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CHAPTER 1
Amanda was getting fucked. Her legs were straight up in the air, capped by black pole climber/stripper shoes laced with red ribbons. Other than that she was naked, her long brown hair spread like a fan on the bed behind her, her head turned to one side with one full breast peeking out from under the male body on top of her. She was moaning soft words of “oh, oh, oh” interspaced with “yes, fuck me,” and the air was pungent with her strong perfume mixed with body sweat.

Between her legs a man’s ass was clenching and thrusting, up and down as he plunged his cock into her. She had not come yet, and his back was arched as he now squeezed each breast, his hand around each with the large brown nipples forced up between the open circle of his thumb and forefinger, sucking one nipple, then the other, both gleaming wet with his spittle and rock hard, while still maintaining but was the rhythm of his pumping inside her. “You have great tits,” he gasped, “Really great beautiful tits. I love your tits.” He began to stroke faster, and as he did he started whispering in her ear.

“You’ve been dancing with Darren and showing off, wanting to make your husband jealous and push your limits. Darren has already slipped his hand inside your top and played with your hard nipples. Now he had led you to the darkest corner of the bar, anyone can still see you. You are dressed really slutty, in a very low-cut thin blue dress with your boobs almost hanging out of.”

Amanda’s breathing increased in response. The man whispering was her husband Paul, and he continued, “He puts his hand inside your top again, playing with your tit. Several other people notice, but you don’t care. He kisses you, and you wrap your arms around his neck.”

“Yes,” Amanda hissed, as Paul continued. “You want him.”

“Darren notices others are watching, so he takes your hand and leads you from the bar, past your husband who is still sitting at the bar sipping his bourbon. Your big braless boobs are bouncing with each step but you enjoy the attention. You catch your husband’s eye as you walk by and smile. He smiles and doesn’t move.” Paul felt her pussy soak even more as he slowly continued fucking her.

“Darren takes you outside, around the building to the alley, into a shadowed doorway. People can still walk by and possibly see. He pulls your skirt up. You’ve not worn panties, and as he is kissing you hard, tonguing y our mouth, licking your lips, you feel his fingers slide down your belly, running his finger over your pussy lips, parting them, and you feel two of his fingers slide inside your wet pussy. He fingers your wet pussy. You want to fuck him, don’t you?” Paul said.

“Yes, I want to fuck him,” Amanda answered, arching her back and moving her body back to meet his hard thrusts.

“Say it.”

“I want you to fuck me Darren. I want to feel your cock inside my cunt.”

“You unbuckle his pants while he fingers and kisses you; his other hand has pulled your dress aside at the top and exposes your tit. His hand is cupping your breast. You notice people walk by the opening to the alley and know they can see you and him and know exactly what is happening, but you are too far into it to stop now. You grab his hard cock, and it is thick and so big.

You drop to your knees and take his big cock in your mouth, for just a second. You both want it to happen now.”

Amanda and Paul had the bed shaking, slamming their bodies together, the eroticism of the talk getting them even hotter, wanting each other more. “He hands you a condom, it is a Trojan XL, and he needs, his cock is that big. You put the Trojan in your mouth and put the condom on his dick with your mouth. You stand up, leaning back against the wall. He picks up your legs under your knees and moves forward as you guide that big cock inside you.”

“Oh my Gawd!” Amanda screamed as Paul began to come.

“He’s fucking you; feel your pussy stretched to that big dick going inside you. You are so turned on and it feels so good, you’re coming, right NOW!”

As if on command Amanda orgasm started, flashing red, blue, and white-hot lights in front of her eyes. She pushed Paul back out of her pussy as she began squirting, the warm liquid coating her pussy and upper thighs as Paul slammed right back inside her, wetter, slicker, and he started cumming too, his body lost in the spasm of ejaculation, filling her pussy.

They both collapsed, holding each other as only married people of almost 25 years could, both satiated, their bodies still entwined, recovering their breath. Paul slid his hand from Amanda’s back to cup her ample breast; running his thumb over her thick nipple and feeling it turn rigid under his thumb.

“Damn, you escalated the story. Now instead of getting felt up in the bar he takes me outside and fucks me?” she asked.

“Yes, you seemed to enjoy it,” Paul laughed. “I do not recall you ask me to stop.”

“You know I’m OK with the flirting part of the bar thing, I like the attention and I love to flirt. I don’t know about the rest.”

“It is just pillow talk, something to turn you on,” Paul said. “We may get to play with the first part of the bar stuff next week?”

“Maybe,” was all Amanda said. Her tone made no promises.

“OK, tell me again about our anniversary trip,” he asked, wanting to anticipate what was to come, looking forward to a week at a cabin in Colorado with a fifty-mile view, a warm fireplace, hot tub, and privacy.

“Alright, again,” Amanda said, “We’re going to spend the first two days with no clothes on at all, fucking every time the feeling strikes us.”

“And?”

“And we’re taking all our toys, and some rope, and cameras, and video cameras, and whatever else we can think of to play with and going to use all of it before the week is out,” Amanda added. “With no inhibitions, that is my anniversary gift to you.”

“And a great gift it is,” Paul complimented. “And the third night?”

“How many times do I have to go over this,” Amanda said. “Don’t push.”

“Go on,” Paul said.

“Dinner, and I’ll wear that slutty dress you’ve wanted me to wear, and I promise I will try not to be self-conscious a be a little bolder.” She stopped and saw the hungry look on his face. “OK, I will pull my shoulders back and push my boobs out. Dinner will be followed by dancing at the resort club-house. And maybe, just maybe, I will wander away from you, into the bar, slip my wedding rings into my purse, and I will not leave until someone else buys me a drink, and flirt, maybe shamelessly, just to tease you,” Amanda said.

“Maybe?” Paul prodded.

“OK, you know I will if that is what you want. But I will decide when I want to stop, I don’t need you butting in and ruining things just when I’m starting to have fun.”

“I know, that’s what I’ve agreed, haven’t I?”

“You have,” Amanda replied, “but the other time we tried this I had told the guy my husband wasn’t arriving until very late, and that’s when you walked up. It was very awkward.”

“OK, I’ve told you I wouldn’t do it again.”

“Good.”

“If you go down on me, I might be able to go for a second round.”

“Let’s see,” Amanda grinned, dropping her head toward his cock.

“Yeah,” Paul gushed. “And while you are doing that I am imaging what you will look like with those nice soft boobs at high beam bouncing inside that thin dress.”






CHAPTER 2
At 10 a.m. the next morning there was an emergency meeting called at Paul’s computer company. Everyone rolled their eyes when they heard the announcement. The owner of their small company, Tom Sezzman, had just come back from a photo safari and there was no telling what crazy thing he would have them trying. With a week of being away from the office and having time to overthink things sometimes he might come up with something creative—and other times a hair-brained scheme that was doomed for failure. That was why, even though their volume was high, they were always short on cash flow.

Paul followed Sandy, Tom’s personal secretary, into the room, noticing she was wearing a pale blue skirt and blazer, and as usual with a white blouse that offered just the hint of cleavage, unbuttoned an extra button displaying the edge of a black lace bra. Through the tight skirt could see the lines of the thong at the top of her tight ass. She was nice but she tended to keep her distance from Paul, especially if Tom was around.

Sandy took her seat; Paul took his, along with the other five key people in the company. Tom looked rested, tanned, and was smiling.

“Come in, come in folks,” he gestured, rattling off in his quick snapping speech, “I have something exciting to share.” He dove right into his explanation. “I was on the plane heading to my safari and this huge guy sits down in the seat beside me, dressed in this multicolored outfit with a matching hat, and first thing he does is stick out his hand and say in a precise British accent, ‘We are going to be in these seats for 10 hours, we might as well get to know each other. Hello, I’m Sika Nxumbi.’”

“We started talking to pass the time and come to find out he had been in the US checking out computer availability. He’s in charge of buying computers for his country, and they are getting ready to replace every laptop in their government, as well as furnish a large number of their school kids with new computers.” Everyone nodded, as this announcement clearly held little with which they could concern themselves. This was typical Tom’s industry gossip.

Interworld Computers was not in that league. “I know you may think I’m crazy,” Tom said, “but I asked him if we could bid on the purchase. The more we talked, the more we got along, and the more we drank. Our company has ended up with our opportunity to make a presentation—and he is not going to make his decision until we have a chance to tell him what we can do.” “Can we do it?” the accountant asked.

“I’ve contacted three of our biggest suppliers and yes, we stand a chance of being the middleman to the whole thing. This is worth millions if we can pull it off,” Paul said. “So this is a drop-everything, balls-to-the wall, get this presentation ready.” Tom spat out specific assignments and then told everyone to break. He wanted their reports back in two days. He asked Paul and Sandy to stay behind.

“Paul, I want you to be in charge of getting the presentation ready now. I want an audio-visual presentation unequalled in the history of mankind and update the data as the others bring it to you. I assume you and Sandy both have valid passports?” They both nodded.

“Why?” Sandy asked.

“Because this time next week we will all be on a plane en route to the country of Malieda. We must move quick or he will make the decision without us. We will not get this chance again.” Tom may have expected their excitement to match his, but he looked at two non-smiling faces. “Something wrong?”

“I can’t go next week. I have a daughter graduating high school. I will not miss it. Besides, what would you need me for on a trip like that?” Sandy asked.

“Logistics, all the paperwork that will need to be copies, printed out, contracts kept in order.

This is so big I can’t afford to let anything go wrong, and I want to put all my attention on closing the deal—you’d handle all the incidentals.”

“I’d love to, but I just can’t,” Sandy said.

“You must. We need you.”

“My daughter needs me more. I love working here Tom, but that is not in my job description and I am not going. You cannot force me. I’ll quit first.” Sandy crossed her arms firmly over her chest.

Without missing a beat Tom turned to Paul. “And what about you?”

“You know that my 20th wedding anniversary trip begins next week. I have a cabin rented in Colorado, and Amanda has been looking forward to this for weeks,” Paul said.

“Can’t put it off?” Tom asked. “There could be a good bonus in it.” Paul nodded no.

Tom turned away, distracted. I need to think this through, he thought to himself. Absent mindedly Tom told Sandy she was excused, the wheels in his head spinning. He could get by without Sandy, maybe even hire a temp for her job, but he needed Paul. No one could deliver a presentation like him.

Tom concentrated, running ways to try to make it work through his head. Then it came to him. He smiled and looked up at Paul. “I think I’ve got it,” Tom said. “First off I’ll pick up whatever it costs to rent your Colorado cabin another time, but how do you think Amanda would like Italy?”

Paul was shocked but didn’t say anything as Tom continued. “Here’s how it could work. We still leave next week, you, me, and Amanda. I’ll hire her instead of a temp for the office work we might need done there—I know she used to work at a travel agency so she can handle most of the things that end of things. We three go close the deal, and on the leg back we have a layover in Rome. I’ll come home; you and Amanda take an anniversary week in Italy on me. Think she would like that?”

“Amanda would love it,” Paul said. “She’s always dreamed of going to Italy, but we couldn’t swing the cost of it. She studied art in school and she’s always talked about wanting to go to Venice, Rome and Florence.”

“Then it’s done,” Tom said.

“I think so, but I really have to get her ok.”






CHAPTER 3
“You’re joking,” Amanda said, running across the room and jumping into his arms. Paul caught her 120-pound frame easily, thankful she was a gym rat and kept her weight down. He enjoyed the kiss and at the same time slid his hand up under her tee, smiling to discover her breasts were loose and free under the thin shirt. “This is a dream come true. This is great!”

Paul said, “We have it all worked out. We’ll leave here next weekend, go close a multi-million-dollar computer deal, and come back to Rome where we have a week to take in Venice, Florence and to celebrate our 25th wedding anniversary, and the bonus will cover any incidental expenses and leave cash leftover to put toward the bills.”

“I’ve dreamed of this for years,” Amanda said. “Rome! I can hardly believe it! Thank you so much. I think I’ll give you a blow-job as a thank you,” she grinned.

“Well actually it was Tom’s idea,” Paul said.

“Well he’s not getting a blow-job, but he will get a thank-you.” She smiled again, hands on her hip. “But how about you Paul, you want that blow-job or not?”

“You know I do.” He continued, still holding her, “I was thinking you could take some of those slutty clothes you were going to wear in Colorado and wear some in Italy. No one knows us there either,” Paul suggested. “How about you do not even take a bra with us?”

“You got a deal,” she smiled, dropping to her knees and working at his belt.






CHAPTER 4
MALIEDA

 

After lunch at the Americanized hotel in the capital, the three Americans were met by a long black limo that took them to the Presidential Palace, a massive marble building with thick columns.

A huge metal Presidential seal of Malieda, a yellow and green ring around a cape buffalo head with a kraal in the background adorned the front of the building, matching the three black bordered white flags with the same design in the center. A large ebony skinned man was at the portico, giving Tom a big toothy smile. He was dressed in a red, yellow, and black patterned toga style garment.

The man walked quickly to Tom and shook his hand. “Welcome my friend, Tom”. “Hi Sika, good to see you again,” Tom answered.

Amanda thought for a moment she might be overdressed in her gray blazer and matching skirt. She wished she had worn the black tee rather than the white frilly blouse with the open throat.

Tom introduced everyone, not bothering with last names. Sika led them up a large staircase and into an elegantly paneled conference room with 10 plush chairs around a large boat shaped table. “The President will join us in just a moment,” Sika said. “Before he gets here let me please explain that he is somewhat blunt and doesn’t speak English very well. I translate as one of my services to the President.” Everyone nodded. Paul was at one end of the table arranging his computer and projector for the presentation.

***
The presentation was perfect. The photos and graphics Paul had put together did the trick.

The President’s gaze never left the screen. He was obviously impressed and also nodded that he liked the numbers that Sika translated.

The trio shook hands with Sika and the President, smiled, thanked them for the opportunity to present their plan, and Tom asked the closing question, “Can we get your order to furnish the computers to your country?” Tom scooted the agreement papers across the table. It was the final moment.

The President and Sika began talking back and forth rapidly, glancing at Tom, Paul, then Amanda, holding the gaze on Amanda longer. Sika shook his head, and the President’s sharp retort was obvious, even in a different language.

Sika nodded, and leaned back in his chair, a half-smile on his face. “We have a deal in principle. He asked Tom to sign the contract, which he eagerly did, sliding it back across the table to the President for his signature.

“Thank you,” Sika said, “We have a custom in our country in that we never sign such an agreement without a night to sleep on it. Today is Friday, and we have a special holiday on Sunday, so we will meet back Monday for you to pick up his signed contract—but I can tell you that this agreement is just what we are looking for.” Tom, Amanda, and Paul exchanged congratulating smiles.

The three Americans stood, started toward the door, and the President said something sharp to Sika. Sika responded in their native tongue, and the President’s next burst of words had anger in them.

“Is something wrong?” Tom asked.

“It would appear we have somewhat of a cultural problem,” Sika said, “When everyone first walked in, I had to explain to the President that Amanda was not a beautiful woman brought along for his enjoyment—as icing on the deal. It is not an uncommon thing in our country, usually a standard thing on such deals as this. Especially when the woman is as beautiful as this one.”

“OK, but you explained…”

“Oh yes, I explained,” Sika said, “but I may not have communicated what I have just said correctly. It is not uncommon here—and in this instance for this deal I am afraid it is an absolute requirement.”

“What?” Amanda broke in. “Did I hear you right.” Sika nodded. “No fucking way! Amanda said.

Sika looked at Tom. “Frankly it is a choice that must be made. If what the lady has just said is the choice, the I thank you for the time—and the answer is we cannot do business. The President will not be signing the agreement. If we had been clearer up front we would not be in this position, but at this point, with the papers half signed, it would be a violation of our customs, and a deal breaker if not carried through.”

Paul was still in shock at what Sika was suggesting, and not sure he had heard him right.

“OK, we have one misunderstanding, so why don’t you spell it out what you are saying when you say, “for his entertainment.”

Sika explained, “One French company who made a presentation for this contract has already brought a woman along to follow the custom, even though it was only the presentation with no strings attached. “Sika shrugged his shoulders, palms up. “But the French have been in this country a long time and have a better understanding of the customs here.

“When one brings a beautiful woman to a meeting such as this it is basically understood that a couple of nights with her is a part of the deal. Sexually. She is the President’s woman while she is with him. You must understand it is our custom, expected, and to not do this is a serious insult.” He paused turning his dark eyes to Amanda, “No offense intended by suggesting this to you, Amanda,” Sika explained.

“Why didn’t you mention this earlier?” Paul said, looking back and forth between Tom and Sika.

“Honestly, I had no idea your presentation and offer would fit our needs perfectly—and I had no idea you were going to bring a woman—especially such a beautiful woman, to this meeting.

When a beautiful woman attends a meeting such at this it typically means one thing – at least as far as my President is concerned.

Tom and Paul both turned to look at Amanda. She shot back, “What are you looking at me for? Paul? I don’t even work for this company, and if I even did I wouldn’t! This is crazy.” She had put up the wall, Paul thought. Deal over, time to go.

Tom had built his business by doing what people said couldn’t be done. He picked up on Amanda’s statement of not working for the company. This deal was worth millions of dollars profit.

It was not the time to be stingy or quit trying to close the deal.

“How about a third?” Tom asked.

“A third what?” Amanda spat. Paul saw where Tom was going and was shaking his head no.

“A third of this deal. We set up a new company; if you do this you get 1/3 of the stock, and 1/3 of the profit. You’ve seen the deal; you printed out the figures. You know what 1/3 of this could net,” Tom explained. Both Amanda and Paul gasped. Their share of this transaction could be their secure financial future, millions.

Tom saw that she was thinking, considering it. She glanced over at the large black man standing behind the desk, appraising him. Sika had moved to the President to calm him down. The President was still agitated.

Sika saw the wavering. “Let me add this is to be the President’s companion, nothing that would endanger anyone’s safety.”

“We need to talk,” Amanda said, looking at Paul, “Come here,” she said. She looked at Tom, “Excuse us for a moment.” They stepped into the far corner, and Amanda turned her back to the others. The President seemed to calm when he saw Amanda talking to her husband.

Tom stared at the husband and wife moving to the corner away from them, talking low, under their breath. Despite the crisis now Tom couldn’t stop the thought running through his mind, damn Amanda sure has a great ass. Tom looked over at Sika and the President, who were staring at Amanda too—obviously the same thought in their mind. The fact she was attracting their attention wouldn’t help the deal if Amanda remained resolved to do nothing.






CHAPTER 5
“First, why are you not as adamant against this as I am,” Amanda demanded.

“Well…” Paul started to say but Amanda interrupted.

“On one hand there is no way in hell. On the other hand this is a hell of a lot of money,” Amanda said. “What do you think?”

“I think it is a hell of a lot of money, but no way on earth would I recommend either way. It is your decision totally,” Paul said. “It is clear what it would entail.”

She paused, taking a long deep breath. “How would you feel about me if I did it?”

“Like I said, it is your decision totally.”

“Could you handle it?” Amanda asked, “Me fucking this black man for the weekend? Or would you throw it up to me every time we had an argument?”

“If you decide to do it, I understand. I understand you’re doing it for us. And no, I would never throw it up to you, I promise.” Paul said.

“And if I refuse?” she asked.

“Your choice. We go home and we are no worse off that we were before.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. It is your choice and I will support it 100%,” Paul said. “But one thing, I don’t want you to hold it against me that I’m not pitching a fit about maintaining the purity of our marriage bed—I don’t want you holding it against me that I didn’t say, ‘Hell No!’”

Amanda took another deep breath and exhaled slowly, looking directly into Paul’s eyes. “Last chance to object,” she said.

Damn, she’s going to do it, Paul thought to himself, panicking for an instant, bracing for the answer she might give but trying to be honest with himself as well. “No objections,” he said.

Amanda studied his face for a minute, and blurted, “I know this is crazy but I’m going to do it. For us. It’s only two days, and God knows we’ve role played similar things.”

“This is different, this is real.”

Paul felt his pulse race and his knees weaken. She was actually going to do it. This was happening too quickly. Sure they had role played Amanda with other men—but this was reality—and this was a huge black man!

A black man with a white woman was one of his turn-ons that he had planned to work into their role playing far into the future, but he never thought, never envisioned that it could happen for real— and here it was staring him in the face.

“OK,” was all Paul stammered, but he realized there was an erotic side to this too.

Amanda turned to the other men. “OK,” she said. “But first, Tom, I want what you promised in writing, right now. Start writing.” Tom immediately sat down and started writing on a long legal pad. Sika translated her answer and the President smiled and nodded.

Amanda hugged her husband, telling him, her mouth close to his ear. “Oh hell, I cannot believe I’m doing this.”

“You are,” Paul said, having gained his composure, “And I’m proud of you for doing it, as crazy as that sounds. This is off the top on an erotic scale. You go and enjoy this, fulfill some fantasies, and remember the details.”

“What?” Amanda said, shocked at the turn of the conversation. She had not considered any of this to be erotic, but now that she had agreed, it did make sense. If she was going to do fuck this black man she might as well enjoy it if she could. All these thoughts flashed through her head in a mille-second. She was going to spend the night with a black man, as a part of a business deal! She was obviously going to be fucked by another man for the first time in over 20 years.

Amanda caught Paul’s reference to fulfilling fantasies. “How do you know I have always had a black man fantasy?” She asked. “I’ve never mentioned it.”

It was Paul’s turn to be shocked further. “I didn’t, uh do you?”

“Always,” Amanda said, grinning at her husband. “I just didn’t know how you would take it.”

“Damn. Under the circumstances I think you’ll be the one taking it,” Paul joked, the tenseness of the moment gone, “I will see you Monday, my love.”

“You’ll have a black fucked wife by Monday,” Amanda whispered in his ear as they hugged.

“Good,” Paul smiled back.

Amanda turned back to the room, realizing that all eyes were locked on her. Tom had finished writing, and signed and dated the single sheet, sliding it over to the table for Amanda to read.

It was brief and specific on everything Tom had promised. Sika had a notary seal in his desk and notarized the document, which Amanda signed, folded, and handed to Paul.

“Keep this for me dear,” she said. She moved her hand to her wedding ring, and almost handed it to Paul as well. Paul saw her slide it up her finger and shook his head back and forth. She slid the ring back down her finger. She looked down at Tom, “Now what, partner?”

“Now the meeting is adjourned until Monday,” Sika said. “The gentlemen will return to their hotel, and here we will have a drink out by the pool. I’ll be nearby for translating if necessary.”

Amanda went to Paul and hugged him. “Love you” they each said at the same time.

“See you Monday, partner,” Tom smiled. Amanda watched until the door closed behind the two men as she left. She turned to face the two huge black men in the office. The President extended his arm, a wide smile of anticipation on his face. Amanda did not miss the intensity of the stare. He wanted her. Amanda and she took his arm, as Sika led the way through the back door of the office.






CHAPTER 6
At the hotel Paul went straight to the bar and ordered a double of Highland Park Scotch, signing the table with Tom’s name and room number, taking a table where Tom joined him in a few minutes. He looked across the table at his boss. “What in the hell just happened? It was just so fast.”

Tom smiled, “Well there are a lot of ways to look at this. Sometimes great opportunities come—and go that quick. I think we just saw your wife Amanda seize the moment. On the other hand, it is it too late to turn things around. Accept it, enjoy the positive sides of it, and don’t let it drive you crazy.”

“I hope she’ll be all right,” Paul said.

“I wouldn’t be concerned for her safety,” Tom said. “Before we came here, I checked out tourist complaints, things like that. This a pretty straight up country.”

Not breaking his chain of thought, Tom continued, “And on the plus side your wife is 1/3 owner of a multi-million-dollar deal once the papers are returned with the President’s signature. Provided she doesn’t balk tonight and freak on us.”

Paul laughed, “I don’t think that will be a problem. I really think my problem may be if Amanda likes it too much.” Paul was still processing that his wife had only a minutes ago confessed a black man fantasy—and if she wasn’t already would soon be living that fantasy.

“You don’t sound too stressed about this, I guess that is a good thing,” Tom said.

“Amanda’s always been hot, you know how pretty she is but she has this underlying sensuality that I only have seen glimpses of, and I think she’s held back being the sexual person that I know is in there. I’ve done everything I know to bring that out in her. Maybe this weekend with someone else will open that in her—at least that way I’ll be getting something out of all this,” Paul said.

“Well to be truthful I don’t fully understand this, but I am grateful that she was willing to go with him—and that you don’t hate me for putting us in this situation.”

Paul didn’t pay close attention to what Tom said, his mind drifting. They had left his wife a little over an hour ago. He wondered what she was doing.






CHAPTER 7
At that exact moment Amanda was sitting at a table beside a pool, a light buzz hitting her, sitting across from a well built very tall black man with a tight muscled body, at least 6 foot 4 inches. Beside him was another black man, not quite as dark, but every bit as muscled, Sika was about 6-2.

When they left the office, the President seemed very pleased that she was staying—“Lovely,” he said, heavily accented. He didn’t touch her. It was Sika who whispered, “come with me, we will join him in a few minutes.” He led her down a hall, led her onto an elevator that opened on a white tiled room with an antiseptic smell. A nurse took a small vial of blood while Sika waited. “We are very health conscious here,” he explained.

“I have not been with anyone but my husband in 20 years,” Amanda said.

Sika smiled a knowing smile. “Good. My President will be honored.” He nodded for the nurse to continue the testing.

When the nurse was finished, Amanda had her first opportunity to ask Sika, “I have no idea what I’m supposed to do—I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“You really are Paul’s wife?” Amanda nodded. Sika smiled broadly, “The President will be even more pleased. He is honored that your husband would share you with him. He is quite taken with your beauty.”

Sika stare at her clothing, looking her up and down. “OK, to answer your question, you do know what to do. You’ve had sex. You will have more sex. You will be our President’s companion until Monday. As this is a holiday weekend in our country, you will accompany him to our brunch tomorrow, and then to a special private celebration event tomorrow night, other than that you will be available to him as he wishes.”

“Sexually, you mean, just to be specific?” Amanda asked hesitantly.

“Absolutely sexually. This is what you understood, is it not?”

“Yes, but I just wanted to be certain.”

Sika took her to a small dressing room, with a closet hanging with multicolored rectangular cloth garments. “Outside this building everyone wears traditional dress, as everyone will throughout the holiday. Pick out several garments, please.”

Amanda was lost, but she picked out a few whose dominant colors were within her preferences, but they were simply long rectangular pieces of cloth. She started to wrap one around her like a towel over her clothes.

“No,” Sika said. “First you must remove your Western clothing.” Amanda paused, waiting on him to leave. He made no move. “Our traditional dress is the wrap only goes around your waist.

Every adult woman displays her breasts. You asked that I let you know what you are supposed to do, that is why I am waiting to be sure your dress is appropriate.”

Amanda self-consciously removed her blazer, and skirt, stepping out of her heels. She was still wearing the white blouse and thong panties. She felt her face flush, but at the same time she was getting an erotic tingle to realize she was standing here in nothing but her underwear in front of a black stranger. “The rest, please.” Sika said, and Amanda turned her back to him as she unbuttoned the blouse. As she had promised Paul for this anniversary trip, she had not packed any bras, and her breasts were in view as she shrugged off the blouse.

Amanda felt foolish crossing her arms over her breasts as she looked up and realized she was undressing in front of a mirrored door. She lowered her hands to her waist and bending over lowered her panties to her ankles, stepping out of them. She slowly turned.

Sika showed no emotion or attention as he took one of the cloth pieces she had chosen, and carefully wrapped the cloth around her waist, with snaps and clasps holding the cloth in place. It did not quite meet and Sika arranged the space where the cloth did not meet to her side, which revealed her body from the side to be totally open, except for the small clasp that connected the two ends of the cloth. Her entire leg and hip were visible with each step. Amanda felt her nipples hardening under his gaze and the cool air.

“Traditional dress for our women in our country is they do not wear anything other than bracelets, necklaces, and sometimes paint from the waist up.” He pointed to a selection of necklaces and ivory bangles. He noticed Amanda’s flushed face. “Don’t worry, I promise after an hour you will not even pay attention. Every woman you encounter on the grounds will be dressed as you, but few will have large breasts like you, or your large thick nipples.”

Amanda forced herself to keep them at her side. She chose a bulky thick necklace and three ivory bangles for her left arm.

“Now for lunch,” Sika said, again extending his arm which she took. She couldn’t believe she was getting ready to walk out in public topless, on the arm of this dark black man, as nonchalantly as if she was walking into a restaurant downtown.

A thought crossed her mind of Paul. I bet he wishes he could see me now, she thought, pulling back her shoulders and thrusting out her breasts, capped now with her erect nipples.






CHAPTER 8
When she approached the table where the President was seated, she was only concentrating on trying to walk without making her boobs bounce more, but it was impossible, any more than stopping her nipples from hardening to hardness in the soft cool breeze. The President stood when he saw her, and Sika translated a compliment about how hot she looked from the President. She thanked him.

The table was beside a small swimming pool, with lavish landscaping, a waterfall at one end.

A few palace staff walked by at the far end of the pool, and as Sika had said, she noticed all the women were topless and dressed as she was, although her white flesh was in stark contrast to the black skin of everyone around her. Sika faced the end of the pool, and Amanda took the outside seat.

The President invited her to call him Xmambe, speaking in broken English with some translation helped along by Sika. As they ate Xmambe asked her about her home, family, and general questions about America. He told her he had visited there a dozen times and tried to visit each year.

Amanda wasn’t asked what drink she would like, instead they brought a fruity drink that was delicious, and one in which she couldn’t taste alcohol. “Our national drink” Sika explained. “As I said, our President is long on tradition and custom, especially this holiday time of year.”

“What’s after lunch,” Amanda inquired.

“After we finish here you will accompany the President to his suite, where you will frankly enjoy each other’s bodies and pleasures. The President is quite taken with your beauty and wants to enjoy you as soon as possible.”

Sika could tell from her reaction that the reality of what was about to happen had not yet sunk in. “I am confident that you will find this a most pleasurable experience—our President has been with many women, and he prides himself on his superior sexual ability.”

Sika didn’t add what he was thinking, which was the quicker this pretty white woman got a black cock inside her, the quicker she would love it, the quicker the inhibitions would fade away. As a world traveler he was aware of the popular movement among black men to turn as many beautiful white women as possible on to the joy of interracial sex. Why wouldn’t they? Black men enjoyed to fruits of that effort.

Amanda felt her pulse race, the erotic side of what she was doing creeping into her thoughts. She looked at the President from a different point a view now—as a large black man who would soon be fucking her, her first black man—who would soon be her lover. She had never dared express her secret fantasy to anyone, but alone, sometimes getting herself off with her fingers or the shower massage, she would dream of fucking a black man, in her mind a man who looked very much like this very dark large African man across the table from her, and now all the imagining and fantasizing was through, it was going to happen, with her husband’s consent and encouragement.

Amanda eyed her soon-to-be sexual partner again, closer. He was built as good as any man she had ever seen.

All the talk and role playing with Paul had made it much easier to contemplate and take advantage of this opportunity when it had presented itself. She was about to get the second cock since she had been married, a new cock after 20 years of the same one, put inside her.

Sika translated more of the conversation.

“Are you on contraception,” Sika asked.

“Yes, I’m on the pill,” Amanda said.

“Good,” Sika said, “Our President doesn’t like condoms. Recently we closed an agreement and the young woman the businessmen brought for the President was fertile. She had neglected to tell anyone—and she is now pregnant, soon to bear the President’s child.

”Wow!” Amanda said. “What did he do?”

Sika laughed, “She is here under our care until she delivers and a few months afterward. She wanted to leave but it seems that she had some passport difficulties at customs and it is taking several months to get straightened out.” He smiled. The veiled threat was not missed by Amanda.

Xmambe gave several long, animated sentences to Sika, who turned to Amanda, “He has asked me to tell you that he was sorry about the misunderstanding in the conference room. He thought everyone understood the customs here. And he is also very gratified and please that you agreed to not violate our customs.”

Amanda wasn’t sure if she had understood that right, but on one hand she wondered if this was an out to ask to leave, and at that same instant she realized, as the second drink was hitting her—much harder than a typical couple of stiff drinks in the States, she didn’t want to leave. She wanted to play this out. She wanted Xmambe to fuck her. I may never get a chance, with a hall pass, like this again, she thought.

Xmambe spoke to Sika again, and Sika nodded. “Please move closer to the President,” he requested, and Amanda scooted her chair around the table until it was beside his. He moved one arm behind her, resting his arm on the back of her chair, and with his other hand began caressing her bare breasts. Amanda jumped at the touch, his hands more delicate and softer than Paul’s. She fought the instinctive tendency to push his hands away.

Amanda looked down at the dark black hand cupping her pale white breast, gently rolling her hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She felt a rush, a jolt that raced down her body. She knew she was soaking. This was the first time she had been felt up in years by anyone other than Paul—and it felt good. “You have very nice breasts, our President says.” Sika translated.

“Please tell Xmambe I am glad he likes them,” Amanda said. Sika repeated it. The speaking through a translator was awkward, but she suspected that there wasn’t a lot of conversation to come. Xmambe, spurred on by her statement and total lack of resistance continued to play with her sensitive breasts. Amanda felt her pussy warm with her juices as he continued, and her breathing became more pronounced in her arousal.

When the third round of drinks were brought and drunk, with Xmambe constant playing with her tits and Amanda starting to squirm a little in anticipation, Xmambe motioned for her to come even closer, scooting his chair out from the table and parting his legs, obviously wanting her to sit on his lap.

Amanda glanced at Sika and stood, cautiously moving around the table and sitting down on Xmambe’s thigh. She wondered if her juices were dripping and soaking through her wrap. Her pulse was racing and breath was coming shorter.

Amanda glanced at Sika watching, and realizing she was being watched, which turned her on even more, making her feel more wanton and daring. She put her hand over top of Xmambe’s hand on her breast and pressed it harder as encouragement.

Xmambe turned her head to him and kissed her, pulling her over tight against her body. He tasted of peppermint, and smelled of cologne, exotic sweet-smelling cologne. And he was a great kisser, deftly teasing her lips and mouth with a long tongue.

Amanda parted her legs for him as they kissed when she felt his hand at her knee, and he traced small patterns over her leg and pubis as he moved higher before gently parting her pussy lips and sliding one very long black finger inside her. He slid in easily, as wet as she was. And the move elicited a soft moan of pleasure as his finger entered her.

Amanda gasped. His finger felt as large as a cock, and after the initial shock she began enjoying the sensations of this black man manipulating her body. She kissed him back, eagerly, and as she did, she lowered her hand to his lap, feeling his porn actor sized cock, as thick as her thin forearm and long too. She shivered at the size of him.

The first touch was a brush, and her eyes widened at the size of him. She had heard the girls talk, and now she knew, at least she knew in this case. The President’s black cock was big, even though his cock was soft. Xmambe smiled at her reaction—reacting just as he had suspected.

Amanda was stunned. No one’s cock could really be this big. It was bigger than the largest dildo Paul had ever bought her. And it was getting harder and even longer as she clutched it.

Amanda knew she could stretch to accommodate big dildos, and at especially hot role-plays Paul had eased four fingers inside her, and while Xmambe’s cock was bigger, it wasn’t substantially so much bigger that she did think it was possible to take his cock inside her—but it would be stretching her more than she had ever been stretched before. She felt her pussy beginning to throb.

It was a stretching sensation she yearned to feel.

Holding his cock through his long cloth covering, obviously with nothing underneath, and his finger probing her pussy, had Amanda gasping for breath. When he added a second long finger beside his first, beginning the stretching of her pussy—that was when Amanda had her first orgasm, thrusting her pelvis against his hand, squirting, her fluids coating his hand and creating a wet puddle on the concrete underneath her chair.

Xmambe smiled. He knew he had her now.

Amanda’s face was flushed, her nipples dark and rock hard, and her legs were still open even after he had removed his fingers. “This white wife is ready,” Xmambe said in broken English, taking her hand and leading her off the patio. She looked back and saw Sika remaining at the table.

Oh wow, she said to herself, this is it.






CHAPTER 9
In the bedroom Amanda paused, turned to Xmambe and he kissed her, hard, passionately, his arms stripping away her waist wrap, and she was standing there nude and willing in front of him. He pulled his native clothing over his head, and for the first time Amanda saw this monstrous cock that she was expected to take inside her. She reached out for it, drawn to it, running her other hand down the hard and rippled chest of the huge black man.

Katie dropped to her knees and ran her tongue over the soft mushroom head of Xmambe’s cock. She opened as wide as she could to take as much of his cock into her mouth as she could—surprised as her mouth filled with his cock, wanting to please her fuck partner as well as she could.

“Nice,” Xmambe said, enjoying eagerness on her part that he had not anticipated, especially after he had learned she was one of the white men’s wives and not a courtesan brought for his pleasure. It was refreshing to see such desire for him—from a white man’s wife. Now it was time he fucked her for the first time.

Lifting her up and tossing her on the bed, he dove into her pussy, eating and licking her to two multi-layered orgasms, fucking her with his tongue and fingering her again as he did. When she did cum the second time, she lay there legs spread, muscles weak, her legs inviting, ready for him to move between her open legs fuck her, wanting him to fuck her.

Her marriage, her home, the fact she had never having fucked anyone else since her marriage, all this was a million miles away, consumed by the lust overtaking her sensibilities. What she had in front of her now was a huge hard black cock, and she was a woman who wanted fucked, who wanted the feel that massive chunk of hard black cock inside her. Nothing more than Amanda’s overwhelming desire existed at this moment.

Xmambe nudged her hip, and half rolled her to her knees, her ass extending back over the bed, and following his lead she assumed the doggy position. She felt him moving behind her.

Amanda spread her legs slightly and felt his huge thick cock brushing her pussy lips. Then she felt the head of his cock again, and then easing forward, parting her slick pussy lips and going just a bit inside her. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation, wanting to remember every vivid step, willing her pussy to stretch to accept him.

Amanda felt his hands on her hips, pulling her back, the head of his cock still just inside her pussy, and he pulled her back until she felt the full girth of his cock stretch her pussy, a yelp as he pushed deeper, then gasping at the pleasure of the sensation swept over her. She had done it. She had a black cock inside her.

Amanda felt a slight withdrawal, and then more cock pushed inside her on the next stroke.

He wasn’t moving himself; he was remaining still and pulling her back onto his cock, moving her body with his strong hands in small slow strokes.

Amanda felt as if his cock would soon be coming out her mouth, feeling it deep inside her belly, filling her completely full of cock, and then he stopped. She didn’t want him to stop. He pulled partially out and watched Amanda as she moved her white pussy further back to reinsert more of his cock inside her. She didn’t know yet, but he did. This white wife’s evolution into a black cock slut had begun.

Xmambe slammed the rest of his cock all the way inside her, balls deep, his balls slapping her clit and Amanda felt like she had passed out for a second. First a hint of pain, and then the most intense pleasure she had ever felt. Stretched and tight around his cock, as if she could feel every vein and ripple in the black flesh. She was moaning in delight, exploding in front of her closed eyes in a fireworks display of red, green and blue, in pleasure, in passion, and moving her body on his cock—until Xmambe took over more control, slapping her ass and matching each slap of her reddened ass with a long hard thrust all the way inside her.

Amanda looked back between her legs, watching the flexing of his muscular legs, watching his huge cock glistening with her secretions – a huge chunk of black flesh that appeared—and then just as quick disappeared inside her body.

Amanda started cumming and didn’t stop, a non-stop orgasm. She lost track of time, wanting the pleasure to continue forever, but her lover’s tone changed as the pace increased, his grip on her hips was more tense, and he began moaning too.

“Fuck me,” she gushed, closing her eyes concentrating on the feeling until Xmambe finally loosed his cum inside her. She felt the warmth of his cum spreading inside her. She had never felt that before. He didn’t pull out immediately, holding his cock inside her and then pulling it out slow, her pussy gaping when he did. Amanda suddenly felt empty.

The cum didn’t come out at first, and then gushed out in a half-cup torrent of big white globs.

Xmambe smiled at her, “Black fucked white wife,” he said in broken English.

“Yes, black fucked,” Amanda said.






CHAPTER 10
Amanda didn’t know how many times he fucked her. He was insatiable and their fucking flowed together as if it had been one long continuous fuck throughout the night. Xmambe would fuck her in a different position until she would cum, and then he would continue until he would cum inside her, roll off her for a rest of only a few minutes, and before she had moved, mount her again with his cum still oozing from her pussy, adding another load inside her. The bed underneath her was soaked with cum and her juices from squirting and overflowing natural lubrication.

Amanda had never imagined anyone could fuck this much, or that a cock could be this big and stay this hard, that a man could fuck as long as he did without coming and then when he did come have that much semen inside his body. By morning she was sure over a cup of cum or more had been dumped inside her, not including the times he had moved to her head, had her open her mouth, and stroked his cock over her face until he poured his cum into her open mouth for her to swallow.

It was as if she had been asked to describe the most fucking that any woman could expect from a man, whether it was knowledge on how to pull orgasm after orgasm—and doing each thing with perfect timing, or whether it was when to be rough, or soft, or staying power—pick any of those or combine all of those and ask her the question, and before last night no matter what she had thought about limitations of fucking pleasure, Xmambe had proved her wrong—by double.

They were the most fabulous fucks she had ever enjoyed—beyond imagination. She never dreamed sex could be that intense and exciting. It was like a drug for her—she wanted more.

Xmambe was still lying in the bed, nude, when the morning light woke her. She softly got up to go to the restroom, brushing her teeth with the new brush and toothpaste she found among the toiletries she had found in a small basket with her name on it, the Presidential seal in an emblem on the basket and on each bottle and box.

Xmambe was on the phone when she returned, and he patted the bed beside him, having pulled back the covers. She couldn’t believe he was ready to go again—but his half hard big black cock lying over on his leg told her otherwise, which was OK with her, she wanted more black cock.

Amanda snuggled against him, moving to wrap her hand around the thick cock, her thumb not touching her fingers thanks to his girth, and softly she squeezed and stroked the uncut cock. Amanda wanted to feel him inside her again. Her pussy throbbed, as if she could still feel him inside her already.

Amanda felt his cock pulse, and begin hardening more. She took her fingertips and lightly traced patterns over his cock until it was rock hard. When he touched her side and nudged her on top of him, with no words spoken she positioned his now rock-hard cock over her pussy and guided him inside as she lowered her body, rubbing the cock in her pussy, coating the head, and smiling as she impaled her body on him. It went in easier than the night before, Amanda realized. He had stretched her pussy.

As had been happening since the night before, when Xmambe first put his cock back inside her, on that first insertion, she squirted.

Xmambe finished inside her as she bounced up and down on his cock, riding him. Amanda could feel his come oozing around the sides of his cock and over her pussy and ass even before he withdrew. He didn’t rush to withdraw. He pulled out almost reluctantly, rolling to her left side, trying to catch his breath.

Amanda was on her back, her legs spread wide on the bed, her bare pussy open, her lips still parted from the big cock that had been inside her, and her pussy itself still showed a round deep cavity, not having closed back tight from where his cock had been moments earlier. Xmambe was a heavy cummer, and even more cum was trailing from her cunt. Amanda didn’t move, continuing to lay there, her eyes closed.

Xmambe opened the nightstand drawer and pulled a small black blindfold, securing it over her head, and she took it without reservation. He smiled.

Amanda heard a knock at the door and started to cover herself. “No!” Xmambe exclaimed, moving his hand to her stomach, and pushing her softly back down to the bed. Amanda remained spread, heard him speak, and heard the door open. It was Sika’s voice, and they talked back and forth in their native language.

Xmambe moved off the bed, and she felt him climb back on the bed, felt the movement, and sensed the closeness again. Damn he is going again, Amanda thought, her eyes still closed under the blindfold. She felt Xmambe fumbling between her legs, and entering her still cum soaked pussy, amazed at his quick recovery. Amanda began cumming quickly, his cock was touching all the right places—and the married white woman who had left with Xmambe the day before had been through a transforming night. She felt as if she was a completely different woman now. She was a black-fucked woman, and even though she didn’t know it yet, she was already experiencing her second black cock. At Xmambe’s invitation Sika had been invited to enjoy the enthusiastic fucking of the pale white American wife.

Amanda was too far into Sika’s fucking, lost in it, to be surprised when she felt a second cock at her lips, the scent of a woman on the cock at her mouth. Her scent. She opened her mouth to take this cock, for the first time her life having two cocks inside her body at the same time—two black cocks at that.

Amanda was every bit as eager and wanton as Xmambe had described in his call to Sika a few moments earlier, Sika realized. She loved this fucking.

“The white wife has started her journey,” Xmambe told Sika. It is time her pussy welcomes a new black cock. Come enjoy her.”

Sika agreed, Amanda was a great fuck, displaying her pleasure at being fuck, loudly, in positive body movements, in the enjoyment on her face—although still loose and soaked from Xmambe’s all night fucking. Sika didn’t speak, panting and gasping as he too added his load of cum to that of Xmambe’s deep inside her pussy.

Amanda knew it was Sika fucking her now, looking up into his eyes when the blindfold slid up. As he stroked inside her she realized that she had fucked as many black men as white now, and she started cumming from that thought as much as the actual fucking Sika was giving her.

His orgasm was quickened by her response, and he soon collapsed and rolled off her.

Xmambe moved to take his place and began his turn before Amanda could close her legs.

***
When Xmambe finished this time she asked for a break and asked if it was ok if she took a shower. When she came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her there was no one in the room. Wandering through the open door she saw a table for three set on the patio. Xmambe and Sika were already eating.

Amanda approached the table and Xmambe nodded toward her—she knew what he wanted, and dropped the towel, laying it over the chair and sitting down.

As they ate, all three of them nude, Sika continued to translate, inquiring about how Amanda had enjoyed the evening and smiling as Amanda described it as the most incredible night of sex she could have ever imagined.

“Enough to want to stay another night?” Sika asked.

“I thought that was expected,” Amanda said.

“Normally it is,” Sika translated, “But my President tells me that unlike many women he thinks you enjoy fucking as much as he does. So he is testing his observation skill.”

“So?”

“So he wants you staying tonight to be your personal choice—not custom, or a business expectation. Do you want to say another night? It will be even more exciting than last, I promise.”

Sika said.

“Is it an option that I could leave and the deal go through, no repercussions?” Amanda asked cagily.

“Yes.”

Amanda was silent, thinking. But as she recalled the evening it was no choice. Yes, she had been coerced at the beginning—but after the first fuck it was 100% willingness on her part. She knew she was being asked to demonstrate it. “I think I would enjoy staying,” Amanda said.

Sika reached into the attaché case beside his chair and pulled out a formal looking document. Amanda looked over at it. It was the agreement. Xmambe smiled at her, flipped to the last page and signed it. He handed it to her. The deal was done! She didn’t have to fuck him again; she could take the contract and leave. She looked at Sika and then at Xmambe.

“You have the contract. You can leave now if you like. Or you can stay, as you know no one is expecting you back until Monday. If you wish to stay, I will be happy to hold the contract for you, or you may lock it away with your other things here.” Amanda smiled and slid the contract back to Sika.

“I will stay,” Amanda said. “I cannot believe that I’m actually saying this, but I am. I’m not through yet.”

Xmambe smiled and said something to Sika. Amanda gave Sika a questioning look. “He says he knew you would stay—you are just getting started on loving black dick, he could tell.”

“Xmambe is an astute observer,” Amanda said. “Now what are we going to do about that? I want you both again.”

The two men smiled, nodded to each other, and followed Amanda into the bedroom.






CHAPTER 11
Paul and Tom were at a distant table on an upper tier of the large ballroom for the holiday lunch. The President’s table, identified by a small round Presidential seal on a small stand in the center of the table, and reserved tables for other officials, was toward the front and center of the stage. Most of those present were in native costumes, all the women on the floor wearing similar wraps around their waist, all topless save necklaces and bracelets. As the room filled Paul looked for his wife, and didn’t see her. Nearly all the tables were full except for the few at the very front.

“There she is,” Tom said, “front left of the stage.” Paul saw her, shocked to see her topless and wearing the similar clothing of all the other women, her bare white flesh and bobbing breasts bouncing drawing much attention as she walked standing out in contrast with the sea of black below him. She seemed to glow under the attention, warming to it. Nothing shy about her now, Paul though.

Paul struggled for breath, watching his topless wife laughing with Sika, as if unaware she was topless, following her with his eyes as she, Sika, and several other people meandered over to the empty Presidential table.

Xmambe walked onstage from behind a curtain, said addressed the crowd in his native language, then added in English, “Welcome friends and guests,” and walked down the steps to take his seat beside Amanda, wrapping his arm possessively around her shoulder and pulling her close for a very public kiss that seemed far too familiar for Paul.

The lights dimmed and a music program began of native dancing. All the women coming on stage were also in the topless native dress, and a suggestive dance was demonstrated in which one of the women was put against a post with her hands held over her head while a large group of men came out to dance around her, moving close and touching her body, including many of them feeling the large full breasts of the young black female dancer. Most of the people present seemed to understand the nuances of the dance, but it was lost on Paul and Tom.

Tom was transfixed on Amanda’s chest though. “Damn, Paul, Amanda has perfect breasts.”

“I know,” Paul said, “but not sure exactly how I feel about them being out for everyone to see.”

“Doesn’t seem to be bothering her,” Tom commented, and Paul saw he was right. Paul could still see his wife in the light from the stage, talking to the President in animated conversation, unashamed at her semi-nudity, animated as if as if she was fully clothed, not even breaking the conversation when Xmambe pulled her over to him and squeezed her right breast. She put her hand over his and held it there for long seconds. She was enjoying being with the President. Paul had hoped she might at least look uncomfortable with the open fondling, but she wasn’t. That was plain to see. For Paul she was enjoying it too much. It was more than Paul could stand.

“Tom, say our goodbyes in a courteous manner—but I can’t watch this. I know I said I didn’t object but…”

“OK, OK,” Tom said, whispering to the translator they had hired as they made their way out the door. What they didn’t see a few moments later was the President, Sika, Amanda and a half-dozen other leave the table and sidle over to an open stage door and make their exit.






CHAPTER 12
The Presidential group included four other men, two other women, plus Sika, Xmambe, and Amanda. They went by the Presidential helicopter into the middle of nowhere, a bouncing ride with the updrafts off the hot ground surface below them. Xmambe’s seat was against the wall, with Amanda’s beside it. Facing them, with his back to the right-angle wall, sat Sika. That half wall separated the regular seating from the executive seating on the other side. It didn’t have a door, and a couple of the men seated on the opposite wall of the plane could see partially into the Presidential seating section.

The women were still topless, and the chopper had lifted when Xmambe took Amanda’s hand and moved it over to his cock. He reached over and began kneading her breast as she did.

Amanda didn’t jerk away, and knew what he would enjoy as she began stroking his hardening black cock slowly, looking up to lock eyes with Sika and then Xmambe.

From where Xmambe was sitting he was partially visible to two of the young men in the other compartment. The moment made Amanda feel especially horny, as she sat stroking the cock of one lover while another watched. She had loved their fucking and couldn’t wait to do more of it, even though she was riding in this lush helicopter being felt up and playing with a big black cock.

Xmambe pulled her over toward him, putting his mouth close to her ear to be heard above the noisy helicopter. “Suck my cock,” he commanded. Amanda recoiled, startled, glancing at the two men in the other compartment. Xmambe put his hand on the back of her head and gently pushed it toward his lap, and she went with it, pulling down his pants and pulling his already hard cock out before taking it in his mouth. She sucked him hard, and then pulled off his cock, stroking it as she kissed him, moving her mouth to his ear this time.

“Your friends can see me,” she protested.

“I knows,” Xmambe said in his broken English, “I may let them fuck you too.” Amanda backed away to look into his face, and realized he was serious. She felt him squeeze her breast harder, and felt his cock stiffen. He liked the idea.

I may like the idea, she thought. As much as she loved Xmambe and Sika’s cocks, why should she stop there. If any of them only fucked half as good as her black lovers she was in for one fantastic sexual experience.

Again her overriding nuance in the back of her mind came to the forefront again. I may never get this chance again, she thought.

Amanda went back to sucking the hard cock in her hand, feeling his hand slide down her leg and up underneath the cloth skirt and up higher, touching her pussy and learning how hot and wet what he had just said had made her.

The helicopter hit some rough air and bounced a few bumps. Amanda felt Xmambe’s pull at her shoulder, pulling her up, over his lap and hard cock, sliding her skirt up above her hips, positioning his cock at her pussy before she reached down between her legs and guided his cock inside her, lowering herself around him, loving the sensation of his large cock going inside her, but hotter still knowing that at least three other men were seeing her do it. She soon realized why he wanted his cock inside her—they were fucking without moving, the bouncing of the helicopter was doing all that was necessary to provide the movement of their joining. The culmination of all this stimulation was too much for Amanda and she was soon coming, loudly, but not loud enough to be heard over the roar of the helicopter engines.

Amanda kissed Xmambe as their bodies remained joined, feeling his cock tensing and pulsing and knowing when he was cumming inside her. She stayed on his cock until it softened and popped out of her pussy. Rather than get off his lap she scooted further back down his legs, toward his knees, her legs still spread, letting his cum flow out of her pussy and to the floor. When her pussy stopped dripping she moved back to her seat, sweating and spent. Sika greeted her with a smile, and the two young men just outside the door had turned back to their conversation. I cannot believe I just did that, Amanda thought to herself. Shocked at her behavior—and feeling that much hornier.






CHAPTER 13
The chopper landed just outside a group of mud huts with a rickety wood fence around it, circling what looked like a meeting area, with four fire pits around a large pole in the center.

They were met by four younger black women, with colorful cloth wraps around their waist, beads around their neck, and topless, their dark ample breasts glistening from a coating of sweat in the damp heat.

Xmambe told Amanda to go with them, and she did, down to the river where they washed her, shaved her pussy, and redid her hair in what could only be described as a mussed up, disheveled, unkempt mess. They changed her strands of beads, replacing them with thick yellow and red beads. All their beads were blue and black.

They women led her to a large tent, where there was a long table with candelabras, fine wine, china, and a variety of food. She took her seat to the right of Xmambe.

There were three young black women with the same color beads as hers, seated several people away from her. She counted 11 men including Xmambe, Sika, and the two men who had watched her fuck on the helicopter earlier.

The conversation was about everything except sex. They included Amanda in the conversation, and most of the men there spoke with British accents thanks to their British educations. It was surreal, here they were in the middle of nowhere, half-naked, near what looked like an ancient African village, and the men there speaking in clipped British accents.

After the meal they excused themselves one by one until it was only Xmambe and Amanda.

After the table was cleared he asked her to come to his end of the table, which she did, and he scooted out from the table and asked her to sit on his lap. He was wearing a cloth wrap similar to Amanda’s, but it fell open when he opened his legs. She could see his long cock hanging down.

Sika came in to translate.

Xmambe told her through Sika that tonight was an old tradition in his large extended family, in which was a coming-of-age ceremony for the young men in the tribe. When he turns 22 this ceremony is what makes him eligible for being treated as an adult. It was also the ceremony in which men 32 become eligible for higher office. In Xmambe’s case this is a place of importance in his government.

Xmambe told Amanda that he had a son who was 22 and going to take part in the ceremony that night, and Sika, a distance cousin, is 32 and would also mark his advancement. Four of the other men at the dinner were in the ceremony group.

“I want you to be the woman with which they mark this passage. I want to give you to them and all that that entails. Will you indulge me?” Xmambe asked.

Amanda had expected Xmambe to want a blow-job or a fuck, but she was wrong. She had never expected this. She fully understood what he was asking, for her to fuck several other men, men of his choosing, not hers. At the same time she assumed that if she was being shared with his son and cousin, it was an honor. Besides, she realized, it would be more black cock, more variety of partners. She had not known what black men were like until yesterday—but she did now and liked it. She wanted to catch up on what she had missed in a mundane 20-year marriage. “If that is what you want me to do, I would love to,” she told him.

***
Sika served another round of the very strong sweet drink.

When Amanda left the tent she had had enough booze that she was feeling a little wobbly. It was already dark. The four women who were her earlier attendants led Amanda back toward the huts, and as they rounded the outer fence she could see there were 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 topless with wraps around the waist. The men were in a variety of brightly colored cloth in toga like wrappings.

Amanda was led to the pole and her hands tied up over her head, much like the public ceremony she had attended earlier in the day. A wide leather choker was laced around her neck with a larger loop extending from it made out of some kind of sinew. That’s when the drums started.

An older black man in a strange tribal mask came up to her, and indicated she should open her mouth. When she did, he raised a bamboo stick up and blew into the other end, blowing some kind of semi-sweet powder into her mouth. All of a sudden Amanda felt alert physically and mentally like she was in some kind of dream. She had an unusual arousing almost itch at her clit and pussy, as if her clit was throbbing. She felt her vaginal lips swelling.

All she could hear were the drums, and she could feel the eyes of the people on her. There was not a white person in sight. To the side she saw the three black women who also had the same red and yellow beads that she had. They were together to the side, their hands stiffly behind their back, as if their wrists were tied, and the position thrusting their breasts out boldly.

Amanda saw a procession of seven men approaching from one of the huts, all wearing masks and loin cloths. Amanda could tell from his build that the man in the lead was Xmambe, and he danced up to her, 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.

Xmambe ran his finger up her 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.

Xmambe took one of her bead strings and lifted up her breast, moving the beads underneath so that it framed her breast and raised it up slightly, then he did the same to the other.

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, 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, it was slippery but did not blur the orange and white paint that was hardening quickly. The men were spinning and dancing to the drums, and the next man, glistening and ebony black, said something in a language she didn’t understand, and as they all circled her and ran at her, stopping short, each of them running their hands over her, getting more forward each time. When one of them men touched her clit, she gave an uncontrolled moan, her body jerking at his touch. He did not remove his hand but began rubbing her clit in a small circle until she was thrusting her lower body out to meet him, continuing playing with her pussy until she squirted in a long, sustained orgasm. Amanda lost track of how long it went on.

The taller of the men untied her 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, and as he did everyone stood and began to clap in rhythm to the drums. Amanda was led to the edge of the firelight where there was a large seat made out of logs and covered in animal skins. She was placed on the seat on her knees with her upper body leaning over the back of the seat. Her shoulders were cushioned, and her hands were retied to her front, enabling her to prop

her upper body on her forearms.

Her pussy was throbbing for a cock, and she had never wanted fucked so bad in all her life, with the drums, and the clapping, and being naked in front of all those people, and aroused by the black men touching her, and it all enhanced by the powder she had been given. Amanda was elevated to a never-before felt state of arousal. She wanted a cock inside her pussy.

One of the men poured more warm oil over her back, running down her ass and over her pussy. Another of the men removed his loin cloth and put a long 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.

Amanda felt a hard cock at her cunt, not entering but holding it there at the opening of her pussy. Two of the men picked up torches and brought them closer to illuminate her with a cock in her mouth and one at the entrance to her pussy, as the clapping grew louder.

The man at her pussy rammed his cock all the way inside her—so far and fast that it hurt and she moaned. As he slammed into Amanda everyone there made one loud final clap, and the clapping stopped and the drums stopped and it was silent except for her moaning in pleasure, the grunts of the men fucking her, and her uttering a muffled, occasional “Fuck me,“ that started getting louder and louder.

Amanda came, but it wasn’t with the man fucking her, because she felt him cum, withdraw, and another hard cock entering her from behind. That was when she orgasmed. Another man 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 had 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.

The crowd drifted away, leaving Amanda with Xmambe standing to one side observing as the six men either fucking her or awaited their turn.

The powder she had taken began to weaken her, coupled with the strong fucking, and she was almost limp when they untied her and led her to a small hut with a large bed of animal skins, where the fucking continued. 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.

Amanda’s mind drifted, dreamlike, barely aware of what was happening, at the same time realizing that she was out of control wild, fucking like she had never fucked before, shoving her pelvis to meet the men’s bodies as they fucked her, fucking loud, begging for more, insatiable, the more cock she got the more she wanted. Once through the dimness of her consciousness she recognized Xmambe looming over her, although he looked like an African tribesman rather than a President of an African nation.

He fucked her like an African tribesman too. She didn’t remember it all, except when she heard a loud, “ Ahhhh” and Xmambe rocking her up on her back with his knees under her shoulders.

“Hold my cum inside you,” he said, not letting her down for his cum to run out. 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.






CHAPTER 14
Amanda passed out, vaguely aware throughout the night of the incessant sensation of a cock pumping in and out of her body, of peering through half-open eyes and seeing a black face over her. The next thing she would remember was coming back into consciousness only to see a different face—but the sensation was the same, that of being fucked. She felt herself twisted, turned, moved into different positions—but not a moment in which she did not feel that sweet gummy sensation of being fucked.

Amanda woke up to sunlight creeping through the cracks of the hut. She was naked, covered in dried cum, sore, and as she moved she felt a small pain at her breast. At first she though it was a bruise, but as she became more awake she saw she now bore a tattoo, silver dollar size, on the outer side of her left breast. It would be visible in a small bikini top, but not in a large one. The tattoo was the same Presidential seal she had seen throughout the country.

Sika appeared at the door with the four young women from yesterday. “How are you this morning?” he asked.

“Tired, sore, maybe a bit hung-over. And what is this?” she demanded, looking down at the tattoo. “I don’t recall agreeing to anything like this.”

“Yes, you did, when you agreed to participate in the ceremony,” Sika said, “the tattoo is part of the ‘all that that entails’.” He continued, “The memories of what happened tonight will come to you more in the coming days, the ceremonial powder you took affects some people that way.”

“And the tat? Why that?” Amanda asked.

“Oh, that marks you as one of Xmambe’s wives. You are the only American wife he has.”

“I have a husband,” she shot back.

“Now you have two, a white one and a black one,” Sika laughed. “Don’t worry, you have no obligations. The President marries all of the women in this ceremony, and next year he will marry some more. We look at these things in a different way than you Americans.”

Sika studied the concern on her face that didn’t ease. “You are not asked to stay here nor do anything more that you have already.” He saw the tenseness lessen.

“But as his wife you will have a stipend paid annually. If you bear any of his children you will be paid more and their education is assured, and if he is in the US he may ask you to join him for a few days—but that is totally up to your option.”

“I’m through bearing children,” Amanda said firmly, “And I’m not sure how my husband would like me having another husband.”

“Like I said, it is not a marriage like in the US, but it can have its benefits. Now how would you like to spend the rest of the morning?”

“What do you mean,” Amanda asked.

“You can have your attendants take you to the river for a bath, or if you like you can enjoy any of the young men you enjoyed last night – but we must leave at lunch. I know you don’t remember their names but here are photos, so if you would like some more sexual fun before you leave just give the picture to Inja here, she will get them here.”

“And what about you and Xmambe,” Amanda asked with a sly smile.

Sika laughed, “You will spend the night with him tonight, and I will probably see you in tomorrow morning before you leave—much as I did this morning.”

“Good,” Amanda smiled, “I look forward to that.”

Amanda began shuffling the photos, picking two out and handing them to Inja. “I’ll take these two—to start, after I’ve had a bath.”






CHAPTER 15
Xmambe saw Sika smiling as he approached. “Well?”

“Your white wife is well on her way to becoming the black cock slut that you saw in her.

When I gave her the option of a repeat with anyone from last night she picked two.”

“I sensed it in her,” Xmambe smile. “We will be able to enjoy her for a while longer.”

“Absolutely,” Sika said. “I do not see her stopping.”

“Her white husband has no clue what she was bottling up inside her, does he?”

With a laugh Sika added, “He’s about to find out.”

“When she gets through getting fucked here, we’ll take her back to the capital. Would you like to enjoy her one more time this trip? I’m in a sharing mode.”

“Thank you so very much my brother, but I still have some things to finish up here. Another time perhaps?”

“Another time for sure,” Xmambe said, giving the other black man a chest bump before they parted.

Xmambe saw Amanda heading toward them, she was wobbling a little, walking stiffly, her body still flushed from the double teaming. She had a spacy look on her face, and as she neared he noticed a trail of spots in the dusty clay behind her. She was dripping cum from her pussy. There were hickeys on her breasts.

“It is nearing time for us to go,” Xmambe said in perfect English. Amanda straightened as if hitting an invisible wall.

“You…your speech,” she stammered.

“I know, yes I speak precise English,” he smiled. “I like pretending I do not in front of strangers. You would be amazed what you will pick up when trying to make a deal when the other side does not think they can understand you. Sika is well versed in playing this out with me.”

“You are full of surprises,” she smiled. “I understand I am now your wife?”

“You are,” Xmambe smiled, “At least in the eyes of our tribe, and our country. I will not force the issue, but I would prefer if you remained in that status, at least until this time next year, when you will be asked to return. I would be honored if you would.”

“I would be having more sex with your tribesmen and family?”

“Yes. And me. When I come to the US too. I think your company might fear losing the contract if I am offended, so I will extend the invitation for you to come. It is not required but no need to tell them that. I would hope you would join me though.”

“I’d love to,” Amanda said. “And you right, there is no need to tell everything we know.” She looked down at herself. “I need to clean up, I’m a bit of a mess, I’ve been…” she paused.

“I know. I think you have taken to being blacked.”

“I have,” Amanda smiled. “Will we have time before I return to my real life from this fantasy world.”

“I’m the President,” Xmambe said. “I think everyone else will have to wait until I have put my seed deep inside your belly at least one more time.”

“Promise?” Amanda smiled.






CHAPTER 16
A short helicopter ride to the Capitol, in the limo on the way to the Presidential Residence Amanda looked over at Xmambe, still in his traditional dress, his firm ripped body, the broad shoulders and muscles, his confident strong attitudes, and the surge of desire for him swept over her.

Amanda looked down at the beads and the ivory bangles on her upper arm her only dressing from the waist up. She removed the beads and Xmambe turned to look, not understanding what she was doing.

What the white woman intended soon became clearer as she moved into his lap, the wrap around her waist riding up, and she kissed him, pressing her bare breasts against his chest, taking his wrist and guiding it to her tits.

“Very nice,” Xmambe said. “Now you’re acting like a wife.”

“A wife is supposed to give her consent to who she married,” she said softly. “I didn’t.”

“Not a problem,” Xmambe said, feeling his cock growing in response to the white woman squirming on his lap. “Will you be my wife?”

“I have a husband,” Amanda said back.

“That is not against the law here, as long he is not a native of this country.” Xmambe though quickly, restating, “Will you be my Malidean wife.”

“Meaning?”

“You are mine when you are with me, you come back here around this time every year, when I come to America for a brief visit, you come to wherever I might be and be mine, in all ways that a wife would.” Xmambe watched her reaction, her expression revealing her thoughts, she was thinking that this could work.

Xmambe ask her again. “You want to be my Malidean wife don’t you? You like the way we fuck. You have never had better, have you?”

Amanda’s thoughts were reeling. She had climbed on to the black man’s lap overtaken by lust, and how no idea how the conversation went to her accepting her role as his wife. What had her mind in turmoil was that she was saying to herself, this could work. She had committed her life to Paul, but, as she considered their role-playing themes of sharing, and now the reality of having been shared, first by Paul, and then by Xmambe in the tribal rites and with Sika, Amanda was on a sexual high from which she did not want to come down. Xmambe had zeroed in on the big question, even as his long black fingers were just now touching her clit. She could not hold back the truth.

“Yes, I have never had better sex, it is fabulous. I do not want it to ever end. “Yes, I’ll be your wife, as a Malidean wife—but this cannot interfere with my marriage to Paul. Outside of that I am all yours,” Amanda said. The admission combined with the hard rubbing of her clit by Xmambe caused her to orgasm immediately, moaning and collapsing on her black Malidean husband who held her close within his black arms.

“I want to fuck you properly one last time before I return you,” Xmambe said.

“Get me to your residence quick,” Amanda smiled. “I want to feel you inside me.”






CHAPTER 17
MONDAY MORNING

 

Amanda came into the conference room holding hands with Xmambe, smiling looking happy, comfortable and sleepy. She held the contract in her hand. “Got it,” she said, waving it to Tom and Paul. Amanda turned to Sika and hugged him, and then Xmambe, who she gave a long intimate kiss as he snaked his hand under the side of her top and caressed her breast one last time, in front of Tom and her husband.

“Thank you for everything,” she said. “I loved our time together.”

Xmambe said something in his native tongue, and to his amazement Amanda answered him in the same language. There was a sly smile between the two of them.

“Hate to go but our plane leaves in an hour,” Tom said, interrupting.

“Don’t worry,” Sika smiled, “I promise the plane will not leave without you—and Ando here will go along to scoot you through customers.”

Xmambe grabbed and hugged both Tom and Paul stiffly, adding a few words in his own language. Sika translated, “He says thank you, and looks forward to seeing you again now that we are all in the same family.”

Paul and Tom didn’t understand, and Sika made no attempt to explain. When they got to the airport instead of the commercial liner they were taken to a private hanger, where a white Lear jet with the Presidential seal on the tail was warming up with the ramp down. They hurriedly moved up the steps as the crew loaded their bags, bringing Amanda’s into the main compartment. When they went inside they saw a small double bunk in a stateroom the rear of the plane. Amanda made straight for it. Paul started to follow. “Sorry not now love, I’m exhausted, I need rest before we get to Rome. I haven’t had much sleep the past couple of days.”

“We’re not going to Rome first,” Paul said. “Slight change of plans. The President says we should start in Venice, better suited for honeymoons. His office had made the changes in the reservation.

“How nice of him,” Amanda said, a sly smile crossing her face. She saw the concern on her husband’s face.

“Are we good?”

“I am here, am I not?” she asked. “I’m good if you are.”

“I think I am, but we need to talk about…”

“I know,” Amanda said. “You want to know the details now that the fantasy was lived out.”

“Something like that.”

“I will tell you all I can remember after I get some rest. I did not sleep much last night.

Later,” she said in a dismissive tone as she turned into the stateroom and shut the door.

“Sir, you need to take your seat and buckle up,” the attendant told him. Tom was already in the front seat and buckled. Paul did the same.

***
The anticipation continued to build in Paul’s mind, especially the distant way Amanda had treated him since she returned. Amanda came into the cabin when the plane began its descent. Her makeup was fastidiously applied, smiling and acting like the woman he had left with Xmambe a few days earlier.

Amanda was wearing a soft white cotton sundress that accented her soft skin tone, and draped over her body as if it was almost damp, accenting her breasts that swayed freely with each bump of the plane in the rough patch of air. Her open reassuring smile allowed Paul’s tension to ease.

They landed in a small terminal. One cab took Tom to the main terminal for his flight. Paul and Amanda took the second cab. “Ready to start the anniversary trip?” Amanda smiled. They couldn’t talk further over the loud cab missing its muffler. The hair-raising cab ride to the hotel and survival occupied their minds, other than Paul saying, “Well? Are you going to tell me about what happened?”

“Not right now, wait until we get to the hotel,” Amanda tried to say above the noise.

Once registered and in the room, Paul poured them each some champagne from the complimentary bottle.

“Ok, would you please tell me what happened, this teasing is driving me crazy. If this is our anniversary trip, I should be being treated better than this.”

“Yes, you should,” Amanda admitted, “but before I say anything I want to remind you that you said it was ok—and you still abide by everything you said before I left? We talked about this in fantasy, and now that fantasy has become very real. I hope you have enjoyed it as much as I did, but nothing has changed between you and me, emotionally?”

“Emotionally?”

“Yes, emotionally. There is a lot that has changed otherwise.”

“Like what?” Paul said, concerned.

“Answer the question.”

“No nothing has changed. What about the rest?”

“It may be a longer list than you anticipated.” Amanda said.

***
“Before I left you last Friday, I had never been with another man other than you. I have 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, some with big cocks that stretched my pussy in a delightful way, and by saying that I think you understand that there is a difference.

“Different?” Paul asked. “How?”

“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.” Amanda said. “All that changes us—not you and I and our relationship, but it does change us. At least it changed me.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Paul said.

“You don’t have to, you just have to listen to start, and try to understand. I understand it, but it took a day for it to sink in. But before I say anything more, please understand what went on. 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.

So before I start, 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 still don’t know what you mean exactly.”

“I know—this is tougher than I thought. But I want you dwelling on what I will do for you rather than what I did for him.”

“OK, and that is?”

“If you want to share me with someone else, I’ll be shared.”

“I did that, I shared you with Xmambe.” Paul said.

“You don’t understand, I will do for you what I did for him. Xmambe shared me with other men, other black men.”

“He what?” Paul said, anger rising.

“Xmambe shared me, and I will let you share me, but I would request that you share me with a black man rather than white.”

Paul was stunned, his mind reeling under what she said, but she didn’t let up. “I’ve been shared with other black men, 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,” Amanda unbuttoned the strap of her dress and pulled it down below her breast, turning sideway so that Paul could see. There on the side of her left breast, about 2 inches in diameter, was the Presidential seal, tattooed. “And he marked me as his.”

“How can you be his when you’re mine,” Paul interrupted.

“It’s complicated. Let’s just say that I’ve been initiated into his tribe. And that once every year or so, I will go back there for a long weekend.”

“Why?”

“For more of what I just did this past weekend. Because I can.”

“What?”

“I don’t care about the contract then.” Paul said.

“Yes, you do, and I do too,” she said. “And the part you don’t understand is I want to. I want to go back for this periodically. I know now 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.”

Paul didn’t respond, asking “And you would get a tattoo for me?”

“Yes.” Paul could see the hesitation in her eyes. Her voice cut short.

“What else are not telling me?” Paul asked. Amanda took a deep breath and looked straight into his eyes.

“When Xmambe comes to the US, which is about 5-6 days a year, I’ll go to be with him.”

“With him?”

“Yes, I’m his American wife, and all that entails. I have accepted that role. 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.”

“I thought you didn’t want to do white guys,” Paul said, his tenseness easing.

“What?” It was Amanda’s turn to be confused now.

“Tom gave you 1/3 of the company. After seeing you topless I’m sure he would want me to share you with him,” Paul said.

“I wasn’t talking about Tom; I was talking about Xmambe.”

“Oh,” Paul laughed, “I misunderstood.”

“Well I did say if you wanted to share me that I would be shared, and I will fuck Tom if you want me to—but don’t expect me to be enthusiastic about it. He’s the wrong color.”

“I wasn’t thinking of you fucking Tom at all,” Paul said. “And for the next few days here in Italy, I’m not sharing you with anyone. Right now I want a good reclaiming fuck, and then you can tell me the details of your black cock days.”

Amanda was already unbuckling his pants and had her cock in his mouth before he had finished. Paul gave a soft “mmmmmmm” of pleasure as he felt the warm familiar feeling of her mouth on his cock—wondering for an instant how many other men had felt the same delightful feeling in the past two days.

Paul smiled thinking of the men he would be sharing her with in the future, and the black man who had laid certain claims to his wife’s pussy too. Amanda pulled off his cock, teasing the tip with her tongue, her had firmly wrapped around his shaft. “What exactly happened is fuzzy,” Amanda said. “They said some of what occurred will work its way back into my memory. I’ll tell you more as I recall,” she said.

“Hell of a time to bring that up,” Paul said.

“No, it is a good time.” Amanda paused. “You liked the idea of another man fucking me for real, you role-played it enough. Time for truth baby.”

“Yes,” Paul said. “It is hot, but it was tough on me.”

“Why?”

“I didn’t know what was happening. He is the President of a country, filthy rich, could make you a queen, his queen, if he wanted. That is a lot of temptation.”

“It was tempting,” Amanda said. “He did invite me to stay, be his everyday wife.”

“And you told him?”

Amanda smiled, “I could tease you and say that I told him I would but wanted a few days to break the news to you. But you might think I was serious and take it the wrong way. I told him that you were my husband first, so you have first dibs more or less.” She felt the cock in her hand harden even more in a small tremor.

“And?”

“And he said he would take what he could have of me.”

“How much of you are you going to give him?” Paul asked, fearful of the answer.

“Everything but my love for you. You are my husband, the primary man in my world. The rest is like living a fantasy. Fantasies always end. Other than that when he is with me all of me is his.”

Amanda put her mouth on his cock, pushing it to the back of her throat and beyond, bobbing her head up and down until she felt his cum filling her mouth. She swallowed, running her hand up the shaft milking the last of his cum and swallowing a second time. She moved up the bed, snuggling under Paul’s arm.

“He did make me a Queen,” Amanda said. “I’m a Queen of Spades.”

 

THE END
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