was asked to stay. Yes, I
was tempted.”

“But?”

“I am no longer his wife. He
is still honoring our contracts.”

“Thank goodness,” Paul
said.

“I will still spend time
with him when he comes to the US. Not as his wife, but as his
whore, or maybe his mistress, might be more accurate.”

“Is there a real
difference?” Paul asked. “The deal is safe, and things keep going
on the way they were, only the word “wife” is not in the
picture?”

“Not exactly,” Amanda said,
“There is no emotional involved anymore but there was for a while
when I was there. You cannot fuck anyone that much and not feel
something. But now I see it different, only as recreational sex,
you might even call it sporting sex. And you were not supposed to
interrupt. You are not letting me finish.”

Amanda took another deep breath. “This
is one of the most important questions I have ever asked you. What
should one be willing to go through, what would you be willing to
go through, or to see your wife go through for the 10 million
dollars we have, and the millions this will make for us in the
future,” Amanda asked.

“I don’t have an answer for
that. A lot, I guess,” Paul answered. “In my mind I have already
gone through a lot, sharing you with him and the
others.”

“Well, if I went through a
lot, if I did what I thought it took to keep that deal, and I had
to ask you to go through a lot too, if I needed you to, would
you?”

“Amanda, you are talking in
circles, I’m not sure I understand, but of course. I love you, I’m
your husband.”

“No matter what?”

“Yes, no matter
what.”

“Even if I ask you to go
along with something that few husbands would?”

Paul laughed. “That’s a laugh you would
ask that,” he said. “I mean I’m sharing my wife with a black man,
who was claiming her as one of his wives and her claiming him as
her black husband. He has been sharing her with other men and I
have not objected. He has tatted you up with his seal—permanently.
He insisted your nipples get pierced for him. You go to him when
he’s here, you go to Africa and end up staying there almost four
months—as his wife with all the sex that involved. What more proof
would you need?”

Paul saw her face was still serious.
“Xmambe’s not bi is he? Sorry but I am not going gay for anyone.
That’s my limit. Anything else, I’m good.” Paul remained
smiling.

Amanda took a strong pull on her drink
and said slowly, dragging the words out, “Anything else. I said
that one, promising, ‘Anything.’ Well, I guess we’ll see.” She
reached for her belt and opened the robe, letting it slide off her
shoulders, standing there before Paul nude.

Paul remained smiling as she opened the
robe, taking in the nude woman that was his wife, the dark tan of
her upper body, so much darker than he was used to seeing, the gold
rings in her nipples catching the light, hardening under his stare,
then lower toward her bare pussy that he knew he would be inside in
minutes, for the first time in months, noticing something new
there, a glint of gold, a ring through her labia, attached to a
short chain, a disk on the end that matched the tattoo on her
breast. The black African President had marked Paul’s wife further
as his.

“You would worry I would be
upset that you have another piercing that he wanted?” Paul said.
Amanda’s serious visage remained. Paul looked again as if he had
missed something.

The first glance at been quick, and she
remained naked in front of him, without moving, waiting. Paul
looked closer as Amanda did a small turn so that she was not facing
her husband straight on, but now almost a 45-degree angle to his
view. She knew he had not noticed, until his smile faded and he
gasped.

“Oh God,” Paul said. “No.
No. No.” He had noticed now.

“Yes. I’m nine weeks
pregnant.” Amanda said. “I’m going to have Xmambe’s child. Part of
the deal.”

“What?”

“I ran out of pills. I
couldn’t get more. There were no condoms. The President’s wife does
not deny him. So here I am, knocked up.” Amanda had tears in her
eyes from Paul’s reaction. She had prayed for something better. But
it wasn’t here.

Paul stared off into space, as if in
shock. He was taking deep heavy breaths. “Say something Paul,” she
said.

“What do you want me to say?
What can I say?”

“Say you love me. That it
will be all right.”

“I love you,” Paul said,
saying nothing more.

Amanda studied his face. Perhaps she
should try another way—the truth.

“Xmambe said impregnating me
was what he wanted, he wanted to create a baby with me. And to be
honest, after being there with him for those weeks, fucking him
almost every night, I started feeling emotions for him too. He got
in my head. I was his wife. If that was what he wanted I should
grant that to my husband. I did the same to you. At some point
while I was there, he convinced me too. I thought it was all right.
I wanted him to knock me up,” she said. “I wanted his black baby.
Not at first, but the more he talked about it, the hotter it got,
the more I wanted it too. At one point I begged him for a black
baby. The covid lockdown was as if karma was making it happen, and
I went with it. And it worked, he has impregnated me.”

“Are you sure…”

“Yes, I’m sure it is his. He
was the only man fucking me until the EPT tested positive. I was
pregnant by the first weekend of the festival. That was why he did
not share me until the second.”

Paul looked up, staring at the naked
woman who took a step toward him. “You wanted a hotwife and you got
her, you got a black cock slut, and you got a white wife with
someone else’s black baby growing in her belly. You have all that.
And you have a wife that loves you and wants nothing more than for
you to come fuck me right now, to put your cum deep inside where my
black lover’s cum impregnated me only weeks ago. I want us to
continue, to grow old together, rich.

“I understand I have let
another man, a black man, make me pregnant. I was willing, because
I also knew it was important for the new deal, for the millions. I
will be raising my biracial child, and as we go out everyone will
know that I have been taking black cock, that I’ve been blacked. I
will live with all this, but I need you to live with your wife
having a bi-racial child too. That is what I am asking of you. I
want your continued love and to support me, to suck in your pride
and raise another man’s child your wife has borne.”

Amanda paused, studying her husband’s
face, continuing, “And I think we can survive all that. But I only
have one question, are you in or out?”

Paul felt it all crashing in on him,
Amanda leaned in closer, close enough to smell the body wash,
touching him on his shoulder. “Yes, I was his wife, for a while,
and now I am not, and I’m yours forever. He admitted all he ever
really wanted me to do was to make me pregnant. He thought by
calling me his wife I would be more susceptible, and I was.
Knocking me up was his only real goal.”

Paul seemed almost as if he had not
heard. “What will we tell people?”

“Easiest thing is to tell
them the truth and then for them to go fuck themselves,” Amanda
said.

“No one would say anything
directly to us, it is the other talk,” Paul said.

“We tell them we decided to
try for another child and it was now impossible so we went to an
African invitro clinic that specialized in that, and we chose to go
in favor of diversity.”

Paul was staring off into space. “It
sounds like you have thought this out,” he said. “At least
envisioned one scenario.” He looked at her and said without
emotion. “Did you also envision that this would all be too much and
I would say to hell with all this and leave?”

“Yes,” Amanda said meekly,
“But I prayed you’d understand and know that I love you more than
ever.”

“This is so much.” Paul sat
down on the couch.

“I know it is so much, maybe
too much, I understand if you bail. I do not think anyone in the
world would blame you. But I do not want you to bail. I want to
grow old with you. We could retire, go anywhere in the world you
wish. The deal for the money is still in place but there is more.
Hell, you think Xmambe would let his child grow up in anything
except luxury. That’s a part of it. We will have the money to
provide that. Eight million more dollars to be exact, something
like a baby shower gift. To raise his child.”

Amanda said in a soft voice, “Paul, I
sold my body to close the computer deal, and now I sold my womb to
a black man too. Can you do this for me, who came back to you, who
wants you, and wants and needs you to raise this child with
me.”

Paul reached out and rubbed her belly
with one hand, the other seeking her pussy, and finding it dripping
wet. This was turning her on. That was when he realized that his
cock was rock hard too. She was right, this was what he wanted. He
stood and pulled her to him. “Well, if you were going to be a whore
at least you weren’t a cheap whore. Come on to the bedroom, you
have months of fucking me to catch up on.”

“We are good?” Amanda asked
hesitantly.

“Yeah, I think we’re good,
my slut wife.”

“You know if I’m out in
public in the years to come, with my biracial child that other
black men will think I’m available?”

“Yeah, and at times you will
be. I still get turned on thinking about you fucking black men. If
you have extra time while raising a baby you might need the
distraction.”

“You think?” Amanda asked
with a sly smile, adding, “Promise?”

“Yeah, I expect,” Paul said.
“I heard nothing in what you said announcing you are giving up
black cock, or even Xmambe for that matter.”

“I was hoping you would say
that,” Amanda said. “I know now that Xmambe will soon be tired of
me, but his nephew fucked me last year and again this year during
the final rites. I think you met him, Mele.”

I met him,” Paul said.

“You could watch me with
him,” Amanda ventured, “if you wanted. I think it would be hot for
you to watch me.” Amanda paused, “and if I find an American black
man I am attracted to, that should be OK too. You wouldn’t mind
would you. You know I’m yours but you’re good with sharing me some
aren’t you?”

“I am used to no longer
having exclusive use of you pussy—I kind like the concept to be
truthful. I wanted a slut wife and I got one. I didn’t expect I’d
get a Baby Momma too.”

“In the end I am always your
slut wife, baby,” Amanda smiled, and reached for her purse on the
end table, almost as an afterthought. “There’s one other thing,”
she said.

“Oh shit, there’s more?”
Paul said.

“Oh, I think you’ll like
this one,” Amanda said, withdrawing a small photo book and handing
it to Paul.

“Some photos I thought you
might like,” Amanda said.

Paul flipped through them, all taken at
the isolation site, most with Amanda in native dress, topless, one
group shot of her standing in front of a group of black men, all
naked, semi-hard long cocks. Paul looked up at Amanda.

“Yeah, all of them,” she
said.

There were a couple of her nude with
Xmambe, and the last four were of a beautiful young light-skinned
black woman with a model body, standing with Amanda, and other
three posed shots, topless as were all the others. Amanda noticed
he had paused on Omea’s photos.

“What do you
think?”

“I think she may be one of
the most beautiful women I have ever seen. Damn, she is supermodel
pretty. Love the tats too, tasteful. Who is she?”

“Omea. Xmambe’s
niece.”

“She is
beautiful.”

“And she is as nice as she
is pretty,” Amanda said. “The something else I
mentioned?”

“Yes.”

“Well this is an optional
part of the deal,” Amanda said. “Totally up to you.”

“What are you talking
about?”

“Omea. She has finished
university in England, and she wants to go to graduate
school.”

“OK.”

“Here.”

“Where?”

“In the US.”

“Oh, OK, that’s
nice.”

“Omea is moving in with
us.”

“What?” Paul
asked.

“Omea is going to go to
graduate school here and live with us. She can help when the baby
comes.”

“And do I have a say in
this?” Paul asked.

“Yeah, but I already know
your answer,” Amanda said. “You’ve already told me everything I
need to know to determine you answer.”

“And that is?”

“Omea is supermodel pretty,
and she is.”

Paul studied his wife. “OK, out with
it. There is more to this isn’t there.”

Amanda smiled. “Well a little. You see
Xmambe has paid for her education, and she grateful to him. So he
simply asked and she jumped at it. She has always wanted to come to
America, and as I think you suspect, Malideans are not as hung up
about sex and monogamy as we are in the US. When she moves in you
will have full bedroom privileges with Omea.”

“You’re joking. And what
does she say to all this.”

“I showed her your photos,
she is all in.”

“Oh hell,” Paul
said.

“I didn’t think you would
object too much.”

“I don’t know what to
say.”

“You’re speechless about
that huh?” Amanda said.

“I guess so.”

“Omea hopes you will knock
her up too.”

“Huh?”

“What she said. She spent so
much time in England she has decided she wants an American baby
with a white daddy.”

Paul sat there in silence, his emotions
going from low to high and now swirling around in his
brain.

Finally after a long period of silence
he looked up at his wife, still nude, smiling, with only the hint
of a baby bump.

“Well, I’ll be fucked,” Paul
said.

“You will if you get up, get
your clothes off and into the bedroom,” Amanda said. “I’ve had
black cocks for four months; I am ready for my husband’s white cock
for a change.”

Paul stood and followed Amanda,
watching her ass as she stepped away.

“You need to call me Daddy,
if I’m to raise another man’s child, Baby Momma.” He gave a soft
chuckle. “I guess I might end up a Baby Daddy myself.”

“Yes Daddy,” Amanda said.
“Take me to bed and fuck this Baby Momma hard and deep before I get
further along and we can’t.”

Amanda looked down and saw her
husband’s cock tenting in his pants. A good sign, she
thought.

Amanda sat on the bed and motioned Paul
closer after he stripped off his clothes, Amanda wrapped her arm
around his ass and pulled his cock into her waiting mouth. His
knees buckled for a second.

“Damn I missed this,” he
moaned.

“Me too,” Amanda said, her
words mumbled from the hard cock in her mouth.

Even as she felt her
husband’s cock hit the back of her throat continue deeper down her
throat, all the way, she was thinking, “That went perfect, just as I had hoped, and just how Xmambe
said it would. I can’t wait to tell him how right he
was.”

 


THE END
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