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      The following story is entirely fictional, despite its close resemblance to certain events that took place when the author took his family to Zimbabwe between 1991 and 1993. It is a reflection on the experiences of many white expatriates and their families working in Africa and the Middle East. Names have of course been changed, even if they were fictional 


      There are going to be more stories published here, and they are nearly all inter-related to what happened and the four powerful and influential Africans who successfully mixed money and power to gain the kind of sex they wanted. 


      In Harare, in 1991, due to the economic circumstances, there were nearly 4 million African men working the factories there, compared to about 500,000 African women. With 8 men black men to every African woman there was a huge pent up sexual need. Since the Africans quite sensibly left their own daughters on their family farms, the 10,000 or so white families in the city sometimes felt under sexual siege. 


      The Africans best equipped to win those sexual sieges were the new African Elite. African multi-millionaires who could not possibly spend all they were making. Powerful, and politically connected they were, and are untouchable. Men who would take bribes in their millions, but would respond far more positively if the bribe included one of those rarities in Zimbabwe a pretty white woman, or the innocence of a white teenage girl. 


      Where would they find such? Well they employed expats to run their businesses. Expats who did not always realise they had won the contract because their wife was a beauty, or that his daughters were considered prime material for bribing Africans clients! 
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Chapter 1



﻿
Igwe held the tearful woman close in his arms. To be frank he cared little for her tears, or her fears and trauma’s that had led to them. He did, however, appreciate the full warm curves of her body as he held her close.


With one hand around her waist he held her close, while his other gently stroked her short dark hair, comforting her. At six foot six inches he towered over the latest white woman to join his philosophy circle.


His decision to form a philosophy circle had been a stroke of genius in his campaign to seduce the relatively few attractive white women in Zimbabwe. Those disaffected with their life and looking for relief from the boredom of endless poolside sunbathing had been happy to join his circle. Their husbands were happy to be left to drink beer in one of the many exclusive hotel bars rather than join their wives discussing philosophy!


Many had subsequently learned the folly of their negligence when their loving ‘faithful’ white wives gave birth to a bouncy, screeching, black baby.


Angel sobbed in his strong arms, only to glad to find a man who understood her. Igwe was careful that his burgeoning erection did not disillusion her. His hand rose slowly to gently stroke her back. Her natural reaction was to move closer to him and her full firm breasts pushed against him.


At 34 years old, and with two children, Angel was lucky to have full firm mounds that did not sag. Igwe appreciated his luck in having those mounds pressed firmly to him. He had no doubts how this evening was going to end.


His time in America studying psychology had served him well. Here in Africa he had no qualms about using the knowledge gained to twist and manipulate the minds of white couples. Enhancing their concerns, preying on their fears, offering them security, pampering them, while at the same time scaring them at the same time. Preparing them to accept the need to please him. These white couples were unnaturally afraid of the teeming black masses of Africa. They were often only too happy to accept a luxurious lifestyle, and often willing to take part in sexual adventures, if that is what it took to be part of the in-crowd.


Personally he preferred those not willing to be seduced. It was much more fun bedding them!


“My husband just doesn’t understand me!” Angel sobbed.


Igwe grinned as he stroked her hair and looked down at the pretty tear stained face buried on his chest.


Stupid woman!


Why should her husband try and understand her? He was a man! It was a woman’s role to serve and please her husband. African women knew their place, but these confused western women had lost touch with their role pleasing men.


‘If only I could talk to him like I can talk to you!” Angel sought to gather her senses, suddenly aware that her nipples had unaccountable become erect as she pressed against this charming, educated, and sophisticated black man.


Igwe’s nostrils flared as he took in the sweet freshness of the white woman in his arms. Washed, scented, and clean. So typical of these well brought up English women that married skilled and educated professionals. Yet so lacking in the basic understanding or relationships. She was well presented in her stylish western style dress. He would love breaking her in. Teaching this woman her true role in life. He dismissed her husband’s acceptance and tolerance of her strange concepts of ‘modern womanhood.’ He regarded it as evidence of her husband’s weak will, and the failure of his masculinity.


“I understand,” he murmured into her soft dark hair. His hand rose from her back to gently stroke the softness of her slim white neck. Angel was relieved not to be held quite so tight, though his strong masculine presence was comforting. His fingers on her neck were soothing, calming, mesmerising as they drew soft circles on her neck. If only her husband would stroke her like this!


The sudden intrusive thought of her husband disturbed her. She was acutely aware of the stiffness of her nipples as they strained against the material of her soft lacy brassiere. She had found herself dressing differently since joining Igwe’s circle. There were no men in this circle, and all the other women took such extra-ordinary care in their appearance. Angel had found herself wearing lingerie she rarely wore for her husband any more.


She did not want to seem rude to Igwe, and his strong hands, while gently stroking, belied the power of this man. They had a power over her that she sought to suppress, even as tingles shivered the soft skin of her neck.


He urged her to sit on his sofa and offered her a Turkish Apple tea. She gratefully accepted and sat demurely while he prepared the drink. She did not notice as he lightly sprinkled crushed mbanje into the drink. He was confident she would not consider the presence of the crushed herb unusual.


She had been married to her doting husband Mark for 18 years. She was a faithful wife, and loving mother to their two teenage daughters. A devout catholic, and regular churchgoer, her current unexpected and unwanted arousal disturbed her. The tea would be calming, help her regain her distance, and reserve.


“He won’t let me drive the car since the accidents,” Angel complained.


Igwe stifled a laugh as he prepared the drink. Glad she could not see his face. Of course, her husband had banned her from driving! It was the one sensible thing Mark had done.


“Hmm, well you have had three crashes in the last month.”


He turned back to a fidgeting Angel, and noted her nibbling her lip. He would bruise those soft lips with passion tonight. Angel ignored his words.


“He has undermined my status in the eyes of my friends,” Angel went on.


In doing so he had probably saved your life Igwe thought, but he let it pass.


‘Disgraceful, he should take more care of your position!” He responded instead, knowing what she wanted to hear.


Angel looked up at him grateful for his support, as he sat close beside her on the sofa. She edged closer. She found tears edging to the surface again, and cursed her edginess and nervousness in front of this sophisticated African. He was so different to most of the poor Africans teeming through the streets.


Without warning tears coursed down her cheeks, Igwe leaned over and pulled her close. He understood that she was still recovering from a minor breakdown. That she was weak and vulnerable. Her husband should have been here, but he wasn’t and Igwe intended to take full advantage.


His black hand rose and lightly stroked Angel’s soft white arms. He cradled her into his shoulder. His hand rose to cup the soft curve of her cheek. His finger lightly stroked aside the salty tears. Angel snuggled closer, unresisting as his hand lifted her face.


He was not a handsome man, though he was unmistakeably a powerful, dominant male. At 45 years old he was eleven years older than her, but the years seemed meaningless. His dark, craggy looks, his Saville Row suites, and casual confidence all combined to make her feel secure in his presence.


In many ways he reminded her of her burly strong willed father. He had also been a businessmen with powerful connections.


“Oh,” she gasped.


His lips had descended and were kissing away her tears. She smiled at this touch. His hand on her cheek held her head firmly in place, as lips lightly caressed her eyes. She closed her own, and lay still as his lips closed over her eyes.


Her heart leapt. This should not be happening. Her eyes flitted open, as he kissed her forehead, then dropped to her nose, and she laughed. He grinned at her.


Then his lips dipped and met hers.


Her heart rate soared as this masterful man softly kissed her lips. She sought to pull away, but there was no heart in her effort, and his hand effortlessly held her head in place, as the kiss became more demanding.


Angel melted into the kiss, her sweet lips responding. It had been 18 years since she had kissed another man than Mark, but now her lips were seeking out his hungrily.


Igwe savoured the soft lips of the English woman. He kissed, now lightly, now passionately; alternating in his pattern, savouring the lips, he held her close. Then his tongue slipped out and licked along the line of those delightfully parted lips.


“Oh… please,” Angel sought to push him away and recover her senses. It was like pushing against solid rock. For a 45-year-old businessman he seemed remarkably strong. She had since the family’s arrival in Zimbabwe become to understand the remarkable strength of African men. Most went from years doing hard farm work, to the relentless and furious energy of the burgeoning factories.


More than once that quick grope in a hotel bar, or between the tight close aisles of a shop, had developed into something more. With one hand holding her firm and still, while a second explored, or a friend’s hand explored. At first she had been shocked and horrified. She had screamed. But this was Harare, not a quite English bookstore. She had quickly learned that her screams simply attracted more African men. Like hyena’s scenting a kill they would swarm around hoping for an opportunity to sample her charms. Not that the Africans ever seemed threatening, even when she struggled and sought to push them away. Always they would have that happy grin as their hands rose under her skirt, or fondled a breast, or bottom! The bare faced cheek and sexual aggression of these men was something she had never had to cope with in England!


Once, early after they arrived, she had taken her daughters shopping. When an African tried to push her into the changing booth she had screamed her help. Male African heads had popped around corners, and over and through shelves to see the fun. Men had rushed to the vicinity, but instead of coming to her aid, 14 year old Amanda and seventeen year old Rebecca had been seized, fondled, and stroked. Her two bemused, confused daughters held while grinning Africans touched and fondled them. She was convinced that only the unusual interference of the shop’s security guard had saved them all from a mass gang rape.


Grateful as she was she had refused his demand that she give him her address. “For the report,” he had said. Even while shaken and her emotions ruffled she had retained the sense not to give this African man her address. He may be her saviour this time, but knowing the address of a pretty white woman, and her two pretty teenage daughters, may have been too much temptation. Even if he only sold the information to more bold criminally minded Africans.


She was not so naive not to realise that there was a real ‘market’ in Africa for attractive white women, and an even bigger market for pretty white teenagers.


Now as she sought to push Igwe away, she was reminded just how strong he was. While one part of her told her to be sensible and remember her husband. Another stronger, suppressed emotion fluttered to the surface. This man was so strong it was sending wicked signals to her loins. She fought to control that irrational reaction. She was a career woman, an intelligent educated woman. She was happy.


Igwe tilted her chin, his mouth descended. With a fierce passion his tongue darted into her mouth.


Her senses departed and she kissed him back.


Her lithe and nimble tongue seemed to have a life of its own as it met Igwe’s tongue, darting and challenging. Even as she berated herself she breathed in his masculine presence. His dark demanding presence as his hands wandered unrestricted. This was forbidden… her eyes closed and she welcomed his demanding passionate kiss.


It seemed so long since her husband had kissed her like this. The thought of her husband jerked her back to reality. Her eyes flashed open and looked up at Igwe as he kissed her. His eyes were locked on hers. His eyes were dark, mesmerising, and powerful. She was losing herself in those eyes, when she again sought to pull herself together.


Then one of his strong black hands closed on her breast.


“Oh… no, my husband,” her hand rose and grasped the hand at her breast. It was like trying to move a steel girder, but this bit of steel, was warm. It cupped her breast, and caressed and fondled. No amount of feeble pushing on her part was going to free her breast. Then his hand at her neck grasped her short page boy style dark hair, and jerked sharply down.


“Arghh… oh,” she gasped as her pretty white face was pulled sharply up and presented to Igwe. She was not used to pain, and the shock of it ran through her body. Then his big heavy body seemed to bear down on her and her lips seemed to open automatically to receive his kiss.


She was shocked and felt betrayed as her body reacted in ways it shouldn’t. She didn’t want to feel like this.


She didn’t, she really didn’t…


Then his tongue met hers and her mind seemed to swirl and fly.


Igwe grinned to himself as he played this naive and innocent white wife. His hand had risen and clasped her full and firm breast. He savoured its fullness. He loved white women. They looked after themselves so well. An African woman of 34, unless she had married early to a rich and powerful man, would have spent 31 of those years in the fields under a not sun. She would probably have nursed several children, and was unlikely to have ever had a proper diet.


These white women took such care over themselves. Over their figure, and diet, and appearance. As his hand seemed to weigh the full breast in his hand he estimated that Angel possessed breasts that did not snag, and he delighted in it.


He cupped it, squeezed it, stroked it, and fondled it. A white woman’s breast. The breast of a woman married to a white man. He remembered the 15 years guerrilla warfare in the bush. The whites claimed to have won that guerrilla war, but as he held and enjoyed the fullness of that white breast, He knew no white policeman was going to burst through his door. No red faced angry white soldier was going to shoot him down like a dog for touching a white woman.


His fingers found a stiffened nipple through the cloth of her dress, and bra. A bra he noted that seemed lacy and frilly. Had she dressed for him? He nipped that thickened pert nib sharply.


The woman beneath him squealed into his kiss, but he did not release her mouth, or his grip on her nipple.


Pain and pleasure, pleasure and pain.


He released his grip, and she sighed into his demanding passionate kiss.


Even as she relaxed he ran the palm of his hand over her nipple, and felt her body tremble. He estimated that excited little tingles would be surging from her abused bud, as he fondled her that full mound and then lightly stroked his thumb over the over-excited nipple, enjoying her squirm in his arms.


So few of these well brought up, middle class English women seemed to fully understand the nature of pain, and its relationship to pleasure. He would delight in teaching Angel. Oh yes, he would teach her all about the pleasure of pain, and pleasing his cock.


He looked over at the door to his villa.


No, there was no sign of an outraged husband. He glanced across at the shotgun on the wall. He laughed quietly. If her husband did turn up and burst through the door he, Igwe, was the one with the right to shoot the intruder dead.


Not that such an eventuality was likely, though a small part of him wished to be so. Four large German Shepherd guard dogs prowled the gardens of his ten acre villa in the exclusive Harare suburb of Borrowdale. Big bored dogs that would have delighted in the sport of finding an intruder. Chuku Olanes, his devoted bodyguard would be alert. Keeping an eye on the CCTV cameras. Chuku owed Igwe his life. After a moment in the war when Chuku had been seized by a crocodile while creeping across a golf course near Victoria Falls.


Quick work with a machete had denied the crocodile a live meal. Chuku had rarely left his side since, and had soon learned there were opportunities for Chuku. Igwe after all usually found a new and interesting white woman to seduce every few months and was generous with his discards.


Igwe turned back to the lovely panting Angel, as she lay half beneath him. Her eyes were wide as she looked up at him. Those delightful now bruised lips quivering. Her chest rose and fell, her breathing deep and irregular.


She was a delightful English Rose in her prime. No, he grinned to himself, the whites had not won the war after all, as his dark hand began flicking the buttons that held the bodice of her dress together.


“Noooo! Please… we have gone too far!”


“I love my husband he loves me!”


Her hands reached for his. He ignored them. Her efforts were light and ineffective. Lacking the strength to keep his eager hands from those firm white orbs increasingly coming into view.


His hand pushed inside the dress. He delighted in the sight of her lacy brassiere. A fashionable stylish bra that did little to hide the rounded, full mounds within. His hand swept the material aside and he took the warm firm white flesh into his hand.


Angel gasped, and thrust her breast into his hand. It was as though she had no control of her own body. Hot sensations radiated from that strong hand. This was not some boy struggling for a quick grope. This was a strong masterful man taking what he wanted, and she struggled against the sudden urge to spread her legs.


Igwe stared with delight at the slightly darkened nipple that still held a touch of pinkness, such a contrast to an African woman. He delighted in the sight, and the feel of that surprisingly firm orb, which as he had guessed did not sag. His head dropped, and Angel jerked beneath him as his greedy lips took that nipple into his mouth, then widened further to gorge on round white woman flesh.


Angel jerked as his hot mouth enclosed her nipple. His lips suckled, and then her drew her nipple deeper into his mouth and she felt his teeth nibbling on the sensitive tip. Her toes stretched as pleasurable sensations overwhelmed her breasts, radiating across her chest and sending tingling sensations down to her curling toes.


“Oooooh!”


Igwe grinned and worked his teeth hard. He could feel her shiver and shake in response to his attention to her aroused bud. His tongue curled around the erect nipple and he was delighted when her back arched, and she inadvertently pushed her breast into his mouth.


Her hands were trying to push him away and he allowed her to push his shoulders back. He released the nipple. He looked down at her. Her eyes were bright. Her untended left breast was in stark contrast to the overexcited right breast.


“Please, enough, I should be going,” Angela pleaded. Her hands on his shoulders seemed to be holding him at bay, but she made no attempt to cover over her breasts. He grinned and lowered his head to her left breast.


“No!” Her slim white hands strained to keep him away. Angel struggled to comprehend how easily he ignored her straining hands his mouth descended to her left nipple and hot wet sensations wracked her nipple.


God! He was so strong! She gasped as his teeth chewed on her nipple, then his tongue soothed the agitated nub. Her back arched and she consciously sought to pull her breast free. Her efforts were distracted by the feel of one of his hands sliding under her dress and stroking upwards over her shapely white thigh.


She wanted to pull away, but she was trapped on the sofa. His heavy body, holding her down while his teeth, lips and tongue doing indescribably things to her excited aroused nipples, and now his hand was under her dress.


She felt it each the top her stocking and find the soft bare skin of upper thigh. His hand was hot, and softly circling. A black hand under her dress, stroking gently the soft silky white skin that only her husband had ever touched.


Thoughts of her husband surfaced and she renewed her efforts to push him away, then stopped. Would her husband want her to stop him? It was Mark who had joked about how easy it would be for her to take a black lover here.


No one would ever know, not even her husband!


Igwe’s hand reached higher and she ‘allowed’ him to push her legs apart. She tensed as his hand found and covered her silk clad vulva, and she jerked as they lightly stroked.


Oh God! I should not be letting him do this, but then she wondered if she was indeed allowing him to do this. He was bigger and stronger than she was. Far stronger than her husband! His hands, lips, teeth were making free with her body, despite her attempts to push him away. She could not stop him, even if she wanted to.


A little nervous flash of thought went through her. Never in her life had she ever not been in control. Here on this sofa, she knew she was not in control. Sensations were wracking through her body. Pleasurable sensations. She did not want to betray her husband. A finger pushed aside the silken gusset of her panties and slipped into her wet feminine centre.


She flushed in embarrassment as she realised just how wet she had become. That Igwe should be able to discover the level of her excitement was deeply embarrassing. Her hands dropped to exploring hand seeking to push it away. Igwe caught one of her hands by the wrist and pulled it to one side.


He guided her hand between his own legs, and her fingers brushed the hot, hard length of his exposed manhood. Her hand jerked away, she was startled by the heat and hardness of his member. She had been unaware of him releasing his cock from his trousers. Igwe however, retained his grip on in her hand brought it back to his aroused and excited black cock. At the second contact as his hand seemed to push her slim white hand along its length. Angel found her hand had grasped its thickness.


She marvelled at its girth. The thick pulsing veins seemed to throb in her soft hand. She struggled to comprehend its thickness and her hands squeezed it. She realised with a sense of disbelief and a certain dread that her fingers could not meet when they closed around it. It was too thick to fit inside her. Not that she was going to allow him to try.


Igwe’s hand was back on her wrist and he guided her hand up and down its hard length. Her dread at its thickness was increased and heightened as she realised it was also long, just how long she had yet to discover.


Angel now needed no encouragement to explore its length. Her husband had joked that black men had big cocks, and she knew as did he that it was not true, but Igwe’s manhood seemed to defy natural justice. It was both long and thick as her hand slid down its underside seeking it base she was shocked to feel the thick circumcised head push against her upper arm. Shocked she released it. It couldn’t be that long! She sought to look down at it but the pressure of his heavy body in hers prevented her from doing so.


At that point Igwe pushed a thick finger into her body. The effect on Angela galvanised her into attempted action. There was only one consequence of the continuation of her inaction, and it must not be happen!


She was married. She loved Mark, her husband. She must not allow this to proceed further!


“Let me up!” She demanded. Igwe ignored her. His lips busy nibbling on the soft white skin of her slender neck. His finger pushed deeper. Her writhing legs closed on his hand seeking to squeeze his hand out from between her legs.


“This is too much, we have gone too far! I’m married.”


Igwe grinned at the reminder that the delightful curvy body seeking to wriggle from beneath him belonged to another. A white man at that! He circled his finger in the hot, wet, tightness of her married pussy and thrust his finger in a further inch.


As his finger slid deeper Angel found her hand gripping his cock tightly in response. Her fingers could hardly connect around it. She knew black men were said to possess larger members, but what she held in her hand was beyond anything her imagination had ever considered. The cock throbbed in her hand. She could feel gnarled veins throb and pulse with blood and eager sperm.


Igwe with drew his finger and shifted in position. His weight lifted from her and she was able to look down at his cock. Her eyes widened as they confirmed the size of cock her hands had explored.


He was huge!


“My God!”


Igwe grinned. He delighted in the shocked reactions of the expatriate wives when they discovered the size of his cock. He had rarely found one complacent and anticipating such a cock. The surprise on the white wives, was a pleasure, but the additional mix of fear that engulfed them enhanced his own pleasure. If the surprise of white wives was delight to observe, the reaction of the white teenage girls who travelled to Africa with their parents was even more so. Breaking in a 13 or 14 year old white virgin was his favourite pastime, and the look on their eyes when they saw the size of his cock was always a memory to treasure.


Angel was no virgin, though he suspected his first penetration was going to take some effort.


Angel was staring at his cock with fear and fascination. As though she had found herself confronted by a striking cobra and was afraid to move. Igwe enjoyed the conflicting her emotions.


“Is this what your husband dreams of?”


Angel looked up at him perplexed.


“Doesn’t your husband have fantasies of his sweet wife being ravished by a big cocked African?”


Angel flushed. The pink glow suffused her cheeks and descended to her breasts. How did he know? It was not just her husband who had such fantasies, though she would never admit that to anyone, especially her husband!


Igwe’s cock was not natural! It was too thick!


It was easily as thick as her wrist. As Igwe shifted in position and both his hands went up under her skirt. As his body shifted more of his cock slid out of his trousers, and she goggled as its length became apparent.


It was far too long to go inside her! It would rupture her womb!


“It’s too big…” her words came out in gasps. Her breathing had become heavy. There was a tension in her throat, and a heat in her loins. Igwe grinned when, as he tugged at her panties, her hips rose slightly allowing him to ease her panties down.


She was his…


“Oh God!… Please… My husband…”


Igwe grinned and his mouth dropped to close her pleas with another kiss. Angela darted her head to one side to avoid the kiss. Her movement presented a small delicate white ear. He grinned and instead of closing on her mouth, his lips caught the soft lobe of her ear and he nibbled it. Angel seemed to jerk beneath him as her body was galvanised by the soft touch of his lips on her ear. His tongue licked the lobe as his hands worked under her dress, enjoying the feel of the shapely full thighs of a well-fed white woman.


He dipped his tongue inside her ear curling it, pushing deeper, twirling his tongue, in the soft sensitive interior. He could feel her breasts surge and push against him in response to the sensations she could not avoid as his tongue excited her. His hands pushed her shapely white thighs apart, her dress rising up around her waist.


He positioned himself between her legs.


Angel was oblivious to her danger. The teasing of his tongue was merciless, and exciting. He really knew how to excite her! It was wicked! It was forbidden. She jerked her ear free of his tongue, turned to face him to tell him to stop. She looked up into his eyes. Eyes that were full of passion and desire.


Desire for her…


Her heart surged. She was confused, as her heart raced and her senses seemed to pulse. She humped her hips and flushed with shame at her action. She cursed her weakness, but when his mouth dropped to hers she did not resist. Her mouth opened in response to the passionate demand of his kiss. When his tongue slid between her lips, her own tongue darted to meet his and locked with his in a passionate wrestling match.


Then his cock nudged the portal of her feminine centre, and her eyes flared wide. She stared up into the dark powerful passion filled eyes of the African above her.


Igwe met her gaze. He loved these moments. The shocked surprise in a white woman’s eyes as she realised he was about to enter her. He thrust his hips and broke free of her eagerly kissing lips.


“Oooooooohhh!… No!… You mustn’t!…”


He thrust again and he passed through the portals to her womanhood.


He paused. It was always so surprising how tight these white women were, even those married with children. Her pussy clasped his cock tight. Her sheath was like that of a virgin protecting its hymen. He savoured the hot tight grip on his cock, leaned forward and thrust deeper.


Another inch of his thick manhood slid into her, and her legs flew wide in reaction. He grasped the hot warm curves of her hips and lifted, as he thrust. His cock was now three inches into her, and past the restricting grasping portal. He thrust again, sliding a further few inches into her.


“Ooooooh… no… I’m bursting!”


He roared a triumphal laugh and thrust again. Her hips starting jerking spasmodically beneath him, her legs grasped him then released him. She struggled to push him way. She tried wriggling free from him.


Igwe held himself in position, while she wriggled and struggled. He enjoyed the feel of his cock as is it slithered deeper in her well-lubricated sheath.


Angel stropped struggling realising belatedly that her efforts had only resulted in his cock going deeper inside her. He was too well ensconced inside her how. She was not going to gain her freedom by her own efforts. She was going to have to let him have his way with her.


A warm tingling overcame her at the thought she was helpless to prevent this dominant African taking his pleasure between her legs.


She was going to get fucked.


Exciting sensations swept from her loins as she became accustomed to his thickness. Her abused pussy seemed to be clinging to his cock, but already it was relaxing and adapting to its size. She realised that he had stopped thrusting into her. She looked up at his face and realised he was savouring the pleasure of being inside her. Without conscious thought her pussy squeezed on his cock sending further excitement shooting through her. To her shame and pleasure the muscles in her sheath seemed to caress his cock. She tried to bring her body back under control.


Then when she had got herself back under control she looked back up at him. He was gazing down at her. She flushed under his gaze.


“Is that it all? Is it all really inside me?”


Igwe grinned.


“No.”


Then he ran his hands up from his grip on her curvy derriere, sliding them along the soft skin so that he could secure a firm grip on her shoulders.


“No, that is not all,” he laughed and thrust again.


He enjoyed the startled look on her face as he thrust and thrust again. This time firmly holding her shoulders to keep her in position as he pushed deeper. He relished the glove like grip on his cock as it seemed to but against her uterus and push through further deeper unused barriers.


“Ooooooh… oh God… oooooh.”


Igwe freed one of his hands and reached up to grasp her short dark hair in his grip. He jerked her head back. Pain shot through her, but seemed to send further powerful surges down her loins. She grasped his cock with her sheath instinctively. She felt the slap of his balls against her bottom. It was in she realised. If his balls were slapping against her bottom he must be all the way in! She stirred beneath him.


He looked down at her pretty face. He enjoyed the sight of her pale slender neck. He noted the dilated eyes, her gasping breath. Her unfocussed eyes, he gave her time to recover. When her green eyes finally focussed on him again he grinned down at her. She smiled faintly back at him.


“Now,” he said, “I am going to fuck you!”


Her eyes seemed to widen. Then he felt her legs wrap around him.


He grinned, she smiled nervously back at him.


Then he started to fuck.


She wailed like a hyena in heat as he withdrew then thrust.


His hips rose and fell beneath her splayed thighs.


He savoured the silky softness as the inner thighs of another man’s wife clasped him to her.


A white man’s wife lost in passion beneath him.


Was there any greater pleasure?


Yes, of course, there was, the pleasure of his seed spurting up inside her clinging tightness.


He gripped her shoulders and took his pleasure, thrusting and driving his manhood deep inside. Enjoying the exquisite pleasure of her tight womanhood.


Her excited wail betrayed her orgasm beneath him as she shook and shivered beneath him. He paused briefly. Then resumed his efforts.


“Please stop… I have come already… enough…”


He laughed and renewed his urgent thrusting.


“Oh please… too much… didn’t you hear I’ve come already!”


He ignored her and thrust away. She wriggled and squirmed seeking to push him away. It was too intense, too powerful, the feelings too strong. Then too her shock a second orgasm overtook her, she jerked and throbbed in spasms beneath him. Shocked, disbelieving, this could not be happening she had never had two orgasms before!


She collapsed in his arms defeated. There was no point resisting. Igwe above her continued his thrusting and surging between her legs still eagerly clasped around him.


A rolling wave of orgasms seemed to overcome her as she abandoned the struggle and let him use her as he wished. This was a strong man who took what he wanted and with a thrill of excitement she realised she was glad he wanted her…


Hot blossoming heat surged in her loins and she suddenly realised he had come inside her. The thought seemed to trigger another even more heated orgasm. It was as though her body was eagerly surging to receive his seed!


A horn sounded from outside the villa!


A long blast of sound that broke the moment.


Igwe broke free from. His cock long and slick with her juices slithered out of her and she looked in disbelief at its length and thickness.


“That will be your husband. Come to take you home.”


Angel looked up at him in shock and alarm as the real world returned.


The horn sounded again, and Angel struggled to her feet.


Her husband was waiting! She struggled to refasten her dress over her breasts. She pushed her dress back down from her waist. She saw her panties lying discarded on floor and snatched them up.


She turned to Igwe. “I…”


“Go,” he interrupted her. “Don’t keep your husband waiting.”


She turned fled, pressing her panties into her handbag.


She burst through the door of his villa out into the African night.


The sudden heat of the night passing over her, she saw her husband watching for her. A look of concern left his face as she appeared.


She scurried over to her husband’s car as she tried to collect her shattered emotions. Her world had just fallen apart on a black man’s cock.


“Hi honey. You OK?”


She glanced at Mark as climbed into the passenger seat then looked away as guilt overcame her. This man loved her and she had betrayed that love.


“Hmm… I’m fine.”


“You look flustered?”


“I was… I was in the bathroom.” Her breath caught in her throat as she said it. She had just lied to her husband!


He leaned across and kissed her lightly on the lips. She had a sudden thought that he would smell Igwe on her. That he would smells the sexual excretions seeping from her.


“No matter. Nice to see you again. Bill made a right prat of himself tonight. We had to virtually carry him out to his car. You would think with that beautiful wife of his he would be rushing home after work instead of getting plastered every night.”


Angel gathered her thoughts as Mark prattled on. She calmed down then fiercely clamped her pussy tight as she felt surge of semen leak from her unclad loins!




Chapter 2



﻿
Joseph Okuru sat nervously across from Igwe Orizu as his boss perused the folders he had presented to him. Joseph worked in the personnel department of Orizu Building. One of many companies that Igwe owned. It was a very busy department. Four hundred Africans worked for the company, a mix of men and women. The problem for Joseph was the workforce turnover. It was not because people left the company for another company. The problem was simple and stark. Death was the biggest cause of turnover. He had carefully studied the figures himself. In the last two years over 100 staff had died from illness, variously described as flu, cold, fever. None stated the true reason.


Aids.


According to the country’s President there was no such illness, and so it never appeared on Death Certificates. Finding replacement staff was not so difficult, but since half the population of the country were under 15 years of age, skill and experienced workers were hard to come by.


Fortunately for Orizu Building the government had set pay levels for all categories of employees. Good for business if not for employees! So an experienced and skilled older work could not leave his company for a better paid job elsewhere. Since all the pay rates in all Zimbabwe Company’s were exactly the same switching from one employer to another led to suspicion of incompetence, or worse misdeeds. So Africans rarely changed jobs. That still left Joseph very busy man finding replacements for the staff and organising whip rounds for grieving widows and children.


Not that the folders Igwe was perusing related to African staff and workers.


The folders Igwe was reading comprised the latest CV’s and backgrounds on UK professionals being suggested by International Recruit. Joseph suspected that the company would grind to a halt without the input of the white engineers, quantity surveyors, project managers and accountants like David Burton.


White expats did not die of aids. They came for two years and usually left after that. In those two years they brought modern management skills. A desire to work hard, a notion Joseph struggled to understand, and a drive and energy that sometimes alarmed the African staff.


Igwe was an intimidating and powerful African. Joseph knew well his history in the war of liberation that they had fought and lost against the whites. Igwe’s friendship with the new African rulers meant that he now sat in the Chair of one the biggest developing new construction firms. Joseph could not really comprehend the wealth Igwe was reported to own. That wealth and his contacts drove the business development. He could afford to employ the white expats that made his business profitable.


He was also ruthless, and Joseph believed the rumours that at least some of the disappeared staff had been fed to the local crocodiles inhabiting the water holes at the golf course.


Certainly the tax inspectors that Igwe had taken for a game of golf had never been seen again. Tax inspectors had not visited Igwe’s business since.


Igwe’s thoughts as he perused the folders in front of him could not be further from his own. He held in his hand the picture of Diana Windsor. She was a blond bombshell with a cascade of yellow hair that perfectly set off her blue eyes. He could sense the spark in those eyes. He suspected fire and passion smouldered behind those eyes. He turned the photo over and scanned her statistics. She was 26 years old. Her figure had been discreetly written noted on the sideline 36-28-34. He shivered at the fought of getting his around the waist of this lovely creature and then exploring the fuller curves. Yes, she was just what he required from the wives of a potential employee.


Having satisfied himself with the important issue he picked up the file of her husband, Paul Windsor. He was a Contracts Manager. Twenty years experience. A quick scan revealed that he had owned his own business up until 9 months ago. Then the recession that was doing so much damage in the UK had closed his business.


Igwe liked recessions in Europe and America. It guaranteed desperate professionals running from the taxman and in need of work and an escape from debts.


Looking through the papers it seemed Mr Windsor had all the competence to be a skilled Contracts Manager. He turned over the photo and was surprised to see in the notes that he was 19 years old and had a figure of 34-26-30!


Igwe looked across at Joseph. He had little time for incompetents. He could see Joseph quail under his gaze. He liked that in an employee! He continued to stare at Joseph, who squirmed in his seat.


Joseph was struggling to overcome his sudden fear. His boss had missed something but if Joseph mentioned it he might be accused of suggesting Igwe had made a mistake. Making such a suggestion to his boss filled Joseph with terror. So her squirmed under Igwe’s gaze and dithered.


Igwe stared.


Joseph realised inaction was going to get him into more trouble than he was in already. He coughed and gestured towards the photo. Igwe stared at him. Hiding his amusement. Joseph edged forward and took the photo from Igwe’s hand he carefully peeled the two photo’s apart. Photographs did not travel well in the steamy African heat. He handed the photo’s back looking apologetic and embarrassed. Igwe took the two photographs. His interest was not so much in Paul Windsor as the 19yo with the figure. He looked down at the pretty face of young woman.


“That’s Lauren. She is Mr Windsor’s oldest daughter”.


“Oldest daughter?”


“Yes he has two daughter’s… there should be another photograph”.


Igwe shuffled through the papers and found another photograph. He pulled it out and looked it over. Sweet sixteen and never been kissed.


“16?”


“No, she is 15 years old. Her name is Samantha”.


Igwe smiled, even better.


Joseph relaxed.


He turned over Paul’s photo and saw that he was 42 years old.


“His first wife died and he re-married,” Joseph explained.


Igwe pondered these facts for a few moments. A 42 year old man with, no doubt, a demanding younger 26 year old wife, and two nicely developed teenage daughters who had become young women in their own rights. He would imagine there would be a few tensions in this family. No doubt Paul was struggling to keep his new pretty wife happy, and two daughters clashing with the new wife would add to the tension of his company going bust. Yes Paul Windsor was looking for an escape route.


“Hire him.”


He opened the next folder. He glanced over the features of a young white man, then glanced down his details. They described a recently qualified engineer of 26 years, single. He frowned. He did not employ single white men!


“Joseph?”


Joseph, who had been relaxing and his thoughts drifting, was startled back to attention. He immediately saw the folder spread across Igwe’s desk, and realised Igwe’s concern.


“If I may… Sir?…”


Igwe leaned back allowing Joseph to shuffle through the file.


“Here,” he handed over a hand written blue coloured letter. There was a paper clip attaching a photo of a very pretty young woman, with long dark brown hair.


“His fiancé,” Joseph explained. “If he is offered the job they will marry and have their honeymoon on the way here. She is a Sunday School teacher.”


Igwe’s interest picked up at that last point. A Sunday School teacher! That would be an interesting challenge, and fresh from her honeymoon! There would be a few high level bets on how quick she could be introduced to a black cock in those circumstances!


“Hire.”


Igwe shuffled the papers together, and pushed them aside.


“Do you have the new contract I told you to prepare?”


Joseph nodded and handed the crisp white sheets over.


“Good! Send Mr Burton to me”.


Joseph quickly rose, he was glad to escape the risky confines of Igwe Orizu’s office.


David knocked politely before entering the office of his domineering African boss. He dreaded his boss. He had always treated him with professional courtesy. David knew his worth and value, and that he was an invaluable key player in the company’s affairs. David liked it that way. However, Igwe Orizu had seduced his wife. In one sense that was OK. They had been married 19 years and things had gone stale, his wife boring.


Igwe had seduced and transformed his wife and rather than being annoyed David had found the situation arousing and exciting. Who would ever have believed his wife would have allowed a black man between her legs? Now his wife did things in bed without him asking or needing to encourage her.


Igwe had taught her things to do with her tongue that made David shiver at the memory.


But that was his wife. The horrifying discovery that his pretty daughter had been drawn into Igwe’s depraved circle had shocked him to the core. He felt intensely guilty that seeing his pretty teenage daughter underneath a rutting middle aged African had given him an erection! He had thought it had been his wife!


When he had discovered it was his daughter, and not his wife, his erection had not subsided. He had felt guilty since and confused ever since.


Over the week since he had witnessed his daughter’s ravishment he made up his mind not to renew his contract. There were three months to go and he suspected that this was what Mr Orizu wanted to see him about.


He entered the office and sat comfortable in the chair opposite the owner of the company. Igwe had never stood on ceremony with his key expatriate staff. Igwe was checking over an A4 sheet of typed paper, which he could see had the company seal on it. Igwe looked up.


“A new contract”, he waved it at David Burton.


David coughed, and shifted on his seat. His decision to leave crystallized but he struggled with the nerve to tell this man that.


“I had been meaning to speak to you about that. I… I have decided not to renew my contract”. He looked across at Igwe, who was looking back at him. David saw no hostility in that returned gaze. His confidence rose.


” I have had a long thought about this, and after two years here it is probably time we returned to the UK.”


Igwe nodded across the table at him.


“That is of course your decision and you have every right to make it. I respect your decision and will regret your departure, but that is expected after all we only offered you a two year contract, and I had not yet considered whether to renew it”.


David nodded relieved this was going so easily, but then his eyes turned to the contract that Igwe held in his hand. What contract was that? If he had not been planning to offer him a new position, what was he holding in his hand?


Igwe noticed David’s focus on the contract in his hand, and laughed.


“You misunderstood. This is not a contract for you. I would like you to give Tammy her copy”.


“Tammy… my daughter… what contract?” David’s throat went dry. His chest tightened. He felt suddenly ill.


Igwe pushed the contract across the mahogany table. David’s eyes fell to it. Not really wanted to read it. He could see the company seal. His heart pounded.


“I have offered your daughter a contract of employment”.


“But… her visa is tied to my contract. She is not allowed to work”.


Igwe waved his hand in casual dismissal.


“You should know that such technicalities are easily overcome in Africa”.


“But she is my daughter! She is only 18 years old!”


“Quite old enough to work. Had you not noticed… she is a young woman now”. David cursed inwardly. Talk of his daughter being a young woman brought up the image of her eagerly thrusting her jutting breast into the mouth of the greedily sucking Nasam Togbi.


“I’m her father I think you should have discussed this with me first”.


Igwe smiled confidently back at David.


“What sort of job have you offered her?”


“Marketing… public relations… that sort of thing.”


“But she has no experience of that”. David protested.


“I have found your daughter to be biddable… easily trained”.


David’s stomach tightened.


“But… what would this job entail”.


“Corporate entertainment.”


David dithered. He did not really want to know what Igwe meant by corporate entertainment, especially in relation to his pretty daughter.


“This contract. It’s for eighteen months. That cannot be we leave in three months!”


“You are perfectly at liberty to leave at the end of your contract Mr Burton, and of course Sarah. You will see that Tammy’s contract is under seal. Whatever you may do Mr Burton Tammy will not be leaving. Don’t worry your daughter will be well looked after.”


David’s heart sank. The thought of his white teenage daughter being well looked after by Igwe Orizu and his black cronies was intolerable, but if they did not stay she would be on her own. Much as he disliked the situation, he could not leave Zimbabwe leaving his daughter behind.


“But you cannot just sign up my daughter like this! Didn’t you think to discuss this with me first?”


“With you?” Igwe’s incredulous tone, betrayed his view of David’s importance in the matter.


The moment was disrupted by bedlam breaking out. From the direction of the railway siding raised male voices were accompanied by a shrieking female voice.


Igwe sighed.


Why was running a business such a trial! Incompetents surrounded him!


“Just give this to Tammy and tell she is expected at L’Escargo tonight at 7pm. If you want your contact renewed I will expect you to take her there to make sure she gets there safely.”


He rose, and crossed to the window, peering out in the direction of the railway siding.


David rose, staring at the contract in his hand, while at the same time wondering at the escalating commotion outside. Was Igwe really expecting him drive his daughter to an assignation? L’Escargo was one of the most exclusive restaurants in the city, and the food was tremendous, as he knew only too well.


Igwe released a curse, and turned for his office door, momentary surprised to see David was still in his office.


“I…” he waved the paper in his hand. “Errr… what time should I pick Tammy up afterwards”.


Igwe frowned at David, was the man mad. Did he really think his daughter would be going home afterwards? He needed to get down to the siding.


“Mr Burton I have things to do”.


He strode out the door.


“Back to work!” He roared at the faces pressed to the windows of the offices.


He grinned as everyone jumped and quickly returned to their desks. He reached the end of the corridor and bounded down the stairs.


“Michelle! You man the phone not the door!”


Startled the young lady jumped. She glanced at Igwe’s. A glance filled with fear and concern. Then she scuttled back to the reception desk. Igwe took a moment to enjoy the shock of wavy blond hair. The slim neck and as she leaned forward to tuck her chair in he enjoyed the view of the full firm orbs struggling not to burst from her low cut top. A sweet voice and a full bust were Igwe’s primary requirements for a receptionist, and of course being pretty and white.


It encouraged African businessmen to call and do business. Michelle oozed sexual promise, and one way or another Igwe delivered her up whenever a new contract was in the offing.


He pulled open the door and strode outside into the hot African sun. It beat down hot and hard but Igwe thought nothing of it. Sun and heat was normal. Bedlam was also normal, but Igwe had little tolerance of it within his own business. Bedlam affected production! He roared at the milling Africans pushing and pulling each other around an opened railway carriage. The train had delivered a cargo of marble from the port of Beira in Mozambique.


Had his workers found a stowaway? That was hardly new, or warranted this uproar!


“Roger. What is going on?” He roared at Roger Bullivant. His 60 year old white head of security. The 60yo was a former Rhodie commando who had been happy to stay on a black controlled country.


While Roger was normally belligerent and aggressive in his job, as fitted his history and role, he seemed to be on the outskirts of this group as an observer rather than breaking it up. At the sound of Ugwe’s bellow he immediately burst into the group scattering the squabbling, grabbing and pushing Africans. Even at 60 years old he still commanded the respect of the Africans, whose respect for white people had grown rather than diminished as ordinary Africans watched with despair as more powerful Africans seized not just political power, but stole the country’s wealth in blatant acts of corruption.


Roger needed nothing but the power of his voice and a few shoves to separate the milling Africans from their frightened quarry.


The sudden sight of long blond hair appearing as the Africans parted allowed Igwe to realise the cause of the bedlam. They had found a white female stowaway on the train, hard to believe as that was! Africans regularly risked life and limb to leap from bridges on to passing trains for a free ride back to Harare from Mutare, but a white doing the same was rare indeed.


The African workers now that their attention on the blond white woman had been disrupted noticed that Igwe was bearing down on them and promptly scattered.


“Chuku,” Igwe shouted.


Roger was speaking into his two-way radio, and a number of security guards were quick to respond. His chauffeur Dominic was already rushing to the scene.


The young blond woman remained curled in a ball, her fear palpable. The rough attention of the African workers had left her in a state of terror. Igwe could see her trembling.


“Here girl,” he reached down offering her his hand.


She looked up and quickly glanced around as though looking for a bolthole. She found none and returned to the speaker. She took in his immaculate suit and his well-groomed appearance. This was the man who had scared off much larger group of rough Africans. He looked like a Government Minister, or someone important.


She reached up and took his hand, allowing him to pull her to feet. Even as she did so she glanced around. There were a few Africans workers still present, as well as the elderly white man who had done nothing to protect her from them. Her hand tightened on the black hand she grasped.


“Tell Sarah to go and fetch some of Tammy’s clothes. They should be suitable. Best if you take Sarah to her villa and bring her back Dominic with some clothes.”


His chauffeur strode off.


“Roger, we will take her to the guest villa for her safety. Make sure it is guarded day and night.”


Roger nodded before delegating that job to two of the security guards present.


“Chuku. Go and calm down the office and fetch some food from the canteen, and plenty of water!”


He turned to the white girl tightly holding his hand.


“Are you from Mozambique?”


She nodded.


“My parents farm… overrun by the rebels… they… they are dead!!!”


He watched her brief struggle to control her emotions, but she held them back. She was tough, not like his soft expatriate staff. He guessed she had been brought up in Africa. Taught to control her emotions, especially in front of black men!


No doubt she had experienced many days of fleeing and hiding to during which she had learned to put these things behind her. Lucky for him the rebels had not caught her.


Was that a sign of resourcefulness?


“What is your name?”


“Hayley.”


“Well Hayley, you come with me and we will have a chat. We will have to decide what is to become of you.”


Igwe turned and led Hayley away from the offices, and the railway siding. They came upon an area that was marked by a pristine lawn and flowering shrubs. In the centre was a white washed cottage with a shaded veranda.


Even as they approached Africans rushed to the building carrying trays, and even from this distance Hayley could smell the delicious aroma of hot food. Her body tensed and she leaned forward ready to run for the food, but the last remaining vestiges of her shattered dignity held her back, with Chuku strolling along behind grinning and swaggering.


Igwe climbed the few short steps onto the veranda. Hayley savoured the coolness of the shade, and the relief from the hot sun, Igwe let her in to the interior of the cottage and waved at the array of foods prepared.


Hayley looked at Igwe, and at his nod ravenously fell on the food. It had been 3 days since she had eaten. The watching Africans he dismissed including Chuku. He looked the girl over as she ravaged the delicately prepared food. His staff knew the importance that Igwe placed on entertaining guests.


She was slim he noted, with nicely rounded hips. She could hardly be out of her teens. Her curves were not restricted to her derriere. Her breasts were full and jutting where they strained against her ragged clothing. Her legs looked shapely and full beneath her trousers.


While she ate he walked over to the fridge. Inside as expected he found fresh orange juice. In the freezer he found ice cubes, which he was confident would have been made from bottled water. It had taken him time to train his staff not to offer his guests water taken from the tap. He mixed the two and returned to the white woman.


When she saw what he held in his hands he could see the grateful relief in her eyes. As she took the drink from his hand, his other arm curled around the slim waist. She made no effort to pull away. He enjoyed the soft warmth of her curvy waist, and gave it a slight squeeze. He was gratified that she did not tense up, or seek to pull away.


“Tell me Hayley, how long did you live in Mozambique?”


She looked up at him, and he enjoyed the flecks in her blue eyes.


“I was born there. I have never lived anywhere else. My parents took me to South Africa once.”


The sudden thought of parents sent quivers of emotion through her and he hugged her tight. He could feel her pull herself together. He admired that fortitude.


“And in all those years have you come to an understanding of Africa?”


She looked up at him. He wondered at the expression in her eyes and how well she had been able to hide her thoughts.


“I have a through understanding, if not of Africa, of African men and what they want?”


Igwe grinned and his hand caressed and squeezed that slim rounded waist.


“So tell me Hayley. Who can I contact to help you?”


Her eyes nevertheless wavered and she looked away.


“Do you have any family in Zimbabwe?”


“No.”


“Any aunts or uncles in Mozambique? You mentioned South Africa, did you visit relatives?”


“No it was more of a business trip. I have no family left. My father was an only child. His parents died in a boating accident. My mother met my father when he was in England. I have never seen her family, who never once visited us.”


Igwe nodded, delighted in what he was hearing, though he did not let it show.


“When you passed through Mutare’s border you just hid on the train. No one even knows,” his voice paused for a moment while his hand slid down over her hip, to caress the delightfully soft round curves of her bottom. She did not pull away. “No one even knows you are in Zimbabwe do they?”


Hayley looked up at him. He felt her bottom flex and stretch in his hand, but still she made no move to pull away.


“No, no-one… will you look after me?”


Igwe grinned at the blonde teenager, with the soft warm curvy bottom.


There was a knock at the door to the guest cottage.


“Come in,” Igwe called out.


Sarah, the wife of one his white executive’s bustled in, with a bundle of clothes under her arm. She looked straight across at the young white woman, a look of concern on her face. She took in the tray of food, and the drink in her hand. Then her attention was drawn to the ragged torn clothes.


“I have brought some of Tammy’s clothes.”


“Sarah, this is Hayley, why don’t you take her through to the bathroom and see she has a shower.”


He squeezed Hayley’s bottom as he urged her in the direction of the bathroom. As Sarah passed by following the girl he slapped Sarah’s more rounded derriere. She frowned at him and he laughed, and made to lunge at her bottom again. Sarah squealed, and scampered from his groping hand. Flustered and embarrassed that he should behave this way in front of a strange woman. Though at the same time pleased that this man could make her feel like an attractive young woman again.


Igwe watched them both disappear and reached for drink for himself. He passed thinking. She was cute little bundle but she was, clearly, used goods. The Africans on her father’s farm probably had a good time with her. Taught her how to enjoy sex. Not like the innocent daughters and emotionally suppressed white wives her usually enjoyed debauching.


He would have some fun, but he would find a more profitable use for her than his own entertainment.
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Half an hour later Hayley and Sarah emerged for the bathroom. The transformation in Hayley was dramatic. Her tiredness was still reflected in her eyes, but otherwise she was fresh and clean. Her hair, still damp, had lost the dust and burs picked up in the cattle truck. Sarah had dressed her in a long flowery dress. The strong sun shining through the window highlighted the curvy woman’s body beneath.


He smiled at the hovering Sarah. She had done a good job.


“She has had a stressful time”. Her concern over Igwe’s immediate intention was obvious.


“You may go now, Sarah,” dismissing her concerns.


As Sarah left he rose to his feet. He had prepared a Pimm’s Nr 1 for the girl, no doubt its familiarity would provide her with some reassurance. The girl eyed the pint jug with desire for its cool refreshment. The jug was full of crushed ice, and slices of banana, apple, orange, and slices of avocado. The alcohol content mixed with lemonade was high.


He handed her the drink and she took long eager gulps.


“So you have lived all your life in Africa.”


Hayley nodded.


“You say you understand African men.”


Hayley’s eyes took on a wary look, but she nodded.


“Would you like me find someone to look after you?”


Igwe’s hand rose to lightly stroke the side of her face. Hayley looked into his eyes and could see the carefully controlled lust. Her confidence returned. He was just like the rest.


She nodded. He nodded back at her thoughtfully.


“Nice dress, but it is in the way. Take it off.”


He noticed her nervous swallow, then her resolve firmed and she reached behind to release the buttons. In moments the dress lay on the floor by her feet. As expected she was naked underneath. Her body was shapely and full. A typical 18yo old, with full firm pink tipped breasts that had not a hint of sag. She had a slim waist, and shapely filled out thighs. Her mons had a light coating on blond hairs.


She stood proudly before his gaze. She had none of the timid nervousness he found in confused expatriate women from the west. He had no doubt she was sexually experienced with black men.


He removed his own clothes.


He watched her eyes drop to his loins and take in the sight of his own stiff member. There was no alarm in those eyes as she took in his length and thickness, from which he concluded that there could be no further doubt that this white orphan had known black men before today.


She made no attempt to get away as he approached and he slid his hand under chin and turned her face up to meet his. Her eyes were clear, with neither desire not fear. She had a lovely heart shaped face with soft lips. He lowered his head and kissed them. She made no attempt to pull away as his kiss became more demanding.


His other hand slid around her slim waist and pulled her close. He savoured the heat and curves of her body pressed against him. His cock was crushed between their bodies and he enjoyed pushing it against her soft warmth. He took her hair in his hands and pulled her head back, and looked down at her pretty face.


She looked back calmly and controlled.


It surprised him that she should be so calm in these circumstances. He speculated that she had withdrawn into herself as a self-defence mechanism. Not that he cared for anything but the soft lush curves of her body, and the hot tight wetness that would satisfy his lust.


His head lowered and he kissed the soft, pink cherubic lips. They parted easily to accept his tongue, though her tongue was perfunctory in response. He savoured the soft sweetness of those lips. Kissing them thoroughly, his tongue traced their soft curves as though he could lap up their sweetness.


His left hand dropped to the easy softness of her round bottom. It never failed to delight him after spending so long in the bush fighting the white colonialists to be able to enjoy a different kind of crop. The young white women who the daughters of the white men he had fought so long ago.


If only those white colonials could see him now, as a thick black finger slid down probing and tracing through the cleft of her white bottom. His finger probed at her bottom hole, and her failure to show alarm or concern served testimony to her sexual experience. His right hand stroked her face, caressed her fair head, his fingers trailing through her blond silk, slightly damp hair. Her eyes closed. He wondered if she was fighting her own response to his attentions.


He urged her back onto the bed. She offered no resistance as he pushed her back. Her breasts were full, though not overlarge. He enjoyed their firmness, taking one in his hand as he rested on an elbow above. He took her left breast in his black hand and squeezed the soft malleable flesh in his hand. Enjoying the way her soft skin seemed to ooze out around his fingers. Tired of her easy compliance he squeezed the pink rose of her nipple hard, and enjoyed the sudden jerk and squirm of her slim body.


At last a reaction, he thought. Though her eyes remained calm and untroubled, as though she had been expecting this treatment. Her breathing had quickened, with its consequent effect on her full, pert breasts.


He grinned and lowered his head to take a swollen pink nipple into his mouth. He licked lightly swirling his tongue around the orb, before his teeth worried it. He raised his head, enjoying the comparison of one highly aroused darkened nipple, wet from his attention, and the still pink if erect nipple of her right breast.


It remained untended for only a short time, before his teeth gripped tightly and he enjoyed her sudden alarmed squirming as shooting flashes of pain enveloped her chest.


Tired of this preliminary play, his hand slid down over the curves or body, gliding over the slight curve of her stomach, and into the delta of her loins. Her lithe curvy legs slid apart to allow him easy access. He was almost disappointed to find her vulva already wet. His exploring fingers slid apart the entrance to feminine sheath.


He decided to waste no further time and moved on top of her. Her thighs moved apart to accept him. He lined up his cock, enjoying briefly the hot wetness of her juices soaking his cock then he pushed inside. Her sheath opened and accepted him, and he slid deeper. He encountered little resistance and she merely grunted beneath him as he thrust harder.


Her hands came up to grip his shoulders as he settled on top of her and began a rhythmic thrusting. After a few moments her shapely legs rose and encompassed him pulling him into her loins. He enjoyed the feel of her warmth but did not fool himself that she was becoming excited. This was a white woman who had learned to accept the attentions of African men. Learned to accommodate and please them. As he picked up his pace her arms went around him and she started to hump her hips to meet his thrusts.


He looked down at her. She was such a pretty white woman, with her heart shaped face. Her blond hair seemed to flair out around her head as he humped and thrust. Her nose was small. Her teeth were biting her lower lip, perhaps betraying an excitement she was trying to hide. He buried his cock deep inside her and watched her lips part as he gasped. Yes he determined, she was not immune to sexual pleasure.


He stepped up his thrusting.


She was young, pretty and white and in his bed.


His pace increased.


The surge of his excitement burst inside and he collapsed on top of her. Not caring that his heavy black body crushed her.


He rolled off her. Thoughts back on his business and what needed to be done. Taking Hayley had been a matter of demonstrating his power and testing her submission. It was over. She had not been particularly passionate or responsive, but then again she had gone through an ordeal.


He smiled at the thought of her parents. Killed in Mozambique by rebels as they sought to get their daughter away from the rebels. She had fled from one group of black men straight into the bed of another. Wry irony filled his soul as his black hand patted her shapely white thigh.


Then he rose from the bed and quickly dressed.


“Wait here,” he commanded as he left.


As he strolled back to the office he reached for his mobile phone. Flicking it open he opened one of the folders and typed a two-word text message.


“Auction 7pm”


He speculated that Hayley would fetch £35,000 Stirling. She was young and pretty, but no virgin. He would have to make sure the bidders did not discover her passivity. He would make a nice profit at no investment. He suspected she would not complain about her new circumstances.


He strode through the reception with a quick glance at Michelle. Her bust was prominently on display and a dazzling smile greeted him. He grinned once he had passed from her sight.


Bounding up the stairs he noticed with some gratification that no one turned away from him back to their work. They were already working hard.


He flopped down in his leather chair and glanced at his diary.


Hah… Tuesday… it was his Philosophy Circle meeting tonight. His thoughts immediately focussed on the Ice Queen. His pet name for Angel Scott. He wondered if she would be there tonight. Probably she had taken fright and he would never see her at his Circle again. But if she did turn up, after what happened last week, then he would undoubtedly get in her knickers again!


He grinned. Her emotional confusion would be fun to exploit.





The door to the cottage opened and closed.


Hayley looked up from the bed to see the black man standing there. At least she hoped he was a man. He looked more like a gorilla without hair.


Her nostrils flared as she took a deep breath.


His pig like eyes seemed to devour her body as she lay there naked, tired and used.


She sat up and looked around for something to cover herself with. The bed was bare except for the sheet she sat on.


She heard the sound of the African taking a step towards her, and her head flicked back to him.


She saw his eyes focus on her bouncing blond hair as if in wonder.


She looked at him again and her breathing grew heavy.


He was a brute of a man. No manners. No courtesy, or finesse.


Big muscular, and lusting.


Her heart started to pound.


He took another step. His eyes had now switched to her breasts which now were rising and falling to match her own heavy breathing.


She could see the desire in those eyes. Eyes that did not hide the fierce demanding lust.


Her pussy flooded with liquid mixing with Igwe’s sperm. She was much more excited now in the face of this black brute! She recognised him now. It the bodyguard… Chuku Olanes she thought his name was. As he took another step towards the bed she edged slowly back on the bed.


He stopped, grinned in confident leering way that would have scared many women.


Hayley’s pussy throbbed in anticipation. She edged a few inches further back.


She watched as he removed the suit jacket and carefully set it to one side. Igwe did not like his bodyguard wearing creased clothes. His trousers went next and she stared at his powerful muscular legs. They looked like tree trunks. She shivered.


His shirt came next. His arms were so thick and muscled they would have made a heavyweight boxer look like a lightweight.


Her lips opened and deep sigh seemed to escape her lips.


He was so like Jo-Jo, her father’s African foreman chargehand.


The man who had taken her virginity…


Taken had been the word.


No courting, or flirting. No charming words. She had been going through a confusing period. She had always been a brat, but at that time he behaviour had been increasingly outrageous.


On her fourteenth birthday Jo-Jo had found her thrashing her new birthday horse after it had bit her. A quietly furious Jo-Jo had snatched the whip from her hand. Seized her firmly and frog marched her into the barn.


She had been so surprised, that she had allowed him to lead her. When she recovered from her surprise, she had sought to pull away and realised just how strong he was.


Inside the barn he literally hurled over the straw bails, and before she recovered heat flared from her buttocks as the horse whip descended. Shocked she had just lain there as the blows descended. Then she started shrieking, but no one came to help. Her parents were at the Farmer’s Market.


Jo-Jo thrashed her and not one of the workers sought to interfere. Not much love or care for the bitch brat on that African farm.


Later he tossed the whip down. The sound of their heavy breathing was the only sound in the barn.


Then he had taken her clothes off.


She had not resisted.


He had not been gentle… that had only excited her more as he thrust through her virginity.


The next night, after her parents had gone to sleep, she had sneaked out to the barn. He had been waiting, sitting on a bail of hay and lightly slapping his thigh with the horsewhip.


Her confusion had departed with her panties.


She finally found something interesting on the farm…


When he flicked his wrist she had obediently lain across the bale of hay.


Now hundreds of miles from home in another country. Chuku Olanes stood naked above her. His cock throbbing and erect bounced in front of her face. She turned and scrabbled across the bed.


Chuku grinned as the luscious young white woman attempted to scramble away. He was not fooled. His hand grabbed for her ankle and hauled her back. A shriek escaped her. Not a loud shriek of course, not a shriek that would bring others running to the rescue. He enjoyed the feel of her squirming in his grasp.


He pulled her easily towards him enjoying the sight of her curvy bottom shaking. He pulled her to the edge of the bed and pushed her down firmly. She lay before him, curvy bottom presented to him.


He dropped to his knees behind her and grasped that bottom and pulled the soft curvy cheeks to expose the delicate dimple between.


Unused, or at least not used recently!


He saw the girl’s hands tightly grip the sheets, and grinned at the knowledge that she knew what to expect.


He did not wait or make preparations. He was horny. He thrust.


Hayley shrieked, a full, throated and gratifyingly loud shriek.


Chuku hoped the whole office had heard.


Those white men that Igwe relied on to provide him with managerial expertise may earn a lot of money, but he wanted them to live in dread of Chuku Olanes and what he might do to their women!


So he thrust again and Hayley shrieked again. That wail of pain gave him a shiver of pleasure. His hands grasped that slim white waist. He could feel the tension in the girl beneath him and he worked his cock deeper. His muscular body covered the girl, and his teeth sought that slender white neck and bit.


Hayley gave one tremendous spasm, then she started to shake in an unmistakable orgasm.




Chapter 3



﻿
Angel rose from her dressing table satisfied at last. She glanced at the clock 6.45pm. The Philosophy Circle met at 7pm. She had plenty of time; it took only five minutes to drive there. Her husband Mark would be waiting to drive her there and pick her up at 9.30pm as arranged as soon as she was ready.


She was tempted to ask him to pick her up earlier this time, but something restrained her. She should have strength and character to deal with Igwe Orizu!


It is not as if she short of experience of using her looks and charm to twirl men around her finger. But Igwe was different! She suppressed the errant thought.


He was a man, and like all men mouldable and biddable when a pretty woman smiled. She would not allow what happened last time to be repeated. She would not!


Last week almost to the hour he had seduced her. She had been weak, unhappy, and he had exploited her mood to seduce her! She would not allow him to take advantage of her again!


She found herself thinking of his cock. That big thick black horse cock! Her pussy started to moisten and she cursed her self, slapping her thigh hard to distract herself from such deviant thoughts.


She was happily married! She sighed, well not entirely happy. It had been 18 years and at times it seemed longer. Three children. She had given birth to Rebecca when she was just 17 years old to her own parent’s quite fury. They had been too hidebound by convention to prevent her marrying Mark once they realised she was pregnant. Mark had defied their fears by remaining loyal and steadfast. Even when she had been sectioned and sent off to that horrible mental hospital he had stood by her. Helped her get back out again. Worked with tremendous patience to help her get back on her feet.


If only he had a bit more spark. She never once considered that her own random and frequently irrational behaviour had drained him in turn.


Not that her behaviour was really irrational. She had to bite her tongue when the doctors said things like that. Impulsive yes, she took opportunities as they arose. That was not irrational.


Then her uplifted spirits fell again. Reminding herself that she had crashed the car three times in the last month!


She looked at the photograph of her second daughter Amanda, now 14 years old. Born three years after Rebecca. Amanda was a beauty even at 14! She reflected off her mother’s beauty and Angel could not stop a smile resurfacing.


The smile soon fell.


Here they were a successful, professional married couple, but their two eldest children were not with them, or at least not now. She felt their loss. Rebecca was back in England finishing off her sixth from studies after a brief visit. She would not come out to Zimbabwe for months. Only after she had finished her A level exams.


Amanda should be here, but she was not. She was instead just 15 minutes up the road in an exclusive boarding school. It had seemed irrational and mad to put their daughter in a boarding school so close to home.


Until they landed at Harare and she had seen the black hordes swarm like rampant elephants towards and around their daughter. It had been disturbing the way 14 year old Amanda had always attracted male attention. She had seemed impervious to that attention. She had never had a boyfriend in England.


In England men were polite and those interested and politely sought to court Rebecca. Here in Africa courtesy was in short supply and sexual demand high.


The first hand to get up Amanda’s skirt had been a black hand belong to a porter hauling luggage in the airport! She had been still 13 year old at the time and though Angel did not realise it Amanda had thought regularly about the warm black hand that had stroked her pussy at the airport. Shocking, as that had seemed at the time it had been only a taste of the aggressive sexual forwardness of the African male.


Within a week of their arrival Amanda had her pussy stroked by a middle aged black man in the swimming pool of the hotel they had stayed at that first week.


Her breasts had been fondled by a wealthy African sitting at an adjacent table during dinner in the exclusive and expensive L’Escargo restaurant.


It was impossible to go to the shops without getting goosed and groped.


Amanda had found it all unsettling, and Angel had been alarmed at her daughters acceptance of these random fondling by strangers. Suddenly the idea of an exclusive boarding school had seemed very sensible indeed.


They still saw her at weekends, but Angel struggled at times to understand how things had turned out. Giving birth to Robert two years ago had been a surprise. Soon that surprise had worn off as she had been reminded of the reality of young children!


Here in Harare they had a garden with two acres of land. She only had to open the patio door and Robert would disappear for hours. The African gardener kept a close eye on him.


Unfortunately Robert was fearless and only today had wandered back into the villa with his impish grin holding up for her inspection the green snake he had found. Angela had screamed in shock, setting Robert off in tears, and only agitating the snake.


A green snake! She had thought it was Green Mamba one of the deadliest in Zimbabwe. Kaifus the house domestic had ran into the room, and quickly ran out again, only upsetting her further. Daniel, the gardener had appeared soon after. He had taken the snake from Robert and taken it outside. Ignoring her screaming he had calmed Robert.


“Not mamba”, he said. “Boomslang.”


A Boomslang snake!


Angel felt faint.


The nearest antidote to a Boomslang bite was in Johannesburg, an eight-hour flight away. She might have been bitten!


So as she stood from her dressing table she was ready, indeed after today she felt a desperate need to escape and a night at the Philosophy Circle was just what she needed to clear today’s event and calm her soul.


She could deal with Igwe Orizu. He was just a man after all. She glanced at her perfection in the mirror. Yes, fully armoured and protected by her beauty she could deal with any man.


“Oh wow! You look terrific.” Mark looked up in amazed delight that his beloved Angel had taken trouble to look so good. After the last few months it was a relief to see her caring for herself again.


It still surprised him that at 34 years old and three children his wife could look just as stunning now as when he first met him. Her natural grace, and high cheekbones were all the classic signs of a stylish woman. She looked far younger than she was, and he was confident that he had been lucky enough to marry a woman who would probably always retain those classic good looks.


Now her eyes had a fire and determination in them he had not seen in months. Light touches of her makeup highlighted those eyes and her lips had a gloss that stirred his cock.


Her lipstick was not heavy and overdone, just the light touches that emphasised their natural shape. He was relieved she had refrained from the slapdash approach to her make-up that over the last months had seemed to be a barrier to the world.


His wife looked as though she had finally re-entered the world, and his heart soared in relief. She was getting her act together again.


“Are your ready?”


She nodded back at him. He paused for a moment looking at her. She noticed at looked at him quizzically.


“Not sure I want to take you anywhere looking that good!”


She frowned at him suddenly worried. Mark heart jumped at that frown. The last thing he wanted to do was set off her fragile temperament. This Philosophy Circle seemed to be doing her the world of good. He had even encountered her humming to herself this week.


“Just joking Honey! Let’s get going.”


The drive from the Greendale suburb to the Borrowdale suburb was short. It was also typical of this area with high walled exclusive luxury villas. Tree lined avenues. Flowering shrubs, with high bougainvillaea trees swaying slightly in the breeze, and little traffic.


He passed a neighbourhood watch sign as they drove. He had joined the neighbourhood watch. Back in the UK he would have dismissed such an organisation as a just a group of nosy parkers.


Here where the police took two hours to cycle out to respond to a call, he had recognised that there was a real need for the community co-operation. He had been surprised to find Africans and Asians also in the group. It had so many members that he had only to do two 2-hour patrols a month.


The neighbourhood watch had been a way of meeting his neighbours that he had not expected. It had also been an eye-opener as to what went on after dark in even this respectable suburb.


The patrol members went out in different shifts. So far Mark had done four shifts from midnight to 2am and met a variety of mainly white members. In his first patrol he had been taken to what he discovered was their own Neighbourhood Watch Station. Here he had been inducted, shown how to use the handcuffs, and the police radio they were provided with. Not that they could contact the police with it.


The idea was to radio back to their own station which would be manned through by Geoff Stott. Geoff would then telephone around and Watch members and call them out to any trouble. Oh yes and tell the police, which was followed by a mix of jokes and bitterness about African police!


They had driven slowly and quietly around the suburb while George Cook, and Peter Roberts briefed him on procedures, what to expect, and how to react.


Mark had been surprised at the thoroughness and discreet way they responded to strange vehicles in the area. It surprised him at how quickly they recognised a car from outside the suburb.


They had cruised past the closed and darkened Greendale shops and pulled up a few hundred yards tucking themselves off road under the spreading branches of a large tree. George wound the window down and the sound of loud music and raucous drunken laughter drifted through the night.


“What’s that?” Mark asked.


“There is a bar up there. An African bar.”


“I had never noticed it before.”


“It’s set back a bit. It’s a cheap dive for the local domestics and gardeners. A place to avoid.”


“I have never been in a place like that!”


“You never want to be! It’s for blacks!” Peter’s outburst barely suppressed his racism. Mark had been astonished to find just how deep seated was the racial prejudice of the local white population. His own view of the black population was he thought healthily balanced. He would treat each African as he found them.


“We pulled over to warn you about it. You have a wife don’t you. Make sure she goes home from the shops via Stanton Road. You don’t want her walking past this place even in daylight!”


“You should let her walk anywhere after it gets dark! They are bad enough during the day but once it gets dark no one is safe!” George added.


Mark took their comments with a pinch of salt. He had found most Africans friendly and hospitable. Except for those that were working for the controlling political party. They were a rum lot who seemed to have big chips on their shoulders, and were in turn just as bitter about whites as these local white men he was sharing his car with.


There was a sudden silence in the car. Mark looked around to see what had taken their attention.


To his surprise a white woman was walking down the road. As she passed a streetlight he noted she was pretty. Probably in her early 20’s. Wearing a typical lightweight flowery dress that seemed to flow around her as she strolled.


“It’s Sharon Bowles,” Peter mentioned. She lives nearby in Downing Road. Mark perked up. He and Angel lived in Downing Road. He had not seen this pretty woman before.


As she reached the dirt road, she paused. She looked carefully around. She glanced hard over at the car, but the shade of the tree hid them from her eyes. Then she looked again up and down the road. Mark could see her nod to herself then she stepped off the road and headed at a slightly quicker pace towards the noise and ruckus of the bar.


“Bitch!” The retort burst from Peter Roberts. The vitriol in his voice was alarming. Mark restrained himself from comment. He was conscious that he was new and not wanting to upset potential new friendships.


“Filthy Slut!” George Cook’s comment dripped hate. Mark was even more alarmed. He struggled with his own thoughts and responses.


“It might not be what you think.”


George and Peter both turned to look at him. Disbelief and scorn on their faces. They struggled with their exasperation.


“Mark, have you ever taken your wife shopping in the Greendale suburbs?”


Mark nodded looking across at Peter. George butted in.


“Tell me Mark on those shopping trips has your wife ever groped and fondled?” Mark swallowed hard. It was impossible to take his wife, or daughter, shopping without some enterprising bold African, or two, or three demonstrating a physical interest!


His silence told.


“So what do you think happens at 1am in the morning when a white woman walks alone into a bar full of drunken Africans?”


At that moment he heard the door to the bar slam closed. Followed immediately by whooping and yelling breaking out in the bar.


Mark looked away.


The image of that pretty woman in her feminine flowery dress being fondled and groped… pulled across a bar table as horny Africans gathered around. He started fixedly out of the window and tried to suppress his sudden excitement at the thought of pretty Sharon Bowles being repeatedly fucked by those rowdy excited drunken Africans.


“Look Mark. I know you are fresh out from England with English ideas and tolerance and understanding but this is Africa.” Mark turned back to George, and Peter piped up.


“Believe you me Mark, when a white woman takes black cock in Africa. It’s just the start of the rot.”


“Not that a white man would have anything to do with her again!”


“Or even her own family if they found out!”


Mark looked at the Rhodies. He had no doubt their sincerity and passion. He wondered if they had any understanding if the depths of their own racism. He hoped he would never descend to such depths of despair as these two.


“Well I’m not sitting here, knowing what is going on over there!” George started the car and they drove off.


Strangely enough he never shared an evening patrol with George and Peter again. Not that he avoided patrols with others like them. Indeed their distrust of the Africans was behind their determination and perseverance with these night patrols.


He also learned a lot about Harare at night and his neighbours. Clearly not all were so fervently anti-black. He recalled the night with Joe Vogert, and Fred Smith. Their keen eyes had spotted a car deep in some woodland. Naturally suspicious they had approached from behind, parked quietly and closed with the vehicle.


It was a large estate car, and the seats had been lowered. About ten feet from the car Joe said it was the Roberts car. It must have been stolen and abandoned. He was looking to see if any parts had been stolen, when the car seemed to shiver.


They stepped back a moment, then Fred seemed to glide forward silently.


“Bitch! She’s back to her old tricks!”


Mark stepped forward to look.


He could see a pair of white legs; a pumping black body hid the rest. His heart leapt in surprise. He had never seen others make love. Never been close to others indulging in sex. Here just a few feet away a white woman was illicitly engaging in sex with a black man. One of his most deep- rooted fantasies taking place literally feet away.


Joe waved them back. As they climbed back inside the car Mark looked between them.


“Do I take it that was Mrs Roberts?”


They both nodded looking sour.


“I guess that was not Mr Roberts?”


“Mike Roberts was crippled in the war. A mine blew up his armoured car.”


“Aye, Africans planted that mine, and now his wife lets African men between her legs to get what she can’t get from her husband anymore!”


“It’s a disgrace.”


“Something should be done about it.”


Joe and Fred looked at each other, then as though remembering his presence looked at Mark. Then they looked at each other as though making a secret agreement before looking away.


On another evening he was out on patrol with Karl Voigt and Donald Mc Donald when they had come across a villa with its gates open at 1am in the morning. The normal practice at such a find was to pay a visit to the owner and ask if he knew his gates were open.


To his surprise Donald had said no, and they had pulled up a few hundred yards away.


“Watch and wait,” said Donald. “I know this house. I suspect her husband must be away. I don’t think he has a clue what goes on when he is away. This is the sort of thing you need to see for yourself.”


Karl wound his window down, and the subdued sounds of laughter and music came from the villa.


A few minutes later three African men strolled down the road. Each carried packs of canned bear. Without hesitation they turned into the villa gates.


Donald nodded his head.


“I heard Sue Clarke ran a wild house when her husband was away. Now we have seen it for ourselves.”


Mark looked across at Karl who nodded.


“Burglars would never have walked in so openly carrying beers.”


Mark could see the sense of that. They drove off shortly afterwards to look out for people who wanted protection.


Now as Mark drove Angel to tonight’s meeting he fell into what seemed a natural sweep of his surroundings.


Although it was evening the rich scent of flowering trees pervaded the warm African evening. The drive from the Greendale suburb to the Borrowdale was a seamless drive through secluded well maintained villa’s that anywhere else in the world would costs hundreds of thousands, if not millions, but in Zimbabwe fetched prices in the low tens of thousands. An amount that was still an impossible dream for ordinary Africans.


He glanced across at Angel. She was reclining with her eyes shut, and he revelled in the picture perfect beauty of his wife. At times like this he could disregard the confused insecurity her tempers frequently displayed. The last few months had seen a marked improvement.


Indeed this week they had made love to three times! He couldn’t remember the last time they had made love three times in a week. He would happily take Angel to this Philosophy meet, or any other event if it helped her recovery, and their sex life improved as well


He glanced back at her and his gaze focussed on her breasts. Remarkably full and firm after three children. The way in which Angel had relaxed back into her seat, had perhaps without intention resulted in her full breasts standing full and firm from her body.


For a moment a brief image of black hands clasping and squeezing those perfect white orbs came to mind. It was a hugely exciting vision, but one he knew would never happen. His wife was far too conservative to indulge in an affair, especially with a black man.


An image came of Angel replacing Sharon Bowles in that drunken rowdy bar, stretched across bar room tables in the greedy hands of lusting Africans. His cock embarrassingly sprang to attention!


He quickly dismissed it, although she denied it he suspected she had inherited a closet racism from her undoubtedly racist father.


He glanced back at her. She looked so peaceful in repose, with her head resting on the backrest. As usual she had applied very little make up, but even so she was lovely.


Another image flashed into his head.


An African holding her pretty head firmly as he pushed a black cock between his wife’s parted lips.


He suppressed the image, even as he did so he wondered if he wanted to suppress such a fanciful image. Fanciful indeed, in eighteen years of marriage his wife had sucked his cock only three times, and then only half-heartedly, and certainly not to completion!


The idea that a black man might persuade her to suck cock was mere fantasy. Though he mused it would be nice fantasy to think about. He loved his wife, but to say she was conservative sexually was a huge understatement.


It seemed ironic that such a beautiful woman could have such a low interest in sex. He had no doubt that many men would look at his wife and desire her. He smiled, as he pondered if their interest would survive discovering her low sex drive.


They arrived at the luxury villa in Borrowdale, which hosted the meet. As he arrived some cars were leaving. Others were pulling up, or parking at the main house. He turned in and drove up the long drive.


He had never met the owner, and Angel had never discussed their host. As he pulled over Angel jumped out and he glanced at the others arriving and going into the villa. It was 7pm.


“9.30!” Angel called as she left.


As he had noticed earlier, all those arriving for the meet where white women. Most of the women seemed to be between 25 and 35years old. Angel despite being one of the older women was better looking than all of them!


That fact gave him quiet pride.


He also noticed that like Angel all the visiting women were dressed in their feminine best. It came to him that they were a prime example of the beautiful white flowers of Rhodesia, or Zimbabwe, as it was now known.


He watched as Angel strolled across to the villa’s entrance and took quite pride in her effortless grace. Her hips swayed in a feminine, but not brazen manner.


He smiled as he turned the car and headed home.


The evening seemed to pass to quickly for Angel. The discussion was lively and interesting. In the past they had discussed the idealism of Plato, and the ethics of Socrates, and the logic of Aristotle.


Tonight, however, they had discussed a relatively modern philosophy of Nietzsche. Igwe clearly held to this philosophy and the freedom of any individual to create their own values. This concept had led to a vigorous debate as Angel realised her own deep belief in Catholicism might be at jeopardy by such a philosophy.


However, Igwe pointed to Africa, was reputedly the site of the Garden of Eden. He pointed out in graphic detail the poverty, starvation, and chronic disease that bedevilled the continent. Africa he pointed out was the closest continent to the birthplace of the Christ child, and yet in Africa it was not the meek that ruled but the strong and the powerful.


“Men like myself have the power of life and death in Zimbabwe,” he explained.


Words that startled Angel out of her thoughts. She was not accustomed to such stark concepts. Then she recovered herself. Igwe was charming and intelligent. A man capable of discussing philosophy in such deep and meaningful terms was not a man to wield the power of life and death harshly. She looked at him more closely.


She had never known a man who had such power. Was he serious? She felt a strange shiver run through her and wondered at its meaning.


Igwe demonstrated by example, not just in Zimbabwe, but also across Africa how men with money and power dominated the continent and took what they wanted from it.


While at the same time they found a ready audience of followers who were only to ready to blame western companies, and the previous colonial powers for their current misfortune.


He Igwe, had wealth, and that wealth gave him power. While he paid the ruling party a tithe of his earnings that grateful body overlooked minor matters like tax, and the occasional disappearances.


“Police officers would jump to his command for a trivial sum of money. Though it seemed a fortune to them Money made the law in Africa!”


“Africa was a continent that proved Nietzsche right. Moreover, it was the black man who held power! Not white men.”


“Here it was black men who were strong and positive, while white men were nervous and on the defensive.”


“It was men, and men like him, who found it easy to impose their will on the weak and the worthless.”


“There was a time when the white men ruled in Africa. Those days are over.”


“Power lies with a handful of men like Igwe Orizu,” pointing to himself, “in countries across Africa.” He looked across the room as the white women hanging on to his every word. Every one of which, he had taken his pleasure with. Even the Ice Queen herself.


“Now in Africa when a black man like me wants a white woman in his bed he just takes her, and there is no one who can stop him doing so.”


His gaze swept across the now tittering and giggling women, and his eyes met and held those of the Ice Queen.


They he would not have called her that if he understood how quickly her nipples hardened under his gaze. Her breath caught in her throat, and her pussy suddenly inexplicably turned into a swampy morass that steamed.


That comment seemed to close the meeting and a few women stayed for coffee. It was 8.30pm and David was due to pick her up at 9.30pm. Why had she not told him to pick her up earlier? She sipped her coffee listening to the idle chatter discussing the latest shortages.


As Helen Baxter rose to leave Angel realised she would be the only one left if she remained. It was only 9pm but she could not risk remaining in this house alone with Igwe.


She rose and joined Helen in expressing her satisfaction at the evening and her thanks to Igwe and headed for the door with the other woman.


She had almost escaped when Igwe’s asked her to stay a moment. Her heart jumped and butterflies swarmed in her stomach. She quickened her pace, but his hand caught hers holding her back.


“Helen,” Angel called out to the other woman to encourage her to wait. To her alarm the word came out in a high squeak. Helen glanced back just as Igwe came up behind her and his arm encircled Angel’s waist.


“Helen, wait a moment please,” she asked.


Helen glanced quickly at Angel, and then at Igwe. She ignored Angel’s beseeching eyes request, and closed the door behind her. Angel could swear she had seen amusement in Helen’s eyes.


The door clicked shut.


Angel was about to speak when she felt Igwe’s hot breath on her slender neck. She shivered, and then sought to free herself from the arm around her waist.


“It was a mistake.” She gasped as she struggled to push his arm away. Referring to last week’s passionate lovemaking.


“It was meant to be.” His voice was soft and mesmerising, now his hot breath was wafting across her delicate white ear.


Angel could feel herself trembling, and cursed her treacherous body. She grasped his arm and was astonished at how hard and firm it was. Her efforts to pull his arm free had no effect. It would have been very easy to push her husband away, but Igwe’s arm was locked around her waist was an immovable object.


“Igwe! I’m married. I can’t do this!”


Behind her Igwe’s response was a low purr of appreciation as his free hand rose up and clasped one of Angel’s full firm breasts in his hand.


“Oh! No! Please1”


Igwe’s black hand cupped and fondled the white fullness, delighting in its shape and firmness. Between the light fabric of her dress he could feel that Angel’s brassiere was light and lacy. The sort of brassiere a woman wore when she was expecting intimate attention.


He grinned and lowered his lips to the slender white neck and lightly trailed kisses along its perfection.


Angel’s head fell back, flopped to one side, as his lips feasted. Then she struggled anew. Knowing full well the adulterous penalty of allowing him to continue.


“No! I said No!” Angel shouted her protest desperate now, as her own female body reacted with its own quick recognition of the presence of a warm strong male wishing to mate.


She struggled to walk towards the now closed door, but Igwe pulled her back towards him and her curvy derriere was pulled against his loins.


Immediately she felt the hot hard maleness push up against her soft bottom. She sought to pull her hips away, but Igwe was not having it.


Holding her firmly around the waist. Igwe sensuously rubbed his hardness in the soft round curves of the married white woman. She was no naïve innocent, and knew the power and strength of the male member pressing into her.


Her pussy throbbed and liquefied.


Angel nearly wept with frustration and anger at her misuse. She cursed herself for coming back here after he had taken advantage of her last week. This man was not polite and considerate like her husband.


He was an animal!


A black animal with a hard cock, a throbbing cock, that was sliding and pushing firmly and hotly between the soft cheeks of her bottom pushing them apart.


Her pussy throbbed and purred in response.


Despite her best intentions her body was reacting with eager delight at his forceful attentions. Igwe’s charm and intelligence having been replaced with an animal lust that was threatening to overwhelm her senses.


Suddenly she was free, and she jumped forward. Then she turned intent on a blistering retort, only to find Igwe close behind and his mouth descending on hers.


“Umphh,” her retort stifled by his hot demanding lips crushing hers.


Her hands came up intent on pushing him away. Somehow she found herself holding him close as their lips locked and her tongue was eagerly responding to his demanding invasion of her mouth.


He stepped forward and she found herself sandwiched between the wall of the hallway and his hard warm black body.


Again she tried to push him away but his hard black body was immovable. She was overcome by the strong scent of his male arousal. His large cock was now pressed firmly against the welcoming curve of her soft stomach.


It’s length and hardness seemed thicker and longer that she had remembered. Nothing could be that long and thick! Her brain was in turmoil even as his hands were under her skirt exploring upwards.


She renewed her struggle squirming in his grasp. Her treacherous nipples had exploded into thickened pointy hardness. As she squirmed against Igwe they rubbed against his chest sending flashes of desire and excitement between their excited tips and her overexcited loins.


Igwe could feel the married white woman’s hardened nipples rub and brush against him as his body held her pinned against the wall.


White women! They were so alike. Protesting their innocence. Denying their needs even as their bodies blazoned to the world their desire for sex.


His hands rose along the soft curves of her upper thighs, enjoying their soft warmth. Stroking and caressing the soft inner skin with his hands he could feel the woman tremble violently.


His hands slipped up over the full curves of her bouncy derriere and grasped and moulded the full curves pulling her close to him and his eager throbbing cock.


“No”, her voice was a low whisper in his ear. A last desperate pleading as he marvelled at the soft lacy knickers he had discovered. He grinned as he realised she had come to his meeting tonight not in the safe protective cotton panties of a woman married 18 years. She had come to him in knickers designed to inflame and arouse.


He grinned and tore them apart.


Angel wailed and pushed and shoved, and could not stop herself revelling in the hot hardness pushing her skirt between her legs. Her dress was her last protection.


“My husband… please… I’m married… I can’t… not again.”


The words were music in the ears of Igwe. There was nothing quite like breaking in married white woman emotionally confused and aroused against her will.


He knew what was needed now.


He withdrew his hands and pulled back from her. He could feel her body surge forward seeking to keep contact with his. Her arms once pushing him away now hung tight on his shoulders.


He took her face in his hands. Stroking the soft white cheeks, he turned her face up towards his. He met her eyes concentrating all the warmth and confidence he could muster.


“This is right Angel. This is how it must be.”


“But I am married to Mark.”


“I love you Angel.”


He watched her eyes widen.


“You love me,” her voice stammered.


“Of course. How could I not?”


“But… but… but”, her confusion was cut short by the feel of his aroused cock pushing and sliding deliciously between her legs.


“I know you love me Angel.”


“But I can’t love you…”


“I know you do. Your body could not possibly react like this to anyone other than a man you loved.”


As if to prove his words his hands dropped to and enveloped her full thrusting breasts. His palms gliding over the aroused stiff nipples sending shooting streams of pleasure that seemed to choreograph with the pulsing needs of her loins.


She shivered and pushed her aching breasts into his hands. It made sense. She could not remember feeling so aroused and excited.


She looked up at him trying to think but his bruising mouth crushed hers and she gasped into his hot mouth. After a moment’s hesitation her tongue sort out his and she was borne back to the wall.


Igwe could sense the collapse of resistance. His hands were back under her skirt. She needed time to think but her skirt was being pushed up to her waist and she found herself clutching it high out of the way as that hot throbbing masculine hardness finally found its way between softness of her silken thighs.


Its heat seemed to scorch her inner thighs as it urged her spreading thighs apart. It throbbed and pulsed against her skin and she remembered what it had felt like last time.


Hot wet liquid seemed to slide over her skin and she realised it was his excited pre-cum leaking from the head of his cock as it excitedly rubbed between her shapely legs.


Then she gasped as Igwe hoisted her into the air. She marvelled at his strength, as he lifter her high and pushed back against the wall. His hands pulled her legs apart and she realised she was at a height that matched her loins with his cock.


Her head fell forward onto his shoulder and waited for the inevitable.


He loved her! It must be alright!


His cock thrust upwards and like an Assegai spear seemed to penetrate deep at the first thrust.


Her toes curled.


Her hands clasped his shoulders.


He thrust again… deeper.


She bit her lip in an anguished attempt at self-control.


He thrust again and she screamed her pleasure.


She could feel Igwe’s shoulders shake and wondered at his own pleasure.


Then his cock started to withdraw and she sought to clasp it tightly shocking herself. Her tight grasp on his cock seemed to make no difference to its slithery withdrawal but then he thrust again and she gasped her relief into his neck.


She did not want this to stop. No not anytime soon!!!


Igwe was bouncing and thrusting beneath and she could feel his cock throbbing and jerking inside her. She felt so stretched. It was just as wonderful as she remembered.


Could anything match the pleasure this cock was giving her. Igwe was right. This was perfect. This was right. It must be love. She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tight.


Igwe had felt the surrender of the soft woman’s body beneath his hands. Now he felt the change of mood inside her again. Her breath was hot on his neck, as he thrust and pounded inter her inner tightness.


“Igwe. Igwe,” she gasped in his ear. ” I love you too… I do!”


She stretched her legs wide in the grip of his hands, opening herself wide to his black thrusting maleness. Let him take her! Let him do as he will!


He loved her! It was OK! She couldn’t be unfaithful if she was with a man who loved her! Not when it felt so wonderful!


She felt movement below her then heavy black balls seemed to slap against her loins. She had taken it all! She grinned and held herself wide.


This was nothing like anything she had experienced before.


With her husband she had dutifully lain back and enjoyed his vigorous thrusting atop her. Here up against this wall she was being bounced and jerked around. His cock was thrusting and probing in parts that had been rarely touched. She could swear any moment now he would punch through her uterus and his thick cock head would be in her womb!


This fucking against the wall had her quivering and jerking. Her full bottom was being jerked against the wall with every thrust. Instead of passively accepting her husband’s thrusts she found herself grasping at his cock with her pussy in a most unladylike way!


Her loins were being thrown against the wall, bouncing off and as she bounced she found herself grasping and twisting on his cock in a way she had never done before. She did not want that cock escaping the hot sheath between her legs.


Never before had sex been this good!


A car horn sounded outside.


Igwe thrust, and an acquiescent pussy grasped and squeezed.


“Your husband,” Igwe grasped.


“Damn!” Angel hung in tight.


“Want me to stop?”


“Oh God No! Don’t stop!”


“But your husband?”


Angel’s words were muffled in his neck as she vigorously sought satisfaction from the thick length of black meat buried in her pussy.


“Don’t stop, Oh please don’t stop!”


The words were music in Igwe’s ear.


Angel would be his now. It would only be a matter of time before she was broken in. He would have her eating sperm from his hand in weeks. His friends would be delighted to try her out!


A married white women begging a black man not to stop fucking her while her white husband sat in his car a few feet away waiting.


It was a scenario that Igwe found deeply satisfying.


Too satisfying. His seed rose and surged into the receptive female sheath like the blow’ from a whale.


He listened to Angels desperate wail as she felt his seed surge inside her. Then her own orgasm overcame her. He held her shaking tremulous body against for a moment. Helping her calm down.


“Get dressed. You husband will be coming through the door in a minute!”


Startled and shaken, still trying to recover. Angel pulled her clothes straight, finding her panties were a shredded wreck.


She would have to go home with her husband without panties on!


She quickly sprayed herself with perfume from her handbag to try and overpower the smell of sex and the African male who had just made love to her.


She stopped at the door before she could turn he had taken her in his arms.


“I love you,” he whispered in her ear.


Heart pounding Angel opened the door and slipped outside to join her husband.


Igwe watched as Angel climbed into her husband’s car. He wondered if her husband was one of those who minded his wife taking a black lover. Angel would be unable to keep it secret for too much longer.


He turned and picked up his glass. He would leave the rest for his servant to clean up.


He padded through the house. His cock naked and wet from their love-making, still hung from his trousers.


He walked into his bedroom. A rumpled mop of blond hair stirred and turned up to look at him. He grinned at Michelle his buxom blonde receptionist. When he had bought the stone making business from her father he had promised to keep the girl on with a secure job.


Her eyes had already fallen to his glistening length of black cock.


“Lick me clean” he commanded.


There was a momentary resentment flash in her eyes, and then she scuttled across the bed. Her soft 18 year-old mouth slid over his cock and her soft tongue started licking him clean.


His hand rested to drop onto her blond curls.


He grinned wishing her white father could see how he was keeping his daughter in gainful employment.


Mark quickly drove Angel home. There was something different about her tonight. She seemed to have a radiant glow about her. He asked her about the evening and to his surprise she chatted about Nietzsche, the German philosopher.


Back at home they both potted around tidying up and chatting. Then Angel announced she was having an early night, and disappeared into the bathroom.


Mark’s head raced. Angel looked truly wonderful this evening that radiant flushed look she had been particularly pronounced. Had her decision to have an early night been a subtle message that she was open to sex tonight?


He grinned and his cock hardened.


He wanted sex with his wife tonight!


When Angel came out of the bathroom she was alarmed to see Mark grinning at her from their bed. His arousal defined by the bedclothes.


Her husband wanted to make love!


Flustered her thoughts scattered.


“Come here honey.”


Angel smiled at Mark, successfully hiding her consternation. She was confused she loved Igwe now, and Igwe had said he loved her. Could she make love to her husband?


Husband!


Yes, he was still her husband. Especially before God, and a panicky fear filled her that she had condemned her soul by allowing Igwe to have her.


But Igwe loved her!


It couldn’t be wrong to make love to someone who loved her, and it had felt so good!


She flushed a deep pink.


Mark grinned at the sight of his conservative wife flushing at Mark’s desire for sex with her.


She was so innocent and charming when it came to sex.


“I… I am not sure.” She slipped into bed beside him. “I’m tired.”


Mark cuddled up to her. His hands stroked her legs, exploring the soft inner skin of her upper thigh. He loved the feel of that satiny softness. As his hands rose higher Angel desperately grasped his hand before it reached her pussy. She had tried to clean herself up but she was still very wet.


Not knowing how best to distract him she brought his hands up to her breasts. His eager hands were happy to accept the alternative offering. She tried to think of a way to distract him from sex tonight, but she felt so languorous and fulfilled that she struggled to find a put down to keep her husband at bay.


As his hands played with her breasts her nipples burst into a fierce hardness and she cursed her treacherous body.


“Wow, you really are excited tonight.”


His mouth sought out one of those thickened, darkened nipples.


“Oh wow honey, I don’t think I have ever seen your nipples so aroused and excited.


Angel cursed her body. She could hardly explain to her husband that her nipples were so aroused because they were expecting more of the vigorous demanding sex that Igwe had given her that evening.


How could she refuse her lawful husband when she had given herself so eagerly to Igwe?


Mark’s hands sought to explore between her legs again. She had to do something about this! She was not ready to try and explain to her besotted husband that she was letting a black man have his way with her.


How could he still love her so much after 18 years?


She pulled his hands away and urged him to mount her now! Wide eyed in surprise Mark hastily complied. Usually he had to work hard to get Angel aroused and eager.


He slid himself between his wife’s full shapely thighs and felt them rise up on either side of him. A sure sign she was excited.


Her hands pushed aside his and sought his member. Seeking to direct between her legs.


To his complete and utter shock he slid all the way inside his wife with only one thrust! He normally hard to work hard to get his cock all the way inside, and she was so wet!


“Oh God Wow!” he gasped above her.


He was so taken up with the experience he missed Angels worried frown.


He brought his hips back sliding his cock out before thrusting back in.


He could not believe just how excited his wife was! He had never known her like this. She felt so slippery with wetness.


He did not know what had gotten his wife in this state but as far as he was concerned these Philosophy classes were doing the trick!!!


He hunched forward and buried his face in Angel’s neck, kissing and licking and hiding his face from her.


This was so incredible. He worked his cock fiercely inside Angel.


Oh Wow! Oh God! This was incredible.


In all the fantasies he had indulged in this feeling between his wife’s legs was just as he has imagined it would be like to make love to his wife after another man!


Ashamed to think such perverse thoughts her hid his face in neck and eagerly thrust.


Beneath him Angel was struggling to know how to respond to her husband’s eager lovemaking. Usually she would lie passive and enjoy his attempts to please her.


She struggled with a new urge to take a more aggressive role.


Her own desire for fulfilment rose to the fore and the clasped her pussy around Mark’s cock. The hot air from his surprised gasp filled her ear. It was only as she tried to grasp him that she realised how wet and slippery her pussy was! Frustrated, she rose her hips off the bed and wriggled them around.


The effect on her husband was galvanic.


“Oh wow! Oh God Honey,” then he gasped and came inside.


He lay in her arms blurting out his apologies.


She cradled her in his arms, soothing and reassuring him.


Even as she did that her mind turned to Igwe’s long black cock and the pleasure it had given her. He would not have come so quickly.




I hope you have enjoyed the stories. My future stories will not be called African Seduction Ch 1, 2, 3 etc which I and I am sure others will find boring! So I will give them their own separate titles. They will however in a totally ‘fictional’ way continue to reflect our experiences and observations in Africa.


 

Chapter 4



﻿
Angel sat at her dressing table and gazed into the mirror. She was preparing herself for tonight’s visit to Igwe Orizu and his philosophy circle. Philosophy, however, was not on her mind. Even now she could feel her body tingling in anticipation, and guilt was on the forefront of her mind.


She was safely and happily married. Her husband loved her, and she loved him. They had three fun filled children, and she should be setting an example to them. Instead all she could think about was Igwe’s cock and how good it had felt inside her! A black man! Her father would have a fit if he knew. His inbuilt racism would be appalled if he knew his beloved daughter was sitting here mooning over a black cock and the pleasure it was capable of giving her. But she was married. She shouldn’t be thinking like this. Movement in the garden caught her eye. A pair of bee-eaters seemed to be competing with a pair of sunbirds to enjoy one of the gardens many water filled stone bird-baths.


She paused for a moment to watch the fluttering birds swoop and swirl in the bright sunlight. Admiring their bright cheerful plumage. Then as if reminded she turned back to the mirror. She had her own plumage to prepare.


She looked at herself in the mirror. A beautiful woman met her gaze and stared back to her. Was she lucky to be beautiful, or cursed? She did not need many touch’s to enhance her perfection. Knowing she was beautiful, and men desired her had never provided her with any confidence or security.


Differentiating between who loved her, and who lusted after her had been a confusing period in her younger years and she had been happy to attach herself to Mark. Mark was rock solid, dependable and adored her, qualities that reminded her of her father. It had been easy to cling on to Mark.


She loved him. Which made the behaviour of her body unaccountable. She sat before her mirror looking into her calm eyes. Eyes that did not reflect the treacherous nature of her body, which was tingling in anticipation of what might happen after the philosophy circle finished, but before her husband arrived to take her home.


What might happen when Igwe Orizu turned his attention on her alone and took hold of her? A spasm rippled through her pussy as she sat there, and she bit her lip. A spasm of guilt overwhelmed at her body’s treacherous reaction.


She loved Mark, but Igwe was going to take hold of her tonight and when he did she would melt.


The answer was not to go.


To not see him again.


Her marriage was important. Her children were important. Her faith in her god was important, and god’s laws stated that you did not break your marriage vows.


Angel nibbled her lip.


The idea of not going was a torment… a torment that tore her soul, writhed her heart, and filled her with fear.


She would go, she wanted to go, she wanted… and she hung her head in her hands. She was confused. What did she want?


She knew what Igwe wanted. He was despite all his remarkable charm, intellect, and wealth, just like all the other black men in Africa. He wanted to put his hands on her white curvy body, to touch and caress, to strip away her clothes and mount her in a frenzy of lust and desire.


She cursed. She had just soaked her panties! She would have to change them before she left.


To allow him to do so would be to break her marriage vows! Would be adultery! If she went to his villa tonight she would not be able to resist him. She knew that. She also new that the thought of not going tonight was a torment she could not bear.


The first time had been an accident. The second time she had resisted him, and he had taken her anyway. To see him again, would have only one result. She could not kid herself that if she went to him again then the third time would be anything other than a willing submission. A conscious a deliberate betrayal of her husband and the vows she made before God all those years before.


Those vows still counted. They still meant something.


But he was black! A tremor ran through her. The local white community ostracized white women who took African lovers. They were still traumatised by the guerrilla war. By fear of what the new Black African government might do.


They had been right to fear. Certain Africans were the new elite. With political power, and legislative power, they were increasing their control of the previously white dominated economy. There was now a growing core of extremely rich African businessman and Igwe was one of those.


These men had seized the country. Gained political power, then economic power. All taken from an aggrieved white community. They were now taking the next step. They had set their sights on taking the white women away from the remaining white men.


Not that Angela thought along those lines,


Angel had no great ties to the local white community. She was English, and the wife of a professional Englishman. They had been in Zimbabwe six months. In six months she had seen a new world.


A world were white women broke with convention. In which they took African men as lovers.


She had not seen Igwe’s cock. She had not touched it. She had felt it push up inside her. She had felt its hot length pulse and throb inside her. She had been held in place while it thrust and surged up and down inside her. Had felt that extra-ordinary experience of Igwe’s orgasm and that shooting hot rushing sperm fountain up inside her. Something she had not particularly experienced with Mark.


She wanted to experience that cock again. It was big and thick and long and she wanted it! She wanted to be stretched and pummelled. She wanted to be fucked by him!


The bedroom door opened and Mark walked in.


‘Hi honey. Sorry I’m late.’


Flustered Angel flapped, but Mark did not notice. Throwing his suitcase down by the door, he went through to the en-suite bathroom.


Angel gathered her thoughts and looked back into the mirror, a few touches were all that was needed.


When Mark re-appears Angel was standing and facing him. He stopped dead in his tracks.


“Wow, honey, you look absolutely gorgeous.”


A pang of doubt and fear overwhelmed Angel. After all these years her husband could still confound her. The love and admiration in his voice was so heartfelt. How could she do this to him?


She couldn’t!


She was resolved.


All her musing and pondering evaporated in an intense feeling of love for her husband. She could feel the warmth of his heart, and her lust for Igwe evaporated in a warm glow.


“Are you ready?”


“Ready?” she looked confused for a moment.


“I am sorry I am late, but I appreciate you will be late for your philosophy session if we don’t get a move on.”


“Oh, well… I am thinking of not going.”


“Oh nonsense, honey, these last few sessions have done you the world of good.”


“Well perhaps they have been enough.”


“You know what Margaret said.” Margaret had been the clinical psychologist that Angel had seen after her relapse. “There will be no sudden cures, you need regularity, a pattern in your life. These philosophy sessions are part of the pattern of stability and you get to meet all the other women. I don’t mind and you need to have more social contacts.”


“Well yes, but perhaps tonight we could have a quiet night at home.”


” Honey, we have quiet nights at home most nights. Tonight is your philosophy meeting and we both know that you need to keep this up. Now get your things and we will be off.”


“Mark…” Angela’s voice trailed off as her husband rushed off up the corridor.


God! He did not know what he was doing! If she went to the philosophy session tonight she would let Igwe fuck her. She would not be strong enough to resist the dominant African male.


She followed Mark up the corridor and into the kitchen where he was helping himself to a cold fruit juice from the fridge.


“I’m really not sure about tonight. I think I should stay at home.”


“Angel, honey, I love you, and we both know how you have perked up and been so much more cheerful. The last two times you came home positively glowing.”


Angel stared at her husband. The last two times I came home thoroughly fucked you stupid man! She suppressed the retort. She did not want to hurt him. Her hesitation was her undoing. Mark not realising her dark thoughts, took her hand and led her out to the car.


He seemed to be oblivious to the turmoil in her heart. Would her husband be in such a rush to get to Igwe’s mansion, if he knew she had taken her panties off and not replaced them? Did he realise that under her blouse she wore no bra?


Would he turn back if she told him that unless he turned back Igwe would fuck her tonight?


She looked across at her husband, who was concentrating on the bends in the road. Why did life end up so confusing? She loved him but he was driving her to meet a black man who would use her sexually and she wanted that, and yet she didn’t!


At Igwe’s villa she turned to Mark, as he helped her out of the car. The cars of some the other attending women were already there.


“I’ll pick you up at 9.30 then,” Mark looked at her questioningly.


“Can you make it 10.30 tonight. It’s going to be a longer session. That was one of the reasons I was unsure about coming tonight.”


Mark looked surprised, but quickly nodded.


He watched as Angel turned and strode for the villa.


Her thoughts were otherwise. The philosophy session finished at its usual time of 8.30. If what was going to happen tonight was fated to happen she wanted the time to make love properly.


Her hips swung, her shapely legs stretched out, while between her legs her pussy twitched and throbbed in anticipation of what was to come.


“Honey!”


She turned to Mark who was still by the car.


“Knock’em dead honey!” She smiled and waved.


Mark stared. As his wife had turned the evening sun had caught behind her, and it was as though her top had become see-through. Her full firm breast had been outlined, the sun’s rays seeming to heighten their perfection.


Angel had not been wearing a bra! That was so unusual. He quickly dismissed that thought, and jumped in the car he had five minutes to get home.


Rubber burned as he accelerated away.


At home he grabbed some cans of beer from the fridge and flicked on the TV. The picture flickered into life, and he breathed a sigh of relief. The TV service was so unreliable. The familiar tune of BBC’s Match of the Day came from the box. Zimbabwe TV was relaying live one of the semi-finals of the FA Cup tonight!


He relaxed in the armchair. Peace and quite at home, cans of beer and football. Could life be better!


At the very same moment he took his first sip of beer. Angel had found Igwe making preparations in the kitchen. She stepped close to him and he took her in his arms and pressed her close.


As Mark enjoyed the first sip of his beer, Igwe savoured the firm pressure of Angel’s full breast crushed against him as he bent to kiss soft welcoming lips.


The evening alternated between tormenting slowness, and heart stopping moments when she found Igwe’s attention on her. She silently cursed the presence of the other women and started to notice how they all seemed to hang on every word Igwe said. Her previous sessions she had not paid proper attention to the other women but now she noticed more.


Janet was wearing a low cut top and every time Igwe spoke to her she leaned forward. Was that deliberate? Why was Mary making such an issue about her husband being away for a few days, before darting her eyes to Igwe to see if he had taken note. Was that a secret invitation? Susan on the other hand had just passed a photo of her 15 year old daughter to Igwe. Was it really appropriate to give an African a photo of your teenage daughter in a bikini! Angel seethed as Igwe spent longer than necessary looking at the photo.


“She’s arriving next week for her six week summer holiday,” Susan gushed. Stupid woman Angel thought, and then her heart spun as Susan reached forward casually resting her hand on Igwe’s leg! Was Susan making an advance, and using the photo of her daughter as an inducement? Surely not! She briefly thought of her own lovely daughter’s and how Igwe might react to them. She swore to herself never to let him near them. Rebecca was safely in England and would be for months, but she had seen how African men were already responding to 14 year old Amanda’s developing nubile charms. She would have dreamed of showing a picture of her in a bikini to a middle aged African.


African men were incorrigible and very determined when a young white girl came to their attention.


Laura at 22 years old was the youngest of the women present, she moved in her chair and her split skirt slipped exposing a long length of shapely leg. Had she deliberately taken too long to cover herself?


Suddenly the nature of this philosophy session had changed in Angel’s mind. This was not about philosophy it was about female competition for a dominant male. She became alarmed.


She wanted Igwe, but doubts and confusion prayed in her emotions. She stood and moved by the window. The others turned and looked at her wondering what she was doing. She saw momentary confusion on their faces, then annoyance. She had Igwe’s full attention now. As she had guessed correctly, the final sun’s rays shone through her top silhouetting her breasts.


She had no need of a bra. Her breasts were full, firm and proudly upstanding, and Igwe was looking at them with admiration in his eyes. She smiled and sipped her tea by the window continuing the pretence of looking out.


Confidence restored she returned to her seat. She noticed the smile creasing the eyes of Igwe and smiled herself.


At 8.30 Igwe called out for his bodyguard to bring the coffee, and Angel’s heart raced. She found herself breathing hard and tried to calm herself. Laura left first as though oblivious to the others. Angel felt a pang as she watched her shapely form, hips swinging head for the door. She would never be 22 years old again!


Janet was saying her goodbye and was standing to close to Igwe. Those barely enclosed breasts seemed to brush casually against Igwe. Angel cursed her as a hussy.


Mary was next to leave, making too much fuss about being home all alone over the next few days. Then Susan was next to Igwe pressing into his hand the photo of her teenage daughter and asking if he wanted to meet her when she came over for her holidays. Angel wandered what sort of woman used a photo of her own daughter to sexually tempt a middle aged African man!


Then as Susan was being shown out the door. Angel was momentarily alone in Igwe’s living room.


Her heart started to pound. Her skin was all tingly. She felt hot and flushed as her blood raced. She had moments before he returned. Her hand rose and she started to unbutton her blouse.


Igwe set aside the picture of Susan’s pretty daughter. He would certainly ensure the girl had an unforgettable holiday. He made a note in his diary for the next few nights Mary’s husband was away. Laura had slipped him a note that she and her husband would be expecting him on Saturday.


He walked into the living room and stopped in his tracks.


Angel was standing there naked.


Her full and shapely body exposed to his view for what he realised was the first time, and what a magnificent shapely body she had! His last two beddings of her had been fumbled affairs!


He gazed rapt. His eyes raking over those magnificent full firm breasts that betrayed no hint of any sag. They belonged on a much younger woman! Her waist was still pronounced, over rounded hips, but her legs were breathtaking. Long, full, shapely, enhanced by the golden tan that covered the whole of her body he noted. She must have been sunbathing naked. A surprising thought for a woman he already appreciated was sexually naïve and conservative.


All the more surprising that she was standing there naked in his living room. His eyes finally ceased devouring that magnificent example of English womanhood and looked into her eyes. Behind that classic beauty he recognised the fear and insecurity that seemed at timed to overwhelm this English wife.


Wife of a white man, and Igwe smiled. Taking the wife of another man was considered in his tribe to be the supreme proof of manhood. Taking the wife of a white man was so far beyond the dreams of so many African men.


Now Angel stood naked in his living room.


She had started nervously biting her lip waiting for his response.


Stripping naked in advance of the return of this black African was probably been the bravest, scariest thing she had ever done.


Now she stood there nervously waiting for a response.


Igwe let her wait, happy to feed that insecurity. It would help him to mould her to suit his needs, and those of his friends…


“Please,” her voice broke through her nerves. “Take me to your bed!”


Igwe grinned and reached for her hand.


Angel’s heart skipped and jumped as Igwe took her by the hand to his bedroom. She felt his hand in hers, and realised it was the first time her hand had been held by anyone other than her husband in nearly 18 years.


Igwe’s hand was warm, and strong. She could feel the strength of his grip, but also the care taken not to crush her own slender hand, in his obvious strength. He had consideration, she realised.


Their last two sessions of lovemaking had been frantic feverish couplings. If she was going to betray her husband, and the vows she made before God and his altar, then she wanted a more memorable experience than the previous ‘ruts’. Exciting as they had been!


She allowed herself to be led to his bedroom, and heart seemed ready to beat its way out of her ribcage. She felt no cold walking naked in the warm African evening, but her nipples had sprouted erect.


Thickening with heat and blood her nipples were aroused. She flushed at the thought that if he looked Igwe would be able to see how excited she had become.


He opened an oak panelled door, and led Angel in and she stopped dead in her tracks. To describe the room as opulent would be an understatement. Her attention was riveted on the large canopied bed. Dark, varnished, carved oak posts marked each corner of the bed. Supported by intervening beams, purple cloth seemed to shine, and she wondered if it was velvet. It was trimmed in gold with tasselled bobs hanging in a fringe.


The bed itself was, like Igwe, huge. The coverlet was light and airy as befitted the hot climate. To Angel’s surprise it was a gaily, coloured panorama of African flowers.


Igwe led her to it and she happily followed, momentarily distracted by the sheer luxury of the furnishings.


The coverings were turned down and the sheets seemed to shine.


Then Igwe’s arm swept around her waist and pulled her around into his arms. Angel’s searched his face but as his lips descended on hers, they closed.


She liked the kiss. She felt safe enveloped in his arms. His lips were hot and demanding, and she surrendered. Pressing her naked bodily firmly against his she wondered at her boldness. Her aroused nipples were crushed to the coarseness of his clothing betrayed the sexual excitement that fuelled her own desires.


Her lips parted and the she greedily thrust her tongue forward for attention. Her black lover was quick to join the duel with his own stronger, thicker tongue. She squirmed in his arms as she surrendered her mouth, in recognition of his alarming demanding male power.


Butterflies flew from her stomach, and a tingling sensation flushed her skin. She jumped as his hands cupped the soft peach like curves of her naked bottom. Firm hands that gripped, squeezed, and pressed her against his body.


Igwe enjoyed the soft, warm, round curves in his hand. This eager white wife had a full well rounded derriere and he relished the soft, smooth white flesh that had never been stroked and fondled by black hands until his own cupped them.


Her lips were hot and acquiescent as he kissed the exciting, beautiful wife of a white man. He enjoyed their softness. Tracing the sweet lips with his tongue, he sought out her tongue and enjoyed a brief by-play. Delighted in the eager response.


She was hot!


Aroused and excited and he did not care the reason why.


He could feel those full, firm breasts pressed hard against, and his cock hardened and lengthened in preparation for mounting her.


His hands pulled her hips into his loins. He could feel the momentary shock, and brief resistance as she felt his hardening cock, then the resistance melted and she was pushing back pressing against his loins and wriggling her hips in heat against him!


Wanton hussy, she was so excited now he could do as he liked with her, but he wanted to cherish and savour the breaking of this churchgoing, sexually conservative wife.


He wanted her begging for more, wanted her in heat for his cock, and her thinking addled. He had months to train her, and his friends would help.


Tonight must be special, a night remembered with unalloyed joy. A night this woman will remember for the rest of her life and bring her back to his bed time and time again.


The kinky sex can come later.


With regret his hands left her bottom, much as he wanted to pull those cheeks apart and stuff a thumb up her back passage, if only to see the shock and alarm on her pretty face.


He wanted to push her too her knees and bury his cock down her throat and watch her struggle, eyes popping, riven by fear as his cock throbbed in her throat.


He restrained his natural impulses.


He tried to imagine Angel on her knees and wanting to please him, wanting to take his cock in her throat. Wanted to see the fear in her eyes as she watched the belt in his hand, and knowing that failure would bring pain.


All in good time… that could wait.


His hands instead caressed the soft skin of her back. His fingers stroked and moulded the warm white skin. If only he could do this in front of his old white boss. It would have torn the soul from the former white farmer that he had worked for so long ago.


He would have hated seeing a white woman in the arms of a ‘black’.


He pushed her away, and Angel stepping backwards surprised tripped and fell back on the bed. Startled she started to get up looking at Igwe in surprise. Then she saw him start to unbutton his shirt, and realised he was undressing to join her.


She sank back on the bed and then looked up in further surprise. The underside of the canopy, hidden by the luxurious drapes, was mirrored! Small golden lights were in each corner and shone down on to the bed creating a soft warm glow.


She had never seen or imagined the like before!


As she lay back on the bed yet another surprise awaited her. She found that the shiny sheets felt like cool velvet, and she ran her hands over the silky material.


Satin!


These must be satin sheets!


Never in a million years would she have imagined such luxury existed in this benighted, half starving, landlocked country!


She ran her hands over the sheets and grinned in pleasure and delight.


Igwe kept his eyes on her as he undressed.


She was a vision of curvy, healthy loveliness. An English rose for him to pluck, savour and despoil.


As his hands worked his clothes he enjoyed the sight of her sprawled on his bed. Even now she kept her legs together, one half crossing the other as though protecting the shrine of her womanhood. Her natural shyness was still present even after 18 years of marriage.


Married to a man who was not here to enjoy the sight.


Her breasts were full and firm and even lying on her back they stood firmly proud of her body. Her legs were long and shapely, finely curved. He looked forward to exploring the soft warm inner softness currently hidden.


Her skin seemed to glow with health, and the lights within the canopy of the bed, emphasized the golden tan she had acquired over the six months since she had arrived.


She was soft, white, and beautiful, and naked in his bed. He grinned.


He stripped away the last of his clothes, and watched her eyes widen in shock, as they focused on his loins. He walked around the bed and her wide eyes followed locked on his cock. He was used to this reaction among women, especially white women.


She would worry about the size of his cock now that she had seen it, and that worry would add to his own pleasure when he entered her. Most women seemed to worry about the size of his cock the first time they saw it. Despite such concerns very few women tried to stop him entering them.


On the far side of the bed he leaned over and kissed those soft lips. One hand caressed her arm the other cupped her cheek, while his lips kissed soft parted lips.


He was gentle with her, considerate and comforting as his eyes glanced across at those full, white breasts. He restrained his desire to grasp and hold them. There will be a time when this woman would be impatient to feel his strong grasping hands fondling those breast, but now he concentrated on reassuring and arousing this nervous pretty white woman.


His tongue traced those soft cherubic lips. When her tongue tentatively peeked out, he caught it with his own and soon their tongues had begun that magic duel of love and lust.


He could see from the rise and fall of those magnificent mounds how excited Angel was becoming. He raised his head and looked down into her eyes, she gazed back at him breathing heavily.


His hand caressing her arm moved across and cupped a firm white mound. He enjoyed the full, firmness. Its heat, and the increased fluttering excitement he could feel in this aroused woman, pleased him. He lightly stroked the underside, then his thumb slid over the already thickening nipple. He watched Angel as her white teeth nibbled her lower lip, as she tried to control her response.


This delightfully attractive woman was like a musical instrument and he was happy to play tunes with his fingers, lips and tongue that would drive her to sexual ecstasy. Married 19 years it had probably been years since her husband had paid such detailed attention.


He lowered his head and licked lightly at the aroused tip of a nipple, enjoying the jerky excited response. He played his tongue around the aureole, then his lips closed over the hard nub. He lightly sucked as his tongue licked, and he held Angel as she squirmed and wriggled in an excited response. He cupped her other breast. Held it more firmly and squeezed. As he licked one nipple he looked across as his free hand squeezed, fondled, and grasped her other breast. He enjoyed the contrast of his black hand, clasping that full round white breast.


Angel whimpered in excited restrained pleasure beneath his working hands and tongue.


He saw that her other nipple had also become fully aroused, a little mountain peak of sexual excitement waiting for his attention. His head rose from one wet excited nipple and descended on fresh untouched pink peak.


The aroused pink nipple was urgently thrust into his mouth as he lowered his head over it.


His hand now free stroked lower, caressing the soft womanly body of another man’s wife, of a white man’s wife. He suppressed a grin as lips and tongue worked.


His fingers slowly circled and stroked her abdomen. He could feel the excited fluttering within and wondered at the nervous sexual excitement of this woman that only months ago had seemed untouchable, unapproachable.


She was ready and he stood.


Angela lying on the bed was riding an emotional rollercoaster. The sweet sensation of lips and tongue had been exquisite. The hot, wet licking and tonguing had driven her senses into overdrive. The strong pungent smell of an aroused African male pervaded her nose and she breathed it deep.


Igwe was not by any measure a particularly handsome man and stripped of his sophisticated clothing he revealed a heavy stocky body that reminded her of the strength and physical power of her father. Like her father Igwe was a successful and well-connected businessmen. She shuddered to be making such comparisons. Her racist father would have had a seizure if he had known his precious daughter was lying naked in a black man’s bed.


Angel’s thighs closed tight at the thought of her father’s disapproval.


Igwe stood and Angel’s eyes followed as he rose. In her position, flat on her back, in his bed, Angel looked up in shock at the sight of Igwe’s aroused cock!


She had seen horses with smaller cocks!


Her thighs locked even tighter as though a magnet had been activated between her knees.


‘Noooo… ‘, her words were involuntary.


Her eyes remained locked on that monstrous appendage. At a guess she estimated its length at eleven inches and shuddered. She had thought her husband’s seven inches was too long…


It was not just its length. It was thick as well, much thicker than her husbands. Her husband’s circumscribed cock had a thick mushroom cap that made it seem thicker that it was but Igwe’s rampant masculinity was thicker, far thicker.


She would be stretched apart, and her bowels ruptured if she allowed such a cock to penetrate.


She shuddered, a deep shudder that seemed to radiate up her spine and set off more tingling.


She stared. Had she really already taken the length and thickness twice inside her already! It did not seem possible.


While her thighs seemed locked together, another part of her anatomy safe and secure between those golden skinned shapely thighs throbbed and pulsed. Liquid heat enveloped her loins and leaked hot wetness onto the satin sheets.


Mind and body were far apart, with fear and disbelief dominating her thoughts. While her shapely white body shimmied and wriggled. Angel failed to suppress her rising excited.


Angel flushed pink at the realisation that without any touch or attention her preciously protected womanhood had flowered open. As though a flower seeking the sun her hidden parts were ready, and hot with anticipation for that which her eyes said was impossible…


It had been many years since she had been so aroused… and it was another man’s cock that had done it. A black cock. She trembled with mixed emotions fighting her conscience and her shame as a rapid dose of guilt flashed through her emotions.


The last two times had been accidents. Igwe had taken advantage. Indeed last time she had said ‘No’ and he had taken her anyway. She shuddered at the exciting memory of being forcefully taken, and the exotic twisted pleasure she had experienced.


This time she was lying naked in his bed. If she allowed him to make love to her there could be no excuses.


She would be an adulteress.


Those who found out would see her as a tramp.


The local white community that over the last six months they had slowly become part of would ostracise the whole family if Angel let Igwe continue…


Her eyes widened as Igwe’s cock seemed to throb and pulse, surely it could not get longer or thicker? Her eyes were riveted on it as he moved. Watching it bob and throb.


Her guilt’s bounced back. She had married Mark in Church. Before an altar and witnessed by God she had sworn an oath of fidelity…


Igwe reached down and slid his dark hand between those golden tanned, silky thighs. He enjoyed the warmth, the silky softness, the shapely curves. He ran his hand higher, enjoying the incredible pleasure of feeling up a delightful and beautiful white woman.


“Come on, honey,” he looked at her eyes. It was like watching a tormented soul battling within.


Then her thighs fell apart and he climbed between them.


He wasted no time. She was thoroughly aroused and his own cock bursting with need and lust.


He reached down to slide its thick head between hot wet silky labia, and positioned himself.


He reached up and grasped her hair and pulled her head up and back so he could stare into her eyes.


Then he pushed.


It was one of the most deeply satisfying moments of any sexual experience. To thrust into the hot desiring sheath of the pretty wife of a white man.


He watched her eyes as he thrust.


Watched as the turmoil evaporated to be replaced by excitement.


He thrust deeper.


He levered his body.


Her pussy was like a tight sheath with rings of clasping muscle to push through. He raised his hips and thrust hard.


Angel gasped.


His transferred his weight to his elbows, and thrust forward into that delightfully tight hot sheath.


Angel wailed, unable to control herself. Urgently she bit down on her lip to try and contain the wicked pleasure of being fucked by such a cock.


Igwe savoured the hot tight resistance. Each forward thrust seemed to push through and aside a fresh tight ring of vaginal muscle. This was what he loved about white women their sexual excitement provided the lubrication, but there were not prepared or ready to receive his length and girth.


He looked down into Angel’s pretty face and enjoyed the look of shocked concern as he pushed deeper. There was a slight taint of fear in her, reflected in the tight grip on his arms as he pushed the long thick length of his black cock into her white womanhood.


18 years of marriage and three children had not prepared for such a penetration into her private sanctuary.


He brought his large hands up and gripped those white shoulders. Taking a firm hold he thrust harder and watched eyes widen. He shuffled his position. As his cock sunk deeper, he needed to bunch up, bring his knees higher. His hips pushed at the open door of soft white thighs and they parted further.


He grinned.


He paused, flexing his cock, savouring the hot grip on his throbbing cock. He gave her time to become accustomed to his size, but not too long. He had no intention of allowing this white woman to ever fall again into a sexual comfort zone.


He looked again and her eyes were on his face. He smiled, and she smiled back. He flexed his cock and enjoyed the spasm of pleasure on her face. She may have some fear, but she wanted this!


He would teach her fear.


Teach her to enjoy pain.


Teach her to submit and enjoy.


This woman had forgotten her womanhood. Too many crazy western notions that corrupted her understanding of her role to please men.


He flexed his cock and again and delighted to seeing the pleasure it gave her.


He released his grip on her shoulder to cup her cheek, to slightly caress the soft white cheek, with his dark hand. She looked startled than turned and rubbed her cheek, nuzzling his hand.


“You done this before Angel?”


She looked at him. He could see her confused thoughts. Her thinking was already addled by sexual need.


“How many men have fucked you since you married Mark?”


She looked shocked and shook her head.


He flexed and edged his hips from side to side. Her eyes flickered out of concentration at his movement. “Never!… I’ve never… never… not with anyone but Mark.” “Really. Is mine really only the second cock you have experienced?”


Angel bit her lip as she felt Igwe’s cock moving inside her. Her concentration on his words battered by the extra-ordinary sensations flooding her loins. Her naive innocence delighted him. He leaned over her and returned to grip her shoulders. He could see she knew what was coming and alarm briefly crossed her features. He thrust. He pushed, pulled, and thrust. Angel squealed beneath him. It seemed as though his cock had burst through her vagina, and into her womb. Her body was tightly gripping him now, as her fear at the depth of his entry seemed to clamp at his cock.


He was not finished yet. He was not fully embedded in her. He heaved his body over hers, and felt that submissive give underneath his weight as her thighs seemed to splay wider. Her loins were totally open to his thrusting black body.


The wide-open look and shock in her eyes pleased him.


He thrust again and she screamed beneath him.


Her tightness around the end of his cock seemed to relax and disappear as he pushed the last of his eleven inch cock into her. Had he pushed through to her womb? Unlikely but it felt that way. When his seed spurted into her at this depth she would go into another shock!


Angel gripped Igwe’s shoulders tight as more of that monstrous cock went into her. She had never felt so conscious of being penetrated. Even the last two urgent couplings could not match lying on her back, legs spread, while he pushed in.


It just seemed to keep on coming.


It was so thick as well. She could not remember being so stretched. Could his cock be even bigger tonight than before?


Then she felt the soft slap of his testicle slapping against her loins. She shivered at the realisation he must be all the way in. She could start to relax.


Then he moved backwards and the sensation that overwhelmed her gripping inner muscled was too much!


“Arrrghh… Oh God… Oooohh.”


Igwe grinned and thrust back in.


The woman beneath him seemed to spasm.


He paused to give her a bit more time to adjust and relished the soft, warmth, of curvy white woman beneath him. He lowered his body on top of her and relished the pressure of hard aroused nipples.


His body pressed down and crushed against his chest full, remarkably firm breasts. He relaxed his grip on her shoulders looking down at the remarkable whiteness marred slightly by the red markings of his grip.


He kissed her forehead, and she looked up. He kissed her eyes, and her pert nose. Her lips rose to meet his and he kissed the passion swollen lips of another man’s wife.


His cock twitched and throbbed inside her in response to his wicked thoughts.


Their lips locked. Her eyes were closed and he savoured the eager passionate kiss. When he pressed with his tongue, there was nothing submissive about the greedy sucking on his probing tongue.


He flexed his hips and pulled back, enjoying the wail that burst from the lips clasped to his.


He thrust hard and the wail, turned into a whimper.


It was time to start breaking her in…


The next fifteen minutes were permanently blotted from Angel’s memory. All she remembered was sensation. Slithering hot action between her legs. Sensation on incredible sensation! With a bruised and battered pussy, and breathless crushed lungs she looked up into Igwe’s face. The feel of his hot sperm spurting deep inside was only just receding. The hot spurts had triggered her own orgasm. Though the last fifteen minutes had seemed like one electrifying orgasm.


She had forgotten… forgotten that sex could be like that.


So long since their honeymoon!


She relaxed her arms, so tightly clasped around Igwe. She stroked his strong arms, and marvelled that a middle-aged businessman could have such obvious strength in his arms.


She couldn’t speak. Her thoughts were turbulent and her body relaxing from its recent peak.


She looked at Igwe. He seemed relaxed. There was no sign of the sweat that seemed to pour from her own brow. His breathing was calm and collected.


She had to remind herself that he had also just had an orgasm. The evidence she could feel deep inside her. She could not recall such evidence of man’s spend inside her being so noticeable before! It seemed so slow to be absorbed.


Thank God she was on the pill!


She relaxed her thighs, only just noticing how hard they were hugging the magnificent black male animal that had brought her to such an unexpected pleasure.


Animal! She liked the idea. He was so calm and collected. Hardly the black animal that so many local white people accused all Africans of being! But the feel of his heavy thrusting body and his surging cock thrusting into her had been an experience she had not expected.


Igwe reached down and give her light kiss on her lips.


“Ok honey?”


“Yes, it was wonderful,” she nodded smiling up at Igwe.


“I’ll just let you get your breath, and we will started properly.”


Angel looked up alarmed. Her pussy clamped on the thick length still inside her and she realised it was still hard!!


“I’ve already come.” She looked up at Igwe.


“I noticed, but the night is early…”


Angel looked shocked.


“You don’t understand I have already come… I only come once in a night.”


Igwe laughed. It was a deep roaring laugh. Angela felt his cock twitch and jerk inside. She clamped it tight with her inner muscles alarmed at its movement inside her still oversensitive pussy.


“You don’t… I can’t… its just not right to ‘do it’ twice!”


Igwe grinned as he looked down into her flushed beautiful face.


Churchgoing women! He loved them! They were so much fun to turn out. He had almost forgotten this Englishwoman had a strong deep catholic faith. There was much talk among his friends that convent-educated girls made the best sluts. They had no proof of that, but they had read such theories in imported magazines.


“And is it ‘right’ to allow a man who is not your husband to fuck you?”


He enjoyed the way her face turned pink.


She sought to push him away, but he grasped her hands and pulled them high above her head. He braced himself between white thighs that were trying to push him away.


“No… not again.”


He grinned and thrust slowly back in.


He watched her eyes roll, and she struggled against him.


He held her hands firmly above her head with his hands. He pushed apart those tanned golden thighs with his body and pressed deeper.


“Ooooooh!… Noooo!… please… its too much.”


She was hot, wet, and now thoroughly lubricated.


His cock slid easily through the feebly resisting inner muscles.


He watched her head flop from side to side as he pulled back.


Her whimpering excited moan delighted him, and he thrust.


Her head jerked back and she yelped.


He grinned. This was so much fun, and even lubricated her pussy was still tight around his cock.


“Now honey, now we fuck…”


A deep moan seemed to rise up from deep within her as Igwe’s long thick black cock throbbed, pulsed, thrust and slid inside her.


Angel struggled to remain conscious as the sensations overwhelmed her. It was too good, just too good to be real.


She was held pinned to the bed by the strength of the black man above and it seemed to release a deep suppressed emotion inside her.


He wanted and was going to take her again even when she had told him No!


She reached up and clasped him too her, her shapely tanned legs flexed, stretched, then wrapped around him.


“Oh God… Oh God… Oh God” Her exclamations matched his thrusts. Then his hand wrapped in her hair and jerked sharply on her hair. Pulling her head towards his Angel was surprised to see an angry look in his eyes”


“Forget your God when you are in my bed!”


Angel looked alarmed, but as the sensation of fucking receded she felt keenly the drop in sensations between her legs. Another fear engulfed her.


“You made a vow before your God when you married your husband!”


Angel stared at him, confused, perplexed, and horny.


“You left your God when you broke those vows and came to my bed!”


Angel swallowed, acutely conscious that he was right, even as her pussy muscles gripped and clasped his cock to squeeze pleasure from it.


“Or do you want me to stop?”


Panic flashed across the flushed features of the aroused woman beneath him. Then her hips humped and ground frantically against him.


“Please… don’t stop now… oh please,” her eyes were wide and full.


He grinned and crushed her lips with his own. His body seemed to move into overdrive above her as he crushed her softness with heavy thrusting drives, enjoying the excited, shuddering, warm rounded body beneath him.


The mating dance began again with renewed passionate participation on the part of Angel eager to enjoy her new heightened awareness.


She was stretched.


She was full to bursting with male cock.


Her womb felt penetrated by its length and she shivered at the thought of just how deep inside her this man’s seed would erupt.


She clung to him, trying to keep pace with his hard exciting thrusts.


She felt overwhelmed with sensation.


Her eyes closed and she hung on as the magnificent black animal that was her lover pounded his passion and desire into her.


Lover!


The thought galvanised her with its reality.


She had a lover!


How wicked!


She felt an illicit thrill surge through her as she realised her life had passed into a new phase.


Not just a lover… a big cocked black man!


A big dominant black male had burst into her life and she wanted nothing more than to spread wide and receive his passion.


Thoughts evaporated as sensations radiated out from her loins extinguishing all rational thinking.


Igwe above her ground and thrust into hot wet tightness, he felt the beautiful white woman below him shiver and shake as he urgently thrust. This was not the time for caring considerate lovemaking.


This was the time for uncontrolled fucking!


He gripped those creamy white shoulders to hold her in position and thrust up into her firmly, delighting in the way she jerked and bucked when he went in deep.


He savoured those clasping muscles seeking to cling to his cock as he withdrew. Then the increasingly easy acceptance of his thrust as he surged back in.


She was trembling beneath him and he knew she would not be able to restrain herself much longer. He held back his own excitement. Determined to bring her to new uncharted peaks of excitement.


Then she seemed to jump in his arms and her legs flew high and wide as she wailed her orgasm.


“Oooooh… oh… oh… oh… God!”


He barely slowed his pace.


“No… enough… too much…”


He grinned as he barely slowed his urgent thrusts.


“Urgh!” Oh please no more… I can’t take any more!”


Igwe grinned his delight, held her firm and continued his pounding.


She wriggled excitedly beneath as she tried to push him off, but he was determined that to teach her that sex with him was not a once a night affair as it seemed to be with her husband!


“Oooooh!… Oooooh!… Ooooogh!… stop… it’s too intense!”


He swung his hips in slow thrusting circles as he pushed on and Angel’s head fell back and she went into a paroxysm of spasm and jerks.


“Aaaaarrrrrrrgh.”


Angel screamed her excitement.


Igwe relished her soft squirming curves and held her close, as he continued a determined systematic pumping between those exquisitely tanned golden thighs!


“Mercy! Mercy! It’s too much!”


Igwe enjoyed the excitement of the woman beneath him. She would be coming back for more of this! When she did her would demand some ‘extras’ from her. Extras to test her resolve and strain her churchgoing ethics. His hands reached down to firmly grip the well-rounded curves of her bottom. He could imagine how her eyes would widen and panic as he thrust eleven inches of thick black cock into the curvy bottom clasped in his hands!


He preferred to break in young and innocent white girls.


Virgins preferably!


Finding white virgins deep in the heart of Africa was wishful thinking! Though they did arrive now and then accompanying unsuspecting parents who had not realised how the African climate and culture eroded morals and that African men were so sexually aggressive and determined.


Those newly arrived fresh faced innocent teenagers walking down to explore the shops as though she was venturing into any other shopping precinct in England or America were so unprepared for African males… and so naive about their own burgeoning sexuality.


Angel went into fresh paroxysm below him, and her wails and descended into a whimpering protest as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her.


He grinned thrust and spurted, sending her into an even more prolonged bout of shivering and shaking. It was so easy to persuade these women to part their legs and accept the risk of impregnation in return for frantic lovemaking.


Angel was not a fresh faced teenager. But she was so sexually innocent.


Angel lay on her back. Her breasts rising and falling rapidly as she sought to gather her senses and recover her thoughts.


She had, she realised, just experienced the fabled multiple orgasm. She had never really believed it was possible!


Dismissed it as a myth!


It had been too intense! She had always pushed Mark away when sex got out of control. Igwe was too strong and powerful for that. She had felt helpless beneath his thrusting and driving manhood. It had been so different.


She looked across the bed at him. Lying there calm and collected, while Angel tingled and throbbed. The excitement slowly receding.


“I suppose we can expect the honk of your husband’s car shortly.”


Angel looked at him, and he nodded across to a bedside clock. It was 9.30 am. The usual time her husband picked her up.


She smiled and looked up, startled to see herself in the forgotten mirror above the bed. She felt radiant, and the mirror reflected her glowing satisfied, if dishevelled state. She grinned a silly grin, then looked back at a bemused Igwe.


She rolled over on to her side, and enjoyed the way his eyes dropped to her full firm breasts. Married 18 years with 3 children and still she could arouse lust in a man. She grinned that silly uncontrolled grin.


Then her eyes dropped to his cock. Even now after he had pumped his seed twice into her it lay there across his stomach. It was thick and so long. Yucky with their combined juices.


She hesitated then reached across and took it in her hand.


She had never handled her husband’s sticky her cock after sex, but Igwe’s cock was so extra-ordinary!


She took it into her hand and enjoyed its throbbing warmth. Squeezing its thickness. She and her friends had talked of big cocks, and Angel had boasted of her husband’s size. Igwe’s cock was myth like. Enormously long, and she shivered her pleasure as it responded to her touch. Even now it was thickening and lengthening again!


She cuddled closer to Igwe, savouring his sweaty maleness. He was looking at her with a strange look in his eyes. She smiled her best sweetest smile. The one she normally reserved for her catholic priest after the Sunday sermon.


She leaned closer and nuzzled Igwe’s cheek, using her own face to push his to one side. Then her tongue snaked out and she slowly licked the lobe of his ear.


She grinned at the spasm that seemed to wrack his cock in her soft white hand. The sudden jerking thickening as he became aroused again excited her.


She paused a moment, then slipped the tip of her tongue inside his ear, licking, twisting her tongue to match the curving inner ear.


She breathed hot breath in his ear, and squeezed his cock with her hand.


She pulled back a moment and looked down at him grinning.


“I told my husband to pick me up at 10.30 tonight,” her voice softly whispered.


She watched the grin spread across Igwe’s dark features.


Then she giggled like a girl as he rolled her over and climbed on top of her again. Her hand grasped his cock tightly as he rolled between her eagerly spread thighs and she excitedly guided it home.


She looked up as her entered her again, and grinned at the mirror above.


Igwe’s magnificent black body seemed to roll and thrust, twist and turn. She looked at his buttocks in the mirror and watched them flex and relax as he thrust into her.


The grin on her face was out of control as she reached around him and clasped those black thrusting muscles. She looked in the mirror and watched her white hands grasp those hard black curves and pull him closer. She watched as she stretched her legs wide, delighting in the wicked sight of her long shapely white legs spread wide for the thrusting, rolling black body between them.


Then her eyes rolled back as the sight and feel of being fucked by this black animal began to overwhelm her yet again.


It was a long, incredibly long forty five minutes later that Igwe exploded inside. Forty five glorious breathtaking minutes of pulsing sexual nirvana. Nothing in her experience of life had prepared for the relentless driving sexual lust of Igwe, and she loved it. Loved the experience, the sensations, the power of his body and the stamina and male force he exerted in taking her.


She was confused, if sated.


The blast of a car horn shattered her relaxed musings. Her husband was here!


She jumped to her feet reflexively grabbing her clothes. She rushed and fumbled as she sought to dress herself.


Igwe lay back, grinning at her panicked rush to dress, enjoying her discomfiture. She looked at him apologetically, then flushed to think she was apologising to her lover. Then grinned at the thought that she did indeed have a lover!


“Wait!” Igwe’s command halted her as she headed for the bedroom door.


She looked back at him lying at his ease, naked on his bed. His black body seemed to have an oily sheen from the mixed sweat of their passion. Her eyes were drawn as though by a magnet to his incredible cock.


“Lick me clean before you go.” His eyes nodded down to his cock, with unmistakable intent.


Angel face transformed to a look of horror and distaste.


“Yuck! That’s perverted!”


Then she turned and left, the sound of Igwe’s deep laugh reverberating in her ears as she fled.




Chapter 5



﻿
Angel stared like a mesmerised rabbit at the length of black cock bobbing in front of her eyes.


Her heart quaked with fear and disgust, and weakness.


Igwe wanted her to suck his cock, and her stomach churned with the horror of it. She was losing the argument and she knew it!


Igwe was not accepting her refusal. Not accepting that she had the right to say No!


Her husband would never treat her like this. He had more respect for her!


Igwe wanted his cock sucked, and what Igwe wanted Igwe got.


He was a beast!


She knelt at his feet. Her eyes locked on that throbbing jerking length of male lust. She was weakening.


She closed her eyes and prayed for forgiveness.


“No, it’s perverted!”


The words had burst from her when Igwe first told her what he wanted her to do!


Suck cock!


Yuk!


The thought filled her with horror and disgust. In all her years of marriage she had never sucked her husbands cock.


Cocks pissed!


Filthy dirty things.


It had taken her years to get used to touching her husband’s cock after their marriage. They were the worst parts of men. Driving them to uncontrolled passions and perverted lusts in which all sense of rationality and reason left them.


Igwe had looked at her with surprise.


“Perverted! Don’t be silly woman. It’s a perfectly normal. Everyone likes sucking cock! Women like sucking them, and men like them sucked! Even men and boys like sucking cock!”


Angel reeled and the perverted and shocking image. Her world was on the edge of shattering. This man she was in love with wanted her to commit a perverted sex act condemned by the Church, and blithely talked about even men liking to suck cock!


“I can’t! It’s wrong!”


“Wrong! How can it be wrong when it gives so much pleasure to all concerned?”


“But it just is!”


“You are just a closet racist! You won’t suck my cock because it’s black!”


“No, that’s not true! I have never sucked a cock! Not anyone’s not even Mark my husbands?”


Igwe stared at her in disbelief. Could it be true? Surely not!


“Believe me I have done anything like that. The bible tells us it is wrong.”


Igwe looked at her flushed pretty face. His eyes focussed on her soft pink lips. Had those lips really never taken a cock between them? Surely he had not found a white woman with a virgin mouth!


His cock twitched and lurched and in his trousers.


Angel nervously shifted her feet and stared at him. Wondering if his silence indicated that he had accepted her argument. Her heart thumped and her throat was dry. She knew about cock sucking of course, but had successfully avoided it. She was not going to start now, she wasn’t! She licked her suddenly dry lips, and immediately knew from Igwe’s reaction that licking her lips had not been a good move.


She had seen the lust rise to new heights in his eyes followed her tongue slipping wetly over their suddenly dry surface!


Oh dear, this was not going to be easy. She would just have to make him understand she was not that kind of girl.


She was about to speak again when Igwe whirled and strode across to his bookshelf. He paused a moment and then returned after extracting a leather bound book.


“Show me,” he said, holding out what she now saw was a bible.


“Show me the parable on cock sucking!”


Angel reeled pulling her hand back that had just been about to take the proffered bible! Her eyes widened and her thoughts raced.


“Come on Angel. Show me where Jesus said it was wrong to suck cock?”


“But… but… Sodom and Gnorrah… it said there…”


“No, it doesn’t but what does the Old Testament count to you? You are a Christian right? You follow the teachings of Jesus. Show me where he taught it was wrong for a woman to give a man pleasure by using her mouth.”


Angel brought her hand up to her mouth and nibbled her lips. Then stopped as she realised this excited Igwe as well!


“But I was taught in Church that it was wrong that only normal relations are between men and women and sex for the purpose of making babies is the only kind of sex that couples should take part in.”


“Really. Then can I assume you are not on the pill?” Angel flushed a deep red at being caught out. The Catholic Church did indeed teach that it was wrong to use birth control, but when Angel stopped using the pill twelve years after Amanda’s birth she had promptly became pregnant with her son. She had sworn, church teachings or not, never to go off the pill again!


“But even last week’s sermon… the priest went on and on about the sins of the flesh!”


“Bah! He should know!”


Angel’s eyes widened as she looked at him shocked. Igwe stared at her and wondered just how innocent and naive she was could be.


“The only reason your church allowed choir girls was because they were fed up with its priests using the choir boys for bum practice! It wanted its priests to have some normal sex for a change!”


Angel looked at him shocked to the core!


“It’s not like that!”


“Really… are you telling me that Father Mansa has not tried to persuade you to go to one of his bible reading weekends?”


“Bible reading weekends are a normal part of church practice.”


“Is that so? Was it also a normal part of Church practice for Father Mansa to fondle your bottom when he asked you?”


Angel stared at him. How did Igwe know that?


“But African men are always fondling my bottom! It’s been like that since we arrived.”


“So now what’s normal is for a black Catholic priest to fondle your white curvy bottom while asking you to go away with him for the weekend?”


Angel wondered if her face would ever be normal again. It seemed a permanent shade of hot pink at the moment. She was hot and flushed and this conversation was not going as it should.


Igwe turned away, and placed the book to one side. He paused for a moment then turned back to Angel. As he walked towards her he started unbuttoning his shirt and Angel’s heart skipped a beat.


He was taking his clothes off!


Eyes followed his fingers without conscious thought as he stripped off his shirt. Then his hands went to his belt and Angel looked away not wanting to see his cock exposed.


A cock he wanted her to suck!


“So Angel put aside this silly nonsense. I want you to pleasure me tonight.”


Angel shivered at the words. For the last three Tuesday nights she had been made love to by Igwe. Though she wondered if she should really use the term fucked! He had been so overpowering and aggressive, and it had been so incredibly good.


She was used to the considerate, careful attention of her loving husband.


With Igwe she had experienced raw sex, and it had been shockingly exciting.


Tonight he was trying to use reason to persuade her to do something her whole ingrained being rejected.


It was perverted to suck cock!


But some women like it.


The thought nagged her. She tried to push it aside, but her thoughts turned to wonder why any woman could like to kneel at a man’s feet and take his cock into her mouth.


Igwe’s trousers dropped around his ankles and Angel fought her desire to look at and touch his cock.


Igwe stepped out of his trousers and stepped towards her. He gathered her in his arms and kissed her and Angel sighed with relief and accepted his kiss. She teased her lips against his, than as rising passion overcame her she kissed and kissed and squeezed him tight.


His cock was hot and throbbing and pressing close to her and she wanted it inside her. Surely he did to.


Igwe pulled free of her eager clutching passionate kiss. Surprised that so passionate a woman could be so innocent about sex.


“Is it true then?”


Angel looked at him quizzically.


“Is it true that these sweet lips have never taken your husband’s cock between them.”


Igwe played his thumb across her lips. Enjoying their soft wet curves. He pushed with his thumb and Angel accepted and sucked on it. Igwe grinned.


“Not anyone?”


Angel could not reply her lips were sucking on the thick black thumb in her mouth and watching how Igwe enjoyed her doing it. It felt comforting. She shook her head.


“Yet your sweet mouth so readily sucks on my thumb?”


Angel pulled her soft lips free of his thumb!


“Come my little honey pot, do it for me. Pleasure me in return for the pleasure I have given you with my tongue between your legs.”


“No, I won’t… I can’t… you don’t understand.”


“Oh I understand well enough. You are a racist like your father!”


“Noooo… I’m not… it’ just not right.”


She looked at Igwe, and was relieved he was not annoyed with her. The expression on his face was a mix of disbelief and wonder.


He stroked her face and she pushed her cheek into his warm hand before turning to kiss and lick the inner palm.


It may not have been the wisest thing to do as the feel of her tongue on his palm served to remind Igwe where he really wanted to feel her tongue. He large black hands took her slim shoulders in his and pushed… downwards.


Angel sank to her knees unable to resist his masculine strength. Her husband would not have been capable of exercising such casual easy strength on her.


This his cock bobbed in front of her eyes and she closed her mouth and tried to look away.


“Look!… Look woman!… God made this!”


Angel looked.


“More like the devil!” she blurted.


“God made man in his image and set him in Eden here in Africa.”


“This is God’s work,” Igwe waved his cock in front of her eyes.


Angel looked at eleven inches of erect black cock!


It was a marvel! It was too thick to go in her mouth!


It throbbed and jerked in front of eyes like a rearing snake, a spitting cobra ready to spit its juices into her mouth. She shuddered with distaste. Her throat choked and she tried desperately not to be sick at the thought of this cock pumping sperm into her mouth.


God made man in his image, Igwe had said, and the words stuck.


How could women enjoy doing something like this?


“And after God made man he decided that man was not complete without woman. So he made woman. Made with knees so that she could kneel, with sweet lips and a mouth designed to receive cock. Soft, hot nimble tongues to please men with!”


Angel blinked at the twisted version of the Eden story.


“So look at God’s creation woman and worship it.”


“Nooooo… please Igwe… noooo.”


It would be so easy to let go. She would surrender to force! A good beating would do her good! It would have been so much better to have her willingly suck his cock. What sort of man was her husband not to take his wife and teach her to please him with her mouth? He grinned, ah well, the sort of man who would have to live with the fact that another man taught his wife to suck.


He flexed his hands, spreading them wide, he closed them around her pretty white head. Angel whimpered as she found her head strongly held.


Igwe stepped forward and hot hard black flesh pressed against her tightly closed lips.


His masculine smell overpowered her sense of smell. The first time in her life hot cock pressed against her soft lips. She shuddered. The situation was out of control!


Was he right? So many women seemed to talk so casually about sucking cock! But it was cock that God had designed and made for Man! Her thoughts tumbled. The Church said it was wrong to be licked between her legs, but she loved that. Had done so since the very first electric tingle of a hot tongue thrusting up under her skirt and licking had sent her nervous system into a frenzy of excitement.


Her pet dog had decided her virgin cunt was a tasty feast and her pet’s eager tongue had been the first to bring her to an orgasm. She had suppressed that memory. She had only been thirteen years old when her pet’s tongue had introduced her to sexual pleasure.


With her parents busy running their own businesses she had been bored and lonely. The servants happy to leave her to herself!


It had not been a problem to take the lively dog up to her room. There she had removed her knickers and sat on the bed looking at her pet. Then she had lain back and spread her legs.


The dog enjoyed its tasty treat, and innocent 13yo Angel found heaven on earth.


This went on for a year before she mentioned it in confession to the parish priest. His look of horror had been the start of a nightmare of penance, fire and brimstone! She had been spared the priest mentioning the detail to her parents. He merely mentioned to her parents that she was close to losing her soul to the devil!


Her mother’s reaction had shocked Angel. She had never been left alone again. Her enforced sexual abstinence had lasted till her wedding night, when she had sat on her marriage bed and looked at her Mark, her new husband.


She had lain back, spread her legs, and told a bemused Mark what she wanted…


In the morning she had a fit of guilt, and that guilt had driven right through her marriage since.


Now she kneeled at the feet of this black man. Igwe Orizu rich, powerful, and with a magnificent wonderful cock!


If she sucked, perhaps it would be atonement for her own past sins!


She looked up at the intense frown on Igwe’s face.


Perhaps, she did owe a duty to him to repay the pleasure he had given her.


She felt the pressure of his hands on her head. He was pushing and shoving at her closed mouth with his hot throbbing cock. She felt liquid, hot pungent, and salty on her lips.


She pulled away.


“Urghhh.”


That complaint was her mistake, as Igwe’s cock thrust through her parted protesting lips.


The hot throbbing length pushed into her mouth. She pulled away but Igwe held her head firm.


“Oh Yes, honey that’s it!”


Cock was in her mouth! It was hot, pulsing and vibrant, and pushing deeper. An alarmed Angel found her mouth to full to protest. Her mouth felt stretched around its thickness. Her soft lips could not escape clasping the side of its thickness.


Igwe groaned at the feel of those soft lips around his cock, so soft and feathery. As Angel moved her head from side to side to try and escape his thrusting manhood she could not avoid her lips sliding along the length of cock in her mouth.


Igwe groaned again at the delight of the hot, soft, wetness enclosing his cock!


Angel heard his excited moans and despaired of getting free. The beast was enjoying it!


Igwe looked down at the struggling woman at his feet and grinned, her pretty white face pierced by his thick, black manhood. If only her husband could see her now with a black cock in her sweet mouth!


If what she had said was true and she had never done this before, then her husband would have been even more chagrined that his wife was taking a black cock in her mouth!


Or would he? Angel would have been shocked if she knew the number of white men who had watched their wives fuck and suck with Igwe. Igwe understood human nature well. Sexual activity always created arousal, no matter what the circumstance.


In African culture it was commonplace to share sex partners. It was traditional for married brothers to offer their wives to unmarried brothers. In traditional families in traditional one room huts sexual activity was normal and few had second thoughts about public exhibitions of love-making.


Parents had no alternative to making love in the same room as their children and sexual awareness and understanding was far greater in African culture than it seemed to be in western countries.


He had been surprised ay the naivety and innocence of white teenage girls, but it was always fun to educate them. Even white wives were often sexual innocents and had never experienced shared love making with multiple partners.


That was one of the reasons he enjoyed white women, once trained they became absolute devotees of African sexuality. Usually not wanting to return to their western concepts of relationships. If a women enjoyed sex by being penetrated in one or another opening, then they enjoyed it more when more openings were used. It just took white women a bit of time to get used to the idea of being used by several men at once.


Igwe enjoyed the process of teaching them about sex, it was always a new and challenging experience, and when a woman resisted her education it only added to his fun.


Igwe was not surprised white men enjoyed seeing their wives fucked. It was a perfectly normal part of human sexuality. He had always enjoyed watching sex. He had fucked four of his brothers wives, and all their daughters. That was normal.


Share and share alike!


Not the sexual repression of the west.


He and Joshua had taken turns front and back with Joshua’s stunning daughter Laysha, and when that had finished three of Joshua’s wives had entertained them further by torturing Laysha with their tongues.


White men did not appreciate, or even understand the eager sexual drive of young women. To Igwe once a girl developed curves, she was a woman. White men had this odd idea that women were not women until they were much older!


The idea that a girl became a woman at an artificial age, whether set at 14, 16, or 18 years old was so ludicrous as to Igwe to be unbelievable. Nature decided when a girl became a woman, and nature gave her the ability to have babies at that time.


He understood that in some American states the age of consent was 21, and wondered how such ridiculous limits could pass into legislation.


In Zimbabwe the age of consent was 12 years old. That was not set by the newly independent African government, but by the previous white colonial regime. At least they had accepted the reality of the need to marry off daughters quick before they got too randy and lost their virginity, and the family lost their dowry cattle!


He wondered at the hypocrisy of white colonial Governors agreeing far younger ages of consent in their African colonies than their Victorian governments would have allow back home.


Of course, it gave those white colonialists the licence to take young African women as lovers and concubines.


Now the roles were reversed. Africans ruled in Africa, but the law stayed the same, and unsuspecting white parents brought their lithe, nubile, teenage daughters to Africa, and the waiting Africans… the memories triggered his orgasm unexpectedly.


He grasped the back of Angel’s head to hold her in place as the first spurt jetted across her tongue. Her muffled squeal he ignored as he pushed his cock deeper. His precious seed was going one place, and one place only, down her slender white throat.


He felt her pushing at his legs, her head trying to pull away, as further spasmodic jets shot into her mouth. He had no trouble holding her in place as his cock jerked, throbbed and then finally released its flood.


Angel had been struggling with the thickness of the black cock in her mouth. Her lips were clamped around it, not so much by choice, as much by the effort of trying to keep her lips off the hot cock.


Each thrust into her mouth saw her soft lips rolling past thick gnarled prominent veins pumped full of blood by Igwe’s arousal. She felt those pumping veins throb and pulse as her lips passed over them.


Her scent glands were suffering overload from the raw masculine smell of his loins as each thrust of his cock brought her slim nose closer to his body and that swinging, sperm filled, black sack at the start of his cock.


She found herself savouring and enjoying that overpowering smell.


The end of his cock was choking her with each thrust of the large plum shaped head into her gullet. She struggled to control her gagging as it sought the entrance to her previously unused throat. Shock at it thrusting so deep alarmed her.


She naively thrust her tongue at the cock to try push it from her mouth, and her tongue rolled over the plump, smooth, head of his cock sending a new and unusual taste to assault her taste buds.


As the cock pushed at her tongue, she felt the soft rolling skin of his foreskin as it rolled back from her tongue releasing even more pungent tastes. She pulled her tongue back from the top of his cock, as it thrust deeper. She found her tongue underneath his cock. A new even stronger, strange, salty taste coated her tongue, and she pulled her tongue back again, but it had nowhere to go as her mouth filled with black cock.


She whimpered her distress, confusion, and surprising arousal.


Her pussy was wet, and her nipples were hard. It felt strange and so different to be made to kneel at the feet of her dominant lover while he used her mouth to give him pleasure.


Each throb, jerk, and pulse of that hot cock demonstrated her lover’s sexual excitement, and despite herself she found herself proud that she could excite him so.


Her tongue tentatively slid along the underside of his cock, and she shuddered and jerked, as something hot seemed to shoot deep into her mouth. Then she realised what must have happened. Hot and clingy it seemed to coat the back of her mouth and she gagged again as she instinctively swallowed.


She jerked her head strongly back, struggling to get free her mouth from the alarming realisation of what might come nest.


She called out her alarm, and protest, it came out muffled and weak around the thickness in her mouth. Igwe’s strong black hands held the back of her head firmly.


Her mewls and whimpers escalated as another jet of hot, thick pungent liquid shot into her mouth. Because she had been pulling away from his cock it landed squarely on her super-sensitive tongue. Her eyes widened in alarm as the taste of sperm flooded her mouth.


Her mind rebelled at the idea of a man’s baby making juice resting casually on her tongue. This seed was precious, the source of life. It must be wrong to do this!


Another pulse of sperm shot onto her tongue. Angel prayed that it was over, but Igwe held her firm and then to her complete shock and surprise Igwe’s cock erupted and his sperm seemed to flow into her mouth from his cock as though a hose had been turned on!


Her mouth quickly filled with hot, clingy, salty pungent sperm. Every movement of her tongue enhanced the sensory overload on her taste buds. As she tried to pull free, Igwe’s strong hands won the tussle and pulled her head forward and more of his pulsing jetting cock slid into her mouth.


She quickly started swallowing.


The taste and feel of it going down her throat reminded her of her one experience with oysters.


Sperm continued to flow from his cock and Angel swallowed repeatedly. Thinking had stopped as she struggled to cope with the extra-ordinary flow. This she realised was the result of her lover’s sexual excitement and satisfaction in her mouth.


A glow seemed to enthuse her, almost against her will. She had excited him sexually, even when she had wanted nothing to do with this perverted act.


Emotional confusion competed with a deeper physical satisfaction. Her heart pounded, and her pretty face flushed pink.


As the flow ceased, her tongue cleaned her mouth of the odd taste. She looked up at Igwe. He was grinning down at she and she smiled back, delighted to his happy grin.


“Come honey, let’s go to bed.”


Angel’s heart leaped, she flushed pinker still, and grinned a silly grin. Her pussy was wet and ready to be filled. She rose to her feet and took Igwe’s outstretched hand and allowed him to lead her to his bedroom.


On that luxury four-poster bed Angel sprawled. She saw herself in the mirror above the bed, grinned and stretched. Instinctively she shifted her body allowing her full breasts prominence. She noticed her waist was still narrow for a woman who had three children, and her shapely tanned legs stretched and parted as Igwe climbed naked on to the bed.


Igwe had other things in minds. Angel was not going to be let off so easily. He swung above and around her, aligning his head with the golden tanned ‘v’ between her legs, while bringing his cock up and back in alignment with her face and that tempting peach of a mouth.


Angel’s protest died away as he quickly and easily manhandled her firmly into position. His head dipped and his tongue passed over her wet leaking vulva, and her resistance evaporated as she welcomed his head between her legs and the exciting feel of a tongue between her legs.


“Rest you head on my thigh,” Igwe demanded. He rested his own head on Angel’s soft satin inner thigh. Angel copied his move, and they lay side-by-side, head to toe, or tongue to pussy and mouth to cock.


He’s going to want me to suck him again she realised. It didn’t seem quite so frightening now.


His tongue pushed into her wet vulva, and it blossomed open like a flower revealing its secrets to his questing tongue. Angel shivered in delight at the exquisite feel of his tongue licking and lapping her soft wet interior.


He paused and raised his head.


“Well?” he asked.


Angel stared at the hot, hard length of black cock so close to her mouth. She knew what he wanted.


“Lick me, please!”


“Only when I feel your lips and mouth on my cock!”


Angel swallowed hard, then she moved her head closer, and opened her mouth and voluntarily took his cock inside her mouth.


Igwe grinned.


“Come on Honey, let me feel that lovely tongue!” His own tongue held back from giving Angel pleasure while he waited.


Nervous of the reaction Angel’s tongue licked along the underside of Igwe’s cock and his groan both alarmed and excited her. Then Igwe’s exciting tongue was between her own legs and Angel stopped thinking and wallowed in her own depravity as Igwe lapped hungrily his dark head clamped between urgent soft white thighs.


His own leg came over and he clamped Angel’s pretty white face between his heavy muscular black thighs. Angel found the close proximity of his hairy black thighs clamped on her face both overpowering and exciting.


Then for the first time in her life she started to seriously explore and taste cock.


Angel was silent on the journey home. Mark Scott eyed his lovely wife on the journey home wondering what was on her mind. He had picked her up on time and found her waiting for him, but she was keeping to herself.


She seemed in a fey mood. Her eyes were bright, and her face flushed, and with a sinking feeling he wondered if something was going on. He remembered they had made love to Angel last week and found her wet and very slick inside. He had idly speculated that someone else had already fucked her, and he was experiencing what was known as ‘sloppy seconds’! He had dismissed the thought as ludicrous, but the idea had kept coming back to him.


He wondered if tonight, if she was willing to let them make love, he would find the same slick, wet, slippery tunnel between her lovely legs. If he did he did not know whether he would laugh, or cry.


“You OK Angel?”


She nodded absently.


“You seem distracted?”


“Let’s talk when we get home OK?”


Mark’s heart sank wondering what his wife wanted to talk about. He dreaded to hear what he suspected, and was not sure how he would react.


Mark’s thoughts were far from on Angel’s mind. Her tongue rolled around the inside of her mouth and she could still taste the sperm that shot into her mouth and on to her tongue.


She had sucked a man off!


The thought rolled around her head.


She had sucked a man off. Not once but three times!


When they had finished their 69, Angel had pushed Igwe on to his back and looked at that long thick length of black cock in amazement and surprise. It had seemed that she had discovered cock all over again. She had looked at Igwe, looked into his eyes and seen his lazy pleasure.


He had smiled at her, and the smile had been like a sun shining on her heart and she had felt so exultant. She smiled back at him. Then with no prompting, she had leaned over and licked and lapped at his cock and balls till all eleven inches of thick black cock stood proud and hard.


Then she had opened her mouth and sucked him off!


He hadn’t needed hands to hold her head in place when had came.


She knew now why women sucked cock.


She still felt like a depraved slut, instead of a happily married woman. She glanced at Mark, then quickly looked away as he caught her eye.


At home she checked on Robert. Her son happily slept the sleep of any rumbustious child. She checked in the kitchen, then took her surprised husband’s hand and led him to their bedroom.


Turning she looked at Mark.


He looked back, and saw her eyes were dilated. She was trembling, flushed and staring back at him.


“You wanted to talk about something?”


” I want to be fucked…”


Mark reeled in shocked surprise. Those had been the last words he had expected to here from his reserved, churchgoing wife.


“I want to be fucked now!”


The session with Igwe had left her horny, wet and excited. For all the sucking he had not fucked and she had never felt so in need of a good fuck. She flushed at thoughts that seemed so unnatural to her.


Mark gathered his wife in his arms and she dragged him back onto the bed. Decorum abandoned she stroked his cock through his trousers. She had always thought it was too big before she met Igwe, now she wondered if it would do?


A surprised but eager Mark shucked her skirt up around her waist, and fumbled with her panties, before pulling them off just as Angel’s warm hand circled and fondled his now exposed cock.


He pushed her down and Angel spread her legs and pulled him towards her.


“Fuck me, Oh God, fuck me!”


He needed no encouragement.


It came as a relief when he found his wife, wet but tight.


He thrust between her legs and felt the usual resisting inner muscles. His eagerness empowered his thrusts and he pushed in to find her sheath wet but not slippery. The same hot tight pussy he had learned to love. He sighed in relief and dismissed last week’s experience as a one off strangeness.


Angel held him close and he circled his hips as he tried not to get too excited too quickly.


Afterwards Angel lay beside Mark their arms were close about each other. Angel felt strange. She had never felt this way before. She could feel a deep abiding hunger. Her loins were in uproar. Her stomach roiled with butterflies. She had never felt such a deep hunger, such a sexual hunger.


She wanted Igwe Orizu. She wanted his big black cock. She wanted to please him. She wanted to spread her golden thighs and for him to climb between them with his hard throbbing pulsing cock.


She hugged her husband, and a tear sprang from her eye.


She was confused.




Chapter 6



﻿
Mark jerked awake, and his book fell from his lap onto the floor. Groggily awareness came back to him. He had fallen asleep in an armchair waiting for Angel to return home.


He glanced at the clock and sleep slipped away as he saw that it was 2am! Irritated he wondered why Angel hadn’t woken him when she had come home? He picked up the book, and headed for the bedroom.


She had gone to her philosophy circle meeting this evening. She had arranged for one of the other wives to drive her home, but seemed to be coming home later and later each Tuesday these days.


He opened the bedroom door to find their bed empty!


Startled he looked around. There was no sign of her things. Surely she was home. He checked the bathroom, then their daughter’s room. Not that he expected either of them there as their daughter had been sent to the private boarding school out of town. He was still not comfortable about that but he has seen the Africans circle like hungry wolves whenever they took their pretty daughter to the shopping mall. Perhaps it was best. He sighed.


Then pulled his thoughts back to his wife. Where was she? He checked the study room, and walked back through the villa. He checked on Robert, their two-year old son who was sleeping the deep sleep of the exhausted. Two acres of garden within the villa was more than enough to keep his inquisitive nature busy.


He returned to their living room.


No Angel!


A sudden dread clamped around his heart. Had she been in an accident? Africa was a dangerous place, and the roads were one of the main dangers. Here in Harare’s prosperous Greendale suburb at night the roads were generally quiet. But it was easy to imagine the other dangers, two-legged danger lurking in the shrubbery to take advantage of unwary passers by.


Especially pretty white women.


A deeper tightness settled in his stomach, at the thought of his beautiful wife being hauled into bushes and held down while sex-starved Africans had their way with her.


The employment practice of employing African men in the factories of Harare for eleven months at a stretch before allowing them to go home to their families had the unfortunate side-effect of having eight men in the city for every woman.


Men who went without relief for eleven months were men ready to seize any opportunity that came their way.


He hesitated. He could not call for help, as he already knew the telephone was not working tonight. He checked it just to be sure. He bit his lip at the thought of leaving Robert asleep in the villa on his own, but if Angel had been involved in a car accident or needed help…


He ended the hesitation and snatched up his car keys.


Outside her opened the villa gates, drove the car out, then carefully locked them. He looked back for a moment at the darkened villa. Robert would be safe, he was sure of it.


It was time now to move. He jumped back in the car and drove over to Borrowdale. There were few street lights among the leafy winding roads that criss-crossed the suburb.


He kept a sharp eye out for signs of an accident, for signs of a car having driven off the road in the dark.


It seemed only minutes before he was at the villa in which the philosophy circle met. To his surprise the gates were wide open, and there were no signs of any security guard.


He drove through the gates and up the long drive. There was no sign of life in the villa, but he needed to make sure his wife had left, who with and when. Only then could he be certain what had happened and where to look.


He stepped out of the car and bounded up to the front door and knocked.


The silence seemed deep as he waited for a response.


He knocked again, to no more effect.


He stepped back and looked across the front of the villa. Darkness engulfed it. What had happened to Angel?


He hesitated again. Each window had the usual ornate burglar bars across them.


He decided to walk around the large villa. To search for any signs of life, for anyone who might be able to tell him what had happened to his wife.


Behind the villa a light shone from a curtained room. Mark strode towards it. Perhaps someone was awake. He noticed a light breeze push at the curtains and realised that the window was open.


He walked closer suddenly aware of the impropriety of approaching a bedroom window late at night. Particularly that of a man he did not know.


He paused for a moment dithering.


There was a grunt from inside the room.


The grunt was followed by a muffled feminine squeal.


Mark’s heart leapt into his mouth. His ears seemed more alert, straining to hear more from within the room.


The soft slap of flesh on flesh broke the silence.


Slap, slap, slap came the repeated sound of one body striking another in the timeless sound of lovemaking.


Mark was frozen in place.


There were more deep heavy grunts, matched by excited squeals of a woman in the heat of lust.


He had never witnessed others involved in lovemaking before. Imagined it enough time, but never seen it. In his relatively sheltered life and love of Angel he had not strayed. Had not ‘partied’, or been to a sex show.


The sounds of excited passion escaping from that curtained room had him frozen in place. Behind that curtain a couple were indulging in an lustful bout of lovemaking! “Ooooh. Oh, Oh, Oh, Ooooooh!” Excited wails were escaping a woman to match the rutting thrusts of a male behind that curtain.


His cock hardened in his trousers listening to the passionate bout taking place just a few feet away. Behind a light curtain, and those protected barred windows a couple were indulging, a perfectly proper activity in their own home.


He struggled as to what to do. He wanted to be sure Angel was safe, but could he interrupt a husband and wife in such activity. No wonder no one had answered his knock.


“Sweet, so sweet and tight.” Mark was startled to recognise the voice as belonging to an African man. The strong dialect came across. He wondered with surprise that he would speak English in such circumstances.


“Squeeze, my cock… Oh yes, like that, squeeze down on my cock as I slide out and relax when I thrust in. Oh, yes you sweet tight little angel just like that!”


Mark’s ears perked up and his eyes widened. Surely that was coincidence! Any man might call his wife an angel in a moment of passion.


“Twist your ass, slide it around, rub your soft white curves back at me, that’s it, that’s it honey, just like that. Ahh… ohh. Angel, you are getting so good at this.”


A feeble muffled whimper came in reply.


Mark’s heart was in a clamp. His guts had knotted. His breath caught in his throat. Her had said Angela again! He was African, but had talked of her white cheeks.


Getting so good? What was that supposed to mean?


Was it his wife behind that curtain?


Was his wife being mounted and ridden by an African man?


Was this a regular occurrence?


It couldn’t be!


Impossible!


Was this chap running the philosophy circle black? His wife had said nothing about that!


The rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh seemed like thunderclaps in his ears now at the thought that it might be his wife being fucked on the other side of those curtains.


More whimpering excited squeals broke through his thoughts.


He took a step forward.


Was this why his wife had been coming home later and later each Tuesday night?


He took another step towards the open window. If he could just pull back that curtain he could find the truth.


“Easy girl, just like that, that’s it, that’s the way, that feels good… Ahhh”


“Oh, oh… ooooh. Oh!”


Hot breathless feminine gasps came in reply.


Heavy male grunts of effort sounded through the curtain.


Mark raised his hand towards the curtain and froze in hesitation.


If he was wrong, it would be a gross intrusion!


If he was right did he want to see his wife being mounted by a black man?


His heart pounded, his stomach heaved, his hands twitched.


Grunts, slaps and squeals came from behind the curtain.


His betraying cock strained his trousers.


He made one more step forward and flicked the curtain aside.


A big heavy black body seemed to dominate the room beyond. Behind and above the white woman beneath him the black bulk seemed to dwarf her as he held down and rode her.


Swallowing tightly, his eyes dropped to the shapely tanned full white thighs splayed wide apart to give access to the African male rutting between them. The soft curvy bottom was high in the air, as if in invitation to be used, and a black man held that bottom close as hips ground and thrust.


Black hands clasped around a slim waist, and a flawless white back strained and curved as shoulders were lowered supporting a beautiful white face turned towards him was crushed in soft pillows.


Mark’s heart stopped.


His wife’s eyes stared back at him, but did not see him.


Her eyes were glazed over and blank, as the African behind her humped and ground between the spread shapely thighs of his wife.


Emotions and feelings swept over Mark as he witnessed the scene. The African mounted and enjoying his wife was a surprise. He looked much older than Angel’s 34years. Probably 45 years old. His wife had spread her legs not for a young fit attractive African, but for an older middle aged African. A man heavily built, though taller than her.


He watched as cheeks of a black bottom flexed and tightened, and thrust into the upturned and presented curvy derriere of his lovely wife.


He stared in disbelief as his wife switched that derriere, circled it and ground back against the thrusting African.


“Good girl, that’s the way, keep squeezing my cock.”


Mark watched his wife’s thighs quiver. Her bottom flex and circle as she gave pleasure to the African who had his cock buried deep inside her.


Mark’s hand holding the curtain started to shake; as the realisation took hold that another man’s cock was embedded deep inside his wife. That tight little channel that had been his own for 17 years had another man’s cock buried deep inside it!


Another man taking his pleasure of his lovely wife’s body!


A black man!


He watched stunned as the African behind his wife leaned forward and with one hand reached for and grasped the full, jutting breast of his wife, a black hand stroking and caressing the soft white orb.


He watched mesmerised as another man enjoyed the firmness and feel of his wife’s breast.


The man’s dark hips ground and thrust crushing the soft roundness of her white derriere.


Then he came erect, and paused for a moment, and turned.


Mark ignored him, conscious that he had been spotted, but he could not turn his gaze away from the sight of the thick black log that had been partly revealed as it slid out from his wife.


It was so thick!


He struggled to comprehend the thickness of cock that had been up inside his wife. No wonder she had semi-comatose as he rode her!


The African spotted the white face at the window and turned in surprise.


As he did so more of his cock slid from kneeling, supine white woman.


Mark swallowed in disbelief at the length of black cock that had just slid out of his wife.


“Oi! What are you doing!”


Mark was stung by the voice of the gruff angry African.


“That’s my wife!” His voice sounded feeble, as he struggled to get the word outs.


The African turned further, and more of that cock slid out of his wife. It seemed never-ending!


Angel kneeling on the bed was oblivious to anything other than the exquisite sensations between her legs. The withdrawal of the pleasure giving log was keenly felt. She had not noticed her husband’s arrival. She was so close!


So close to another heart-shattering orgasm.


She pushed back at Igwe, seeking to recapture more that wonderful member inside her. Circling her hips and clasping at his cock with her inner muscles seeking to draw it back in.


Totally oblivious to the building drama she gasped in effort.


“Ohhh. Don’t tease. Fuck me,” pushing up onto her elbows she thrust back recapturing six inches of hot throbbing gnarled cock.


“Ooooooh… do it… do it.” her hips jerking.


A red veil seemed to rise over Mark as the shock give way to anger!


This was his wife!


His Angel!


The woman he loved and cared for begging another man to drive his cock up her!


The eroticism evaporated into hot anger, and he wailed his grief.


He stamped his feet to release the hot overpowering anger that threatened to burst his soul.


Rage ran through him like a tidal wave.


He launched himself at the window, grasping and pulling at the iron security bars. Their solidity defied his efforts as he sought to haul them free so he could hurl himself through the window at the man fucking his wife on the other side.


“How could you do this?” He howled at Angel, the woman he had seen grinding her hips back and thrusting back eager for that black cock to be back inside her.


“I love you!”


Tears burst from him, as despair rose to combat with his anger.


He had been faithful. All these years he had been faithful, trusting and supportive. These last months since his wife’s breakdown, he had nursed her, cared for her, nourished her soul as well as her body, and she had rewarded him like this!


Spreading her legs for another man!


A black man!


Tears rolled down his cheeks.


He had looked after their children, kept the worst from them.


Sat beside her bed as she fought malaria.


Sat patiently with her as her rants and raves at the injustice of life surged through her.


Mastered his own pain at her seemingly casual disregard of his love for her.


Recognised that her returning mental illness was symptomatic of behaviour. That he just needed to be patient, comforting, and understanding, and all would work out in the end.


He had helped her find Margaret, the clinical psychologist. The finding of her had seemed like a miracle in the middle of darkest Africa. Had sat with Angela through counselling sessions, helped her along the road to recovery.


Now a black man had his cock up his beautiful wife. A black man was enjoying and relishing her shapely body as he took his own pleasure in Mark’s wife.


What had it all been for?


He shouted his anger into the dark African night, releasing the pressure building up inside him. He found himself stamping up and down in a raging uncontrollable stomp.


Inside the bedroom an alarmed Angel had finally realised what was happening. She clung in fear to Igwe, as her enraged husband seemed to be clawing at the very bars of the window.


She had shook with concern at hearing her husband’s howls of anger and grief. What had she done? She hadn’t realised her husband still cared so much! Igwe’s strong arms around her shoulders were a comfort. Their warmth and strength a comfort, and she cuddled into him.


“I didn’t. I hadn’t.” her voice was trembling. “I didn’t know…”


“Ssh. Shush. It’s alright he won’t get in.”


Igwe stroked the trembled, frightened woman. Holding her close in his arms. He enjoyed the feel of her soft, feminine, frailty trembling in his arms. So it was her husband out there was it! His own cock throbbed even harder at the thought.


A white man discovering his pretty white wife had given it up to an African.


He could hardly blame the man, if Angela had been his woman, and he had found her sleeping with another man without his permission he would have killed them both.


Not that he minded his women sleeping with others. It just has to be as Igwe directed, not on their own initiative.


“I should go. Yes, I should go and talk to him.”


“Not now, he will not listen, give him time to calm down.”


Angel looked up at Igwe. He was strong, unmoved by her husband’s ranting and raving.


” Don’t worry. I love you.” His hand stroked the softness of her cheek. His head dropped and kissed her lightly on the lips.


“I love you,” he said again as his head rose. His eyes searched her hers. He saw fear and confusion, and adoration in those eyes.


His hand stroking her cheek stroked lower, lightly stroking the side of her soft slender white neck.


“Relax honey, your safe with me. I will look after you.”


Angel hugged him and he enjoyed the feel of her full firm breasts crushed against his body. He pulled her close. The moment highlighted that she was another man’s wife. A white man’s wife, his cock throbbed in painful demanding need.


It was crushed between their bodies and Angel felt its hot throbbing.


Recognised that her lover was still horny, still wanted to ride her. She shivered, and pulled back


Confusion strode rampant and tall through her emotions.


A quietness seemed to have descended outside. She glanced at the window were the silence of an African night had returned, as if an African night was ever truly silent. The usual chirpings and rustlings seemed to have gone as though all waited in anticipation of further excitement.


“Perhaps I should go now?”


“Not yet honey, not yet.”


Igwe turned Angel away from him and pushed her shoulders forward. She collapsed forward on to her hands.


“No, not now, it isn’t right,” she blurted as she realised Igwe’s intention. His hands clasped around her waist.


“Igwe, please, my husband’s outside.” If Angel thought that would deter Igwe, she seriously misunderstood the warrior instinct of the African to take what belonged to someone else.


Then he was up close behind her, and the fatal mushroom head of his cock was nuzzling through the lips of her womanhood.


His cock was like an iron bar as it pushed within.


“Ohh, Igwe, Nooo… not now.” Igwe humped his gathering hips and his cock punched into her.


“Ooooh… Igwe. My husband. Please no.”


Even as she said her own inner muscles were greedily grasping at the hot throbbing dark intrusion.


Her words only excited Igwe further. His own heart was racing after the interruption by the enraged white husband.


He watched Angel shake and shudder as he thrust his cock in. With a second thrust his cock bedded itself to the hilt in her well lubricated if tight channel and his heavy black balls slapped against her.


Angel collapsed to her elbows as hot pounding sensations surged between her legs.


“Oh god have mercy on me,” she cried as she sought to milk the hot throbbing cock of sensation.


As Igwe began a rapid, muscular thrusting all thoughts of her husband evaporated as hot lust overwhelmed her.


Igwe savoured the moment feeling her resistance collapse under the constant sexual attention of his demanding forceful manhood. He grinned, feeling her tremble in his grasping arms. His heavy balls slapped against her soft flesh.


This woman was his now, literally taken in front of her shocked husband. The excitement of realising he had fucked her in front of her white husband increased his pleasure to an intensity and he came flooding her with his pumping seed.


His balls felt heavy and hard and the flow he pumped into the quivering shaking woman seemed even stronger and prolonged than normal.


“OOOOOhhhhh!” Angel’s body convulsed as the intense hot spurting flow set her off in a prolonged orgasm of her own. The hot spurting flow seemed so much more pronounced than usual. She shook, shivered, and went off again into a second orgasm.


Then collapsed on the pillow. From somewhere deep guilt and shame tugged at her soul.


Mark had returned home alone. Frustration and anger had drained him emotionally and physically. The sight of his wife being, mounted and being given a vigorous seeing to by that older middle aged African shook him to the core.


Through the anger, frustration and annoyance ran the realisation that the sight of his wife on her hands and knees in front of a thrusting African was probably the most erotic sight he had ever seen.


That cock! It had been huge, thick and so long. When it had slid out of his wife it had seemed never ending! How had Angel been able to take that all the way up inside her? It was with some irony he recalled her complaints that his cock was too big!


It must have been eleven inches! He shuddered slightly at the thought of what it must have taken to drive that into Angel’s tight channel. He found himself thinking of the pleasure that African man must have found in mounting and riding his wife.


He pushed aside those disturbing twisted thoughts. His wife had been lying to him! She has said the relationship with the man running the philosophy circle was purely platonic.


There had been nothing platonic about the way he had held his wife’s curvy hips steady while he had ground and drove his black hips against the soft white curves of her bottom.


He pondered the thought of his own wife, kneeling and offering her posterior to the African for his use. His cock was throbbing and hot as he remembered that sight.


Her soft, firm breast being fondled by a black hand in front of him!


Why hadn’t she told him? It would not have seemed so bad if she had told him she had a lover. She had kept it secret from him. He struggled to understand.


Where all those years caring and comforting her, nursing her through her problems all for nothing. Putting up with a reduced sex life in the hope that all would be well.


His reward. His wife spreading her legs for another man. A black man at that!


He pondered the injustice of life as sleep overtook his emotionally drained body.


He was woken by a gentle shake. Stirring from a deep, if troubled sleep. His eyes opened clouded with tiredness. To his surprise Angel was kneeling over him. He gathered his wits and looked up at her, startled to see her eyes shining, a look of adoration in them.


Confused he shook his head.


“I’m sorry Mark, I didn’t realise you still cared!”


Her words angered him.


“What do you mean? What do you think I have been doing these last years, if not caring and loving you?”


Angel lowered her eyes, flushing.


“I… I…” she stuttered, ” I just. I don’t know, it just.” her words tailed away. “I’m sorry, I just didn’t realise you cared so much.”


Her head came up and the wondering shining eyes that met his gaze struck Mark forcefully.


“I love you.”


“I know you do. When I heard you outside I realised how much that was important.”


Mark shook his head. He should be angry, but instead he was emotionally drained. He should be angry with his wife, but he just felt tired. He would have to set this to one side. Think about it again in the morning.


His head sank back onto the pillow.


He was disturbed again as Angel climbed into bed. To his surprise she snuggled up to him from behind. He was surprised to feel her warm body crushed against his. Her small, but full breasts pressed against his back and her warm legs rubbed against the back of his thighs.


His wife did not seem to be going to sleep but to be actively rubbing against him. His cock thickened and lengthened in arousal in response to her warmth. He cursed his cock and its mindless response. The woman had just betrayed him!


That warm body pressing close behind him, had just come from the bed of another man, A black man at that, his cock seemed to just get more excited adding to his emotional confusion.


His wife seemed to sense his confused mood and press the issue, but he felt her lips lightly kiss the back of his neck.


Damn! Damn! Damn! Mark’s thoughts were racing. His wife was making it clear that she was ‘interested’. His mind raced with the image of her kneeling submissively beneath that thrusting, lusting African.


Another thought entered his mind, it was a wicked, erotic, mind numbing in its perversity. What would it be like to do it to his wife after another man had fucked her!


What would it be like to make love to his wife knowing that he was getting ‘sloppy seconds’ to a black man? He shuddered, but his cock seemed fit to burst with lust at the thought.


What would it be like to ‘go down’ on his wife after she another man had spurted up inside? His mind whirled and spun with a mix of shock, depravity, and intrigued fascination.


He did not know what tomorrow was going to bring. Tonight might be the last night he ever slept with his wife. If he did not find out here and now, he might never get another chance.


His head spun, confused by lust, shame, and betrayal.


Lust won.


He rolled over, taking Angel in his arms. He kissed her deeply and passionately and she responded with more excitement and passion than he had known from her in months.


He rose and looked down at her. His elbows took his weight, but he enjoyed the feel of her firm breasts against his chest. He looked down at her, and their eyes met.


He stared into her eyes, surprised, shocked, delighted, and confused to see the sparkle in her eyes. Her eyes seemed to be shining as she looked at him. He remembered that adoring look in her eyes when she woke him up.


He was totally confused that his wife was responding like this when she had come from another’s bed, but if this was what he could expect from the future then it may not be so bad.


Beneath him Angel stirred. He felt her moving beneath him. Then her legs opened and spread wide in open invitation, as she smiled up at him.


He lowered his head, and kissed his wife in a long lingering kiss. Her arms came up around him and she held him tight. Mark broke from the kiss, and moved his head to one side.


He sought out her delicate ear, and licked the soft edge, before sliding his tongue inside and swirling it around in the manner he knew excited Angel.


Then his head slid lower as he licked, and kissed her slender neck. His active tongue seeking the soft white skin under her chin, before licking lower down her neck.


He enjoyed the feel of Angel’s warmth squirming below him in response to his licking, eager tongue. After 17 years of marriage he certainly knew how to use his tongue to bring his wife to intense excitement.


He manoeuvred himself over Angel, and his mouth and lips sought and found her breasts. His lips enclosed a nipple, as he sucked his tongue flicked across the aroused nib.


He was very conscious that this was the same breast he had seen his wife’s black lover reach down and fondle. He wondered at the pleasure the African must have taken in fondling his wife’s firm breast.


The thought enhanced his own pleasure, as he sucked the soft, if firm flesh of her breast into his mouth, her hard nipple providing a focus for his swirling tongue.


He shifted his position. Angel was reaching for him, urging him up, urging him to climb above and enter. Her shapely thighs were spread wide for him. Instead he moved lower, dipping down towards her loins.


Alarmed Angel reached for him, trying to pull him up and onto her. Mark evaded her grasp, and ran his tongue down and stopped for a moment to dip and circle his tongue in her belly button. Then his tongue circled lower.


“No!”


Angel realised his intention.


“No, Mark, that’s not a good idea at the moment!”


Mark was not listening. He had made up his mind and was not going to be diverted. If he did not do this now, he might never find out what it was like to something like this.


He shut his mind to the implications, to the reality of the act, only the determination to do something he would probably never do again.


His head dipped lower, resisting Angel’s scrabbling efforts to raise him on top of her.


“No Mark, I mean it. You shouldn’t do this not now!”


Then her head fell back as the exquisite feel of his tongue teasing her clitoris sent sharp shards of pleasure through her body.


“Nooooo… Ohhh,” she wailed.


Mark licked and lapped. His eyes shut. His senses focussed on his tongue and Angel’s warm quivering body that was shaking at the sensation overtaking her.


Then her thighs came up on either side of his head and clamped around his head, he was immediately struck by their slick, slippery wetness on either side of his face, as they clamped his head tight.


Wet he realised with the slick residues of her previous lovemaking.


Angel’s hands clamped in his hair, they were no longer attempting to pull him away but were holding his head firmly in position as she bucked and humped against his mouth.


“Oh God!” she gasped.


When Mark rose from between his wife’s legs she had that dreamy Cheshire cat expression on her face.


“I can’t believe you just did that!”


She had a bemused expression on her face.


He smiled and leaned forward to kiss, by the time the kiss was over his cock was encased in her hot slippery pussy. He felt the wetness, noted the ease of entry and just how slippery her normally tight pussy was.


This wasn’t the first time he had experienced her pussy like this. He remembered that night weeks ago when she had been like this.


He was he realised enjoying ‘sloppy seconds’ for the second time. The thought was too much for him and he came, before collapsing on top of Angel.


The next evening’s conversation seemed unreal. Mark had spent the day at work, putting off talking about the night before. As though their night of lovemaking had made no difference. They argued, though with little heart. He did not want to lose Angel, but was unsure how to proceed. She for her part was adamant as well. She offered to move out but Mark did not want that.


“I’m glad you know.”


Mark looked up into Angel’s eyes. Tired of the endless debate.


“Now that you know I intend to see him more often!”


“But last night.”


“Last night was last night.”


“I will leave of you wish, or stay of you wish, but I will be seeing more of him!”


Mark hung his head.


“I am going to see him tonight.”


“Tonight? I thought you only saw him on Tuesdays.”


“He needs to know I am OK. That you haven’t done something silly.”


Mark sighed. He could understand that. He wasn’t happy about it, but he understood it.


“I would like you to drive me over there in half an hour.”


“Are you serious? You want me to drive you over to your lover?”


“Do you expect me to walk?” Angel’s tone was strident.


Mark was tempted. Let her walk in the dark to his villa. Borrowdale and Greendale were safe enough, even if it was dark. Let her take her chances! What did he care?


But he did care, and he nodded his head.


Igwe opened the door when the knock came. His bodyguard Chuku Olanes had alerted him to Angel’s arrival. He grinned at her as he allowed her in.


“You are fine then?”


She nodded.


He looked at her from top to bottom!


As usual she looked lovely.


Angel started with surprise when Igwe reached for the zipper of his trousers.


Her eyes followed his hand as the zipper was pulled down. Then as he reached inside and drew out his already hard black cock.


Eleven inches of hard black cock throbbed and jerked in front of her.


“I bet your ready for this?”


Angel nodded and Igwe reached for her pulling up her lightweight skirt, pushing her back against the dresser near the front door.


Angel reached for it and braced herself as her panties were shredded by his strong grasping pull.


The intercom buzzed.


“Hey Boss. I got this white guy at the gate, you want me to let him out?”


“Hold him a moment Chuku!”


Igwe turned back and looked at Angel, then he pushed her willing thighs apart. He was impatient and in a hurry, and he pushed his cock at her tight entrance.


Angel rested her bottom on the dresser, and spread her thighs wide. She held herself still as Igwe urged his hard lengthy cock up inside her.


Igwe grasped her rounded curvy bottom and pulled her close. He thrust with his hips enjoying the hot tightness of her pussy as he thrust into it. He could feel the tight rings of inner muscled grasping his cock as flexed his hips and thrust deeper.


Finally his heavy balls slapped against her as the full length of his eleven inches bottomed inside her.


“Chuku.”


“Yes Boss,” his bodyguard replied.


“Tell him to come back at 9.30pm for his wife.”


Chuku chuckled on the other end of the intercom.


Igwe savoured the warm round white bottom in his hands as he began to work his cock.




Chapter 7



﻿
Mark Scott sat on the edge of the bed in a strange morose mood. His wife Angel was sitting at her dressing table in only brassiere and panties as she stared into the mirror and brushed up her eyelids. Angel was very beautiful, and need little make up, but like most women she could always find some fault or concern that needed addressing. Mark eyed the smooth expanse of her flawless bare back then give a little shudder as he realised she would be lying on that back later that evening, but not with him.


Angel eyed her husband sitting on the bed. She would not allow him to ruin her evening. The whole situation was on tenterhooks, and her emotions were confused. She was going out tonight for the first time in public with Igwe, her lover, a dinner date at a restaurant in town.


Mark watched as Angel seemed to finish at the dressing table, She walked in front of the wardrobe mirror, and stood in front of it changing her position several times. Mark swallowed at the sight of his wife’s barely clad curves. She was wearing a pink satiny combination that was edged with white lace. It was loose fitting and did little to support, or constrain. He could not imagine the lust such lingerie would instil in the older African who was it seems her lover. He swallowed to control the lump in his throat. His wife was dressing deliberately to stir up the lust of another man, an older black man.


Angel strode from the wardrobe mirror to the bathroom. In the soft glow from the candles her body seemed to glow. His eyes were drawn to her shapely tanned thighs as she stepped across the room. Her thighs were succulent and strong, and the slight muscles shivered underneath. He found his eyes drawn to the length of soft, sleek thigh.


‘An African will run his hand up along that satiny skin later tonight. Will savour their warmth as his hand explores Angel’s inner softness.’ He shuddered, confused and aroused at the thought.


“Just how old is this Igwe Orizu?”


“He’s forty five years old.”


“Forty five! That makes him eleven years older than you!”


“I don’t see that it makes a difference. You are six years older than me. He has his own business, indeed several businesses. His villa is luxurious, and he even has his own personal jet.”


“I see, you meet a rich man, and off you trot.”


“Mark, I know this must be difficult and confusing for you. If you want me to move out I quite understand, and I will move out tomorrow.”


Mark’s emotions were in turmoil, and he turned to look at Angel. She was beautiful; an inner radiance seemed to glow around her that he had not seen in years. The soft candlelight flickered shadows of her partially dressed body. At thirty four years old she had the shape and curves of a women in her early twenties, despite bearing two children.


How could he want such perfection out of his life? If only her brain matched her beauty! She was often confused and irrational, but it was impossible to look and not want! He loved her, and the fact that she was going to let another man do as he wished with her later, did not distract his love. Indeed a darkness inside him writhed its own coils of lust at the thought of his lovely wife being tipped on her back by that bull of an African she had taken as a lover.


That was the overwhelming impression that Igwe Orizu had left on Mark Scott as he had stumbled on his wife kneeling submissively before the rutting African. A bull of a man, with strong arms, and a powerful broad chest, as he held Angel in position in front of him and thrust into her. The sight of that long back clock slithering out of Angel had rooted Mark to the spot in shock. His wife had complained his cock was too big for her, but Igwe Orizu sported a true monster of a cock, as though he was the epitome of all white men’s fears and paranoia.


Angel had just knelt there, her eyes glazed with lust as Igwe had ploughed his thick eleven inches in and out of her and tonight, in all probability, he was going to thrust it up Mark’s wife again! His cock stirred even as the bitterness rose.


“What do you think? Should I wear this red dress tonight, or do you think it is too pretentious? It’s years since I’ve dressed for a first date. I could wear this blue dress; it is far simpler, but I want I don’t want him to think I am dressing down for him?”


Mark looked at his wife in disbelief. ‘Is she really asking my advice on what to wear for a date with another man?’ His emotions roiled and churned over and he snapped back at her.


“Why don’t you wear that long white skirt, with the blue flowers, and the split in the middle! It will make it easy for him to slip his hands inside and fondle you!”


Angel stared at Mark without saying a word.


He stood and stalked out of the bedroom.





It was nearly half an hour later before Angel reappeared. Mark’s heart skipped a beat when he saw she was wearing the white split skirt, with the flowering blue flowers. His own heart was racing as fought to control his emotions. Was his wife wearing that skirt to provoke him, or could she have taken him seriously?


Angel glanced over at Mark. “I was serious about moving out if you want me to?”


“I don’t want you to move out. Angel I love you!” Angel nodded her in head as though thinking then looked over to her husband.


“Then you will just have to accept there will be more nights like this,” she glanced again at Mark. “I really don’t mind if you play with yourself while I am out.”


Mark clenched his fists, and held them tightly by his side. Angel had noticed that his cock was straining his trousers. Whatever the confusion in his heart, his cock was at full erection; at the knowledge his lovely wife was going to be ravished by a big cocked African.


A horn peeped outside. Angel opened the door and stepped outside. Mark walked over to the drinks cabinet and reached for the brandy bottle and a glass. He stared at the two, and then he put them back. He was not going to resort to drink.


Tea, that was what he needed a good strong mug of tea! He headed for the kitchen.


Later, as the warm glow settled into his stomach, he stood looking out through the patio windows at the African night. The moon was up, and the stars were bright. He was restless in the villa and needed to walk outside and blow away the cobwebs that were ensnaring his thoughts. He returned to the kitchen and placed the mug by the sink, before opening the outside kitchen door. The two dogs came bounding up eager to see him, and he fondled their ears and rubbed their fur. At least the dogs were consistent in their affections, but why were they still locked in the compound outside the kitchen?


He opened the compound gate, not allowing the dogs to run free, until he had checked the villa gates. He closed the compound gate before walking around to the front of the building, and stopped dead in his tracks. There was a Lamborghini car parked in the drive!


His mind switched between the marvel of the car, and whose it was? There was a man in the car in the driver’s seat who seemed to be sitting motionless. Mark was on his guard now, he had no gun as many white people had. He stepped to one side into the greater darkness of the open garage. If he moved a bit further he might get a better view, before he decided what to do.


He took a step behind one of the concrete pillars of the garage then looked around the far side of it. His stomach lurched again and his heart pounded as he saw movement in front of the black man sitting in the car. He recognised him now. It was Igwe Orizu, his wife’s lover. Partly hidden by the car’s body, and the steering wheel, he could just see the steady rise and fall of what could only be his wife’s pretty head crouched over the loins of the African.


His stomach felt as though a hurricane was running wild through it. There just a few feet from him his wife was pleasuring her lover with her mouth. The stars in the sky seemed to swoop down and spin violently around in vortex. He leaned against the concrete pillar for support and struggled to contain and suppress the nearly swift swirl of strong currents surging through him.


He could only too easily imagine the pleasure the African was receiving from Angel’s softly sucking mouth. It was not very often that Angel had been prepared to suck Mark’s cock, however much she had delighted in clasping his head between her strong thighs! Nevertheless he was remembering the last time she had done this deed, and could only too well imagine the delight her soft mouth and nimble tongue would be giving to Igwe.


He thought of her sweet lips sliding down and clasping around the black hardness of the African’s cock, he marvelled that she could accept the thickness that he had seen the other night. He shivered at the thought of her tongue sliding and licking and pleasuring that African’s lust hardened manhood, as Angel’s pretty white face bobbed in his lap.


The African’s hand came up and Mark watched his grip the steering wheel hard. Then Angel’s head popped up sharply striking the back of his arms holding the wheel. Igwe released one hand and placed it lightly on the back of her head.


“Don’t you go spilling any on this suit you hot lovely cocksucker!”


Mark heard the words spill through the open window, and froze in a confused emotional anguish of shock and arousal.


He saw Igwe push her head lightly back down meeting little resistance as her tongue licked up his spunk. Angel was learning fast how to please him, but lacked many of the cock sucking skills of much younger women. Igwe switched on the car, and put it into gear. He carefully controlled the engines impulsive demand for power, as it surged through the gates into the empty dark street.


It had not been Angel’s developing lingual skills that had set him off so much as the sight of her husband hiding in the garage watching. A white man doing nothing as his lovely wife sucked off his black cock, that had really got him going!


Mark watched the car ease through the gates, then he heard the roar as it surged down the street. Gathering himself together he headed back into the villa. He couldn’t bear it any further. It was just too much. Inside the house he took out his straining cock, and clasped it firmly. He had to relieve himself. The image of his wife’s luscious mouth receiving a jetting surge of hot salty African sperm was just too much, and he cursed as his cock jerked and spasmed and his seed spattered over the tiled floor of the kitchen.


In the garden Kaifus threw his cigarette butt to the ground and crushed it under the heel of his boot. So the white madam had an African lover at last, it did not surprise him. In his experience working for white expatriate workers the wife had usually taken a lover within three months of arriving. He had wondered about Angel’s churchgoing, organisation and self-control. Was that why it had taken her six months to succumb? Even the white women working at the British Embassy in his younger days had been hungry to experience black cock.


Kaifus closed and locked the gates, then headed over to release the dogs to guard the villa grounds. There were good dogs. Kaifus own cock stirred at the thought of the young daughter of the household. She was much more to Kaifus’ taste, and his sixty year old black cock stirred as he thought of Amanda Scott. The nubile daughter of his employers would be a tasty treat. He wondered if he mother’s infidelity would give him an opportunity. He grinned into the darkness.





Angel wondered at the sensory overload on her tongue. The meal had been superb. Igwe had taken her to a delightful restaurant in the wealthy suburb of Borrowdale. They had sat outside enjoying the African night, with a canopy overhead. The service had been of the same high quality as the food, and as they waited for desert Angel shivered in sexual anticipation. They were sitting at ninety degrees to each other and his hand was high under her skirt. Between her legs his strong black fingers circled and stroked the satiny inner white softness of her thigh.


She had forgotten the other restaurant guests. When they arrived she had suffered acute anxiety when she realised they were all white! Hardly surprising bearing in mind the upmarket nature of the restaurant, it had not entered her consciousness when she had gone out to eat with Mark that nearly everyone in the restaurants were white. Entering a restaurant with an African man had turned all heads her way! She had seen this before at the Sheraton as guests attending a Zanu-PF dinner came trooping in with pretty white escorts. Black men of forty to sixty plus years old with pretty white women from seventeen to twenty five years old on their arm.


She had flushed pink as Igwe escorted her to the table with his arm around her waist past staring white couples. His grin had been wide as he led her to the waiting reserved table. His eyes had swept from watching white couple to watching white couple assessing the reactions. He wondered how many of the women present already had African lovers. Then he had caressed Angel’s curvy full bottom as she turned to sit.


The meal itself had been enlightening for Angel. She had known Igwe was intelligent, articulate and knowledgeable on philosophy and finer points of ethics. Those conversations at the philosophy circle had revealed little about their host. Tonight she learned more about his background. That he had fought in the guerrilla war as a commander against the Smith regime had come as a surprise. Angel knew little of such matters. They had not entered her narrow world in England.


She had been very impressed to learn of the firms he owned. One of these was an employment agency with links to agencies throughout the world. Two were consultancies that bid for government contracts in some vague way or another. A fourth was a construction company that he had explained was one of the largest in Zimbabwe. Another of his companies exported diamonds, though where he obtained diamonds in Zimbabwe she had no idea. The last surprise was that he owned three casino hotels, two at Victoria Falls and a third somewhere in the east of the country.


It had surprised her that this man had the same driving forceful personality as her father, though her father would have been apoplectic if he had known where the African had his hand at that moment. With that thought in mind she opened her legs a bit wider.


The Lamborghini he had picked her up in had been another wild surprise. She had never been in such a super car before. When after they left their villa a second Lamborghini had pulled in behind and followed. The casual way that Igwe explained that he needed his bodyguards to be able to keep up with him had shaken her to the core.


A man so wealthy he could buy a Lamborghini for his bodyguards! Wow! She had entered into a very different world. She looked at Igwe with wide adoring eyes. Igwe liked it when white women looked at him in that wide eyed look, and savoured the softness of her thigh under his hand.


The dessert was soon over, and Igwe was holding her chair back for her in a way that her husband had forgotten to do over the years. She smiled at him as he led her from the restaurant. The smile froze for a moment when his hand slid over and cupped her bottom in front of all the restaurant guests. She was not used to being touched and fondled in public and nudged Igwe with her elbow to discourage him.


Igwe was not to be discouraged. Fondling a white woman’s bottom in public was his way of marking his turf! He slapped and fondled her round bottom and a squealing embarrassed Angel leaped in response to his playfulness.


Her stomach dropped as she realised Peter and Kathy Fletcher were two of the watching diners. Peter was of the engineers that worked with Mark, it could be so embarrassing for Mark for one of his work colleagues to see Angel out on a date with an African. Kathy had a strange grin on her face when she saw that Angel had recognised her.


Angel pushed aside such thoughts as her pussy started to leak in response to the way her bottom was being fondled and slapped. Outside the restaurant Igwe’s bodyguard already had the car door open for her and Angel slipped free of Igwe’s wandering hands and climbed into the car. Soon enough she would be naked in his bed, and her nipples thickened and her heart started to beat faster.


The car seemed to fly through the dark tree lined avenues of Harare. Igwe scared Angel when he drove straight past the odd red lights. There were few other vehicles on the road, but Angel’s own reticence still had a hold on her. She just wished he would concentrate on his driving and not getting his hand back inside her skirt. Her husband may have been sarcastic in suggesting the split skirt but Igwe had been delighted with it!


In no time at all they arrived at his villa, where the gates had been opened in advance. Now they closed behind them, there would be no more instances of her husband interrupting them! Angel clenched her loins to hold in the flood of arousal threatening to erupt and stain the car seats. Once inside she was going to let this man have his way with her and she could barely constrain her sexual excitement.


The car drew to a halt and an African and the doors of the Lamborghini rose open to let her out, she swung her legs to one side and she rose to her feet. Her knees felt a little weak and she just wanted to get into Igwe’s bed, and lie back. He would do the rest, in a very vigorous manner. She reached out a hand to steady herself against the car. Then Igwe was in front of her and swept her up in his arms and literally ran up the steps of his villa with her in his arms.


Angel giggled in delight. The man was in as much as a hurry as she was to get into bed! The realisation that he was probably already hard with lust for her, as he held her in his arms sent another hot pulse radiating out from her loins. Oh God! Tonight she did not want to be made love to. She just wanted to be fucked!


Igwe dropped her to her feet in his bedroom, and then she felt his teeth nibble on the soft skin of her neck. Her heart was going too fast as she leaned back into his strength. His hands came up from behind to cup her breasts, fondling and squeezing delightfully. She moaned in heat as eager fingers started stripping away her clothes. This man made her feel so weak and helpless as he stroked each newly exposed surface of bare white skin with his hungry black hands.


“Oh, yes, lick me,” she breathed as his tongue licked greedily along her slender neck; she threw her head to one side baring her neck to his tongue and teeth. At this point if he had sprouted fangs her only response would have been to sigh her acquiescence.


Then her top dropped to the floor and his hands slipped easily underneath the loose brassiere to grasp the mounds of her excited breasts firmly. Her nipples strained against the palms of his hands as he toyed and played with her breasts in a manner that left her breathless. She looked down and saw the dark hands on the whiteness of her firm white orbs. The contrast excited her even further. It was so supremely wicked to allow this black man to have his way with her!


Then his hands were pushing down her skirt over her round hips and it slithered to the floor. She yelped with surprise and discomfort as strong hands simply pulled and strained at her French knickers, then they seemed to shred apart and another shiver went through her at the strength that would have been needed to shred even the light elastic.


The she turned in Igwe’s arms, stood on her toes and reached to kiss him, shivering as his hands slid over and clasped her now naked bottom. Her mouth hungrily sought his. Her tongue darting in to find his tongue and excite him further, she could feel the hardness of his cock pressing into her. Then a fevered heat seamed to grip and she hurried to get his clothes off and to find and expose that hot thick length of magnificent black cock.


Igwe grinned as he felt the sexual lust driving higher the excitement of the woman in front of him. He squeezed the delightful warm round cheeks of her bottom, gripping, squeezing, and caressing alternately stoking of the furnace of her lust. He grinned to himself. In his experience there was little to compare with the eager heat of married white women rediscovering sex after years of marriage after a black cock plumbed their femininity. He loved the shyness, and wary excitement of young girls realising they were indeed about to lose their virginity, but the sheer heat and desire of experienced white wives was something that could only be truly relished here in Africa where the men were truly in control.


As soft hands grasped and squeezed his exposed cock, he pulled Angel back to her feet lifted her squealing into the air before throwing her back on to his bed. The breath whooshed out of Angel as she hit the bed, and she sprawled naked in front of the African. She looked up, and when she saw the hungry lust displayed so openly on the African face as his eyes devoured her luscious curves, she felt a hot surge in her loins. As he climbed onto the bed his cock came into view, long thick, hard and so black.


Angel’s heart and pussy seemed the beat in unison as he rose above her, and her lovely thighs flopped apart in surrender and sheer horny desire. As Igwe dropped down on top of her, Angel’s legs opened wide and she humped up to find his cock. In one smooth easy motion his cock found her womanhood and slipped through the tight wet opening. Igwe thrust and Angel gasped in delight as his hot manhood sank deeply into her. Her hands grasped him tightly, and sighed with relief and satisfaction as her womanhood was stuffed full of cock by the man she loved.





Afterwards Igwe lay quietly with the warm soft white woman in his arms. One of her shapely white thighs was sprawled across his own dark legs as she snuggled up to him. A full white breast pressed into him and his hand caressed her back, before dropping down to fondle and squeeze the full round curves of her derriere. One of Angel’s hands was playing with his slick wet cock and she was clearly delighted that he was hard again.


Her soft lips were nuzzling one of his nipples as her eyes watched the hard cock and she wondered when he would mount her again. Igwe enjoyed the feel of her hot tongue licking at the hard nub on his chest. It was about time he sampled the pleasure that lay sheltered between the cheeks of her bottom. He suspected she would be very hot and tight indeed in her back passage.


Igwe raised himself on one elbow and Angel raised her head from the hard nipple that she was teasing with her tongue. Her eyes were cloudy and she reached up searching for his lips.


“Roll over honey, I want to fondle that magnificent round bottom of yours.”


Angel sighed in happy acquiescence. She loved to have her bottom stroked and fondled by his strong hands. Her pussy leaked her juices mingled with his thick sperm. As Igwe rose behind her she flexed and arched her bottom into his caressing hands. Igwe ran his hands over the full curves. Her cheeks were warm and round and he enjoyed their fullness. With casual care he pulled this cheeks apart and looked down at the pink star of wrinkled flesh within. It looked untouched, with little evidence of regular use. The leaking fluids from her pussy had coated the opening but he knew that such juices would not have provided any real lubrication within the tight interior.


“Do you enjoy the feel of a cock up your bottom?”


“What?” Her reaction was slow as through her dreamy satisfied horniness his question penetrated slowly.


“Do you like cock up your bottom?”


Her reaction was much sharper this time as he she pushed up and turned to look at him.


“I don’t do that!”


He could see the alarm in her eyes, and he shifted his legs to ensure he would be able to use his weight to hold Angel’s firm lovely legs apart. His hands caressed the soft warm orbs, but that did not distract Angel.


“I mean it. What you said was sodomy and its wrong! It’s evil.”


Igwe grinned as hands squeezed and massaged the delightfully round orbs. The very essence of a woman was in the curves and shapeliness of her bottom he mused. They never really understood their role in life until they accepted sodomy, and fully appreciated that their role was to provide men with pleasure.


“But you let your husband do it, didn’t you? Just to see what it is like?”


“No! I have never done it!”


Igwe paused for a moment. He looked at Angel’s alarmed and concerned face.


“Are you serious?”


“Of course, I’m serious. It’s unnatural, and against the teaching of the church.”


The last comment was made as though that was the final say on the matter. Igwe looked down at the full round orbs, and his hands pulled the soft cheeks apart, exposing the tight wrinkled rose. He had not for one minute considered that she might still be a virgin back here.


“Are you seriously saying you are still a virgin in your bottom?”


Angel’s eyes shot wide open and she raised her head sharply as the implications sank in. If Igwe was thinking of her back passage as a virgin opening then she knew enough about him to know how determined he would be to take that virginity.


“I don’t do sodomy Igwe, and that is final.”


“You gave your husband two of your virginities, your mouth and your pussy! If you truly loved me, you would give me your remaining virginity!”


“No, I said NO!”


Igwe leaned forward running his hands up over her smooth white back. He paused for a moment to probe her shoulders and Angel pressed back into those strong hands relieved that he seemed to have abandoned her bottom. His hands stroked the slenderness of her neck, before reaching for the hands she was resting her head on again. He raised both her hands above her head before using on his own hands to firmly hold them in place. Then he shifted his weight behind her.


Alarm rose in Angela as she felt Igwe’s manhood drop into the groove of her bottom. Its hot thick length throbbed hotly against her. She pushed up, but Igwe held her hands firmly down against the bed. She tried to close her legs, but his strong legs had them firmly apart.


“Igwe, please, don’t do this. It’s wrong!”


Igwe slid the length of his black manhood backwards and forwards between the soft white cheeks. Its heavy weight slid her cheeks apart and Angels wriggles served only to allow it slide deeper into her cleft.


“Igwe I won’t allow you to do this!”


Igwe grinned, he never liked it when people said he could not do something that he wanted to do. In Africa when a white person tried to tell a black person what they could or could not do, it was not well received. Those days were over. He raised his hips and pulled them back. His cock slid down the groove of Angel’s cheeks and it came to rest in the dimple between them.


“NO! NO! Please No!” Angel begged.


Igwe was not a cruel man by nature, but having a white woman beg was a unique and enjoyable experience. He could feel the woman’s genuine fear as she trembled in his firm grasp. She was a fool for denying herself the pleasure of sodomy, and her husband’s weakness was demonstrated by the fact that she remained a virgin in this opening.


Igwe was not weak, and he leaned forward putting pressure on the tight opening. Angel’s keening wail filled the room; it turned into a shriek as his bulbous head of his cock popped her anal cherry. The strong muscle of her tight back entrance grasped his cock, and Igwe had to put more weight and pressure to drive his cock deeper. Angel screamed as pain erupted and overwhelmed her fundament.


She couldn’t believe he had done it. She had told him No! The pain seemed to spread in hot penetrating waves. She grasped his cock to try and push it back out, but it only hurt more! She cried, and tears ran down her cheeks. She had never really experienced pain before and was totally unprepared for what she was feeling in her backside.


“Take it out!” she yelled, but the black bastard behind her ignored her. In panic she shifted her hips side to side in the hope of dislodging the thick cock she was convinced was tearing her rectal sheath to shreds. Then she shifted her hips sharply forwards to try and jerk free. Above her Igwe relaxed and let her jerk and shake herself about. He knew it would have only one result, and waited patiently swaying and bobbing in response. The sheath was clamped around his cock, and he was enjoying its tight grasp.


Angel stopped her wriggling when she realised the only effect was for the cock to work deeper into her bottom.


“Igwe, please, I’m begging you, please take it out. You are hurting me!”


Igwe responded by pushing another inch into her. Angel felt that extra inch keenly. He was going to burst her insides! Eleven inches! Eleven thick inches being pushed into her bottom! She would die! She wailed and sobbed her agony and despair.


Igwe hovered above her, flexing and relaxing his cock inside the hot tightness of her bottom. He was in no rush. He had done this many times. It was only a matter of time before the muscle guarding her rear entrance started to relax and accommodate his girth, then he would begin to get her excited; even if it was against her will and inclination.


He could feel Angel tremble beneath him. He dipped his head and took the lobe of one delicate ear between his lips and nibbled it softly. Her hands struggled against his grip and she again tried to pull herself away from his cock, but she had not learned to relax her anal muscles and drew Osagyefu’s cock with her. Angel bit her lip at the failure to pull herself free from the thickness invading her fundament. The pain was not so intense, but it radiated and pulsed in her backside.


She wondered at her predicament, forcefully held down while a man forced his cock in. She struggled in Igwe’s grasp and wondered at her inability to weaken his grip. She knew he was strong but had never expected his strength to be used against her. Men did not do this to her! She wanted to beg Igwe to stop, but knew he would not. She shivered. Anally raped by a black man! Her stomach tightened and she trembled. His strong legs easily and firmly held her legs apart. She tested the strength of her own legs and sought to push him away. His weight was heavy and solid, and she barely moved him.


Helpless!


She was totally helpless!


And being buggered!


This is what it was liked to be raped!


A tendril of excitement sparked deep inside her.


The emotions and fears that seemed to be grounded in her stomach rolled and churned. Inexplicably the tendrils of illicit excitement swirled, expanded and rolled through her loins. Angel suddenly found herself getting sexually excited.


Igwe sensed the stirring in the woman below him. He slowly and gradually pulled back. His cock slipped slowly out through the tight sphincter and he enjoyed the clasping tightness. Angel let her breath out and relaxed, which was just what Igwe was waiting for and he humped forward. Angel yelled her shock and her hands gripped the sheets as the thick length worked deeper.


“Ooohh… it hurts… ” she whimpered into the pillow. Though in truth it had not hurt so badly, and the swirling tide of excitement had returned to her loins as a deep, wicked thrill rode through her as she thought of herself being raped by a black brute of a man. She had come to realise that behind Igwe’s smart suits, and charming chat, he was nothing more than an animal that had picked up some sophistications since he had abandoned the war in the Rhodesian bush.


Igwe enjoyed the way Angel’s muscles had sought to clamp down on his inrushing cock. Now he pulled back out again, and that tight muscular ring dragged along the length of his cock giving him incredible pleasure. Angel struggled to deny the reality that the cock was giving her pleasure as it slid out. This was sodomy! It was wrong! It was evil. She shivered as she felt a particularly thick vein on Igwe’s cock pulse and throb against her rectal sheath. Oh God! Please don’t let it feel good! She squirmed beneath him, and pulled at his hands again, though not very seriously this time. When Igwe leaned forward and his cock pushed back in again, it met less resistance and slid deeper.


“Mmmh… Oh don’t…” she sighed.


Igwe grinned at her surrender and pulled back. This time as his cock withdrew the clinging sheath seemed to caress his cock rather than squeeze it. His grin widened as he increased his weight on her and firmly pushed his cock deeper. He watched her tense, and tremble before dipping his head licking his tongue along her slender neck. He held steady for a moment. Instead of withdrawing he pushed deeper again.


Angel bucked. “I’m going to burst!” she moaned into the pillow.


Igwe ignored her protests, he could feel her surrender as he pulled his cock back, hearing Angel whimper as it slid out, before he pushed back in again. Angel trembled beneath him and he enjoyed the quivering of her soft body against him. He pulled back and it was much easier now, her sheath not resisting or protesting, as thrust back in.


Igwe’s cock felt like a hot iron bar as it thrust and withdrew repeatedly in her bottom.


As it withdrew she felt as though she could feel every gnarled throbbing vein pulsing with lust and desire as it slid through her rectal sheath. She shivered as a roll of unwanted sensations throbbed in her bottom. As the cock thrust more easily inside her the initial searing pain had melted away. There was still pain, and her insides strained with each surging inward thrust, but the sensation as the cock withdrew back through her passage left her confused. The feel of his cock drawing out was starting to feel nice, it was a counterpoint to her sudden fear when the thrust back in and the pressure built up. She grasped the satin sheets tighter. It can’t! It must not start to feel good!


Igwe cared not a fig for Angel’s inner torment. He cared only for the hot squeezing tightness that gripped his cock. The exquisite sensations created by the head of his cock pushing through tight rings of muscle as he thrust was matched by the way those muscles clung to his cock as he pulled back for the next thrust.


Angel’s soft rounded white bottom seemed to bounce and quiver as his hips recoiled off her soft bottom before he thrust and pounded into the now resilient opening. All physical resistance to his depraved intrusion had ended.


Angel’s own emotions were in turmoil. The hot pounding her rectal sheath was receiving was now delivering unwanted sensations of pleasure. The pain was still there. She still felt with each inward thrust of his eleven inch cock that her insides were going to burst, but the fear was receding as each painful thrust was matched by an undeniable pleasure as his gnarled cock withdrew. She found herself dreading his inward thrusts, but savouring the sensation created as his cock slid out through her clasping muscles. She felt as though she could feel each hot pumping vein circling his hot pulsing member.


She tested her ability to pull loose of Igwe’s hold on her. His grasping hands held her firmly. His powerful thighs held her down, and no amount of pushing at him could free her.


She was helpless.


A strange emotion passed through her. All her life she had learned that she needed to be in control. She had learned that women had to strive for their rights and fight at every stage to exert their own power over men. She has studied to become the best. She had worked to become the best. She had gone to church regularly and raised her children in her own image.


Now she was held in the grip of this powerful African. She was held helpless as he satisfied his lust in a depraved, forbidden way. Her stomach seemed to swirl, and her excitement was increasing. This was not how it should be, but it was how it was. A thrill shot through her.


This was wrong, depraved, against God’s laws. But she found that she liked it! It was totally alien to her nature to lie here and simply be the receptacle of a black man’s lust.


The pain was receding and the pleasure rising. Was she wrong? Was this a woman’s place? Beneath a strong powerful man who took what he wanted. Had she been wrong all her life? Was it OK to be simply a weak submissive woman responding to the power of a male? Was it what she really wanted…


Igwe grinned above her as her hips circled then pushed back at him. He laughed when her felt her muscles voluntarily squeezed and caressed his cock.


Angel looked to one side. She looked to one side and saw in one of the wardrobe mirrors the sight of Igwe, strong, big, heavy and black above her white curvy body as he thrust and rode her.


She held her breath at the erotic sight.


There was something uncontrollably exciting to being held down and taken by a man. She had never really understood that before. She had been wrong to deny this man taking his pleasure in her bottom. She would never deny him anything again.


Igwe groaned in surprised delight as Angel’s soft white bottom pushed back and ground itself against his hips. His hips jerked and his seed erupted in a hot geyser deep in her fundament. The hot surge in her bottom was unmistakeable and Angel shivered and then experienced her own deep orgasm.


It was several moments before they slid apart. The feel of Igwe’s softening cock sliding free of her bottom sent a fierce shiver though her. Igwe rolled onto his back watching angel through lowered eyes.


Angel looked across at Igwe then snuggled up close. Igwe’s strong hands enclosed her and she sighed happily. His hands stroked he gently and she preened against him. She pushed her full firm breasts against him and ran one of her hands across his chest swirling her fingers in the tight curling hair she found there. One of his hands stroked the smooth white skin of her back before rising to slide through her hair.


Angel sighed in happiness.


“You have got me excited again already.”


Angel looked down, surprised and delighted to see his eleven inches rearing skywards. Life seemed perfect at that moment. Then she felt his hands tighten in her hair.


“Pleasure me,” he demanded.


“But…” She looked down at the bobbing, hardening cock. He had just fucked her in the ass with that cock. The hand on the back of her head was pushing her head down


“But…” He was not seriously expecting her to suck and lick his cock just after it had been up her bottom… was he? His head pushed her face up close.


“But…” Her mouth opened and she submissively sucked the head of his cock into her mouth.




Chapter 8





﻿
Mark Scott pondered the table in front of him carefully.


Regiment upon regiment, rank upon rank the soldiers faced each other. The terrain had been carefully prepared. Even the fields had been marked out. Hedges and trees dotted the landscape.


He was new to the wargames club, but had been made welcome. He was also still in that testing time when the old Rhodies were unsure of him.


He had been given command of the French Cuirassiers, and the other French Cavalry. On Napoleonic battlefields the cavalry were the side show as he knew very well, easily devastated by infantry volleys, and massed artillery


He glanced across at his son Robert, who had just passed his third birthday. Robert’s eyes were wide as he scanned the table covered with carefully painted miniature soldiers. He had never seen such scenes of battle till they came to Zimbabwe.


He glanced up and saw his father watching him. He grinned and raised his small fist, in which he tightly held four dice. His dad grinned back, and nodded. The dice flew…


The other players watched in slight alarm as the three year old threw the dice across the table, and breathed with relief as they bounced across the table and somehow missed the miniature soldiers.


Mark Scott’s devotion to his family was obvious, but letting his three year old son loose with the dice made them nervous.


“Six! Six! Six! Five! Look daddy!”


They all looked. That was a good score and the Horse Artillery, one of the weakest units of the French army had delivered a hefty punch to the low morale Dutch Infantry defending the unimportant right flank of the British Army.


Rolf Hunnicut frowned as he rolled the dice for a morale check.


It failed… the Dutch infantry had broken.


Mark nodded, and glanced at the other players.


“My cavalry will charge.”


“You can’t; you have already moved them.”


This corner of the battlefield was suddenly attracting the attention of the other six players.


Mark grinned.


“Opportunity Charge.”


Rolf grimaced, and little Robert did a little jig at the other side of the table.


“Dice please?” he asked politely but anxiously.


The other players could not suppress their own grins at the young lad’s anxiety. Young as he was he knew some of the other players were wary of his dice throwing.


Marcus Volker gathered up the dice and handed them over to Robert, who grinned up with shiny eyes. He and his dad were doing well, he suspected. Why else had everyone come over to watch the events?


Mark under Robert’s eagle eyes, watched by the other players moved the French Cuirassiers forward. Rolf leaned across the table and checked the distance. He winced as he stood up.


The Dutch infantry had broken and could not react to the charge with a volley, and the Opportunity Charge had caught them.


“Six dice Robert.”


Robert grinned and grabbed up two more dice and promptly hurled them across the table. Everyone flinched at his enthusiasm and the flying dice.


Robert’s eyes flashed across the dots on the ice, and looked up at his Dad eager to know the news.


“Two fives, two sixes, and two fours. I think that means they are gone.”


Rolf growled his frustration, and with a show of gruffness removed the unit from the table.


Peter Smith stepped forward. “That collapse of that unit will require morale checks on the neighbouring units.”


Rolf give him a sour look. The units on either side had already taken damage, with one their units routing and French cavalry flanking line units he had every right to look concerned.


The players crowded around the chart.


“You will only need a three.”


“Let me check that!” Rolf snatched up the charts in a show of bravado, but in his heart he knew they were right. He grunted, and looked across at the little runt with the shiny expectant face.


“Three,” he muttered. The boyish grin at the other end of the table was infectious. Robert hurled the two dice he had prepared in advance, one for each unit.


“Three and five!”


Rolf turned and walked away muttering.


Peter and Marcus clapped Mark on the back.


“Well spotted. Good throwing Robert!”


Robert was off doing another victory jig. Paul and Stuart came forward and retreated the neighbouring units. Next turn they would be unable to fire because of their retreat and would full face a full French Cavalry charge while disrupted.


The field of Waterloo looked quite different now with French Cavalry surging through a hole in the British line.


Mark grinned and looked out of the window. Over there near a pond his daughter Amanda propped herself on an elbow as she read a book in the sunlight. She was heartbreakingly pretty and a source of great pride, along with his son Robert. Whatever else was going wrong in his life, he had every right to be pleased and delighted with his son and daughter.


At fourteen years old she was turning into a real gem. As he watched she turned and stretched. Her flowing dark hair, shimmered in the sun, and rolled across her shoulders. She sat up and her long hair draped down her back to the waist. She looked up as though sensing his gaze saw her father watching and waved.


Mark waved back. He was blessed with such a daughter. The school in which the wargames club met was on the edge of Harare, Zimbabwe. Its playing fields spread out into the countryside. Mark had checked the pond. It was too small to house a crocodile, and the short-cropped grass left no hiding place for snakes. Not that a snake was likely to be bothered or concerned with his daughter quietly reading a book.


It was also, he noticed, quite a way from any housing, and predatory African males would have a long walk in the open before reaching his daughter. Mark was sure he would notice, or one of the other players, if an African made an appearance.


White men, especially Old Rhodies, were fiercely protective of their young white women. Amanda was safe for now. He relaxed and turned back to the table. Robert grinned and rubbed his hands mischievously as he saw his father return.


Rolf grunted at the lad’s enthusiasm for his defeat, but with no ill will in it. He ruffled his hand through Robert’s hair and the boy laughed.


Mark took a deep breath and asked the question he had wanted to ask all morning.


“Do any of you know a chap called Igwe Orizu?”


Three of the other players gave him a sharp look. Marcus looked alarmed. Peter looked across reflectively. Rolf glanced across at were Robert had busied himself examining a tray of unused soldiers. He was out of hearing.


“Evil bastard!” Rolf muttered. Marcus and Peter looked sympathetically at Rolf. Peter shrugged and angled his head towards Rolf.


“Not something he likes to be reminded of.”


“Just don’t let your wife near him!” Rolf barked


Mark tried not to swallow, and not to look alarmed.


“He does have a bit of a reputation for bedding married white women.” Peter nodded towards Rolf, and shook his head, as though indicating there was a problem.


“The black bastard runs a philosophy circle over in Borrowdale. Doesn’t fool the local white community, but expatriate people don’t know any better and how many white men want to go and talk about philosophy?”


“Aye,” said Marcus, “it’s just a front for attracting bored white women into his circle.”


Rolf walked over and looked into Mark’s eyes.


“You have a pretty wife, don’t let that big cocked bastard anywhere near her!”


Mark felt a cold shiver run down his back. ‘How does Rolf know Igwe has a big cock?’


Rolf turned away and Mark looked at the others, who were nodding. If Mark did not know better he would assume he was being wound up. He looked down at the table, not wanting to give away the raw state of his nerves.


“Mind you,” Marcus added. “He never keeps a woman long, seduce them and debauch them then move on to next conquest. I’ve heard he has bedded every woman in that circle of his. He has no long term interest, just an urge to bed as many married white women as possible.”


“Just married women then?” Mark added a laugh, which did not come out quite right.


“Oh Aye,” Jock Gallagher walked over. “Married women he can send home. Single women cling like limpets and want to marry him. Some women are just gold diggers and will go black just to get a chance at his money. He generally avoids single women like the plague.”


“Is he wealthy then?” Mark asked.


“Hell, yes. Rich as Cressus! Has a luxury villa in Borrowdale, and his own private jet. Keeps a second Lamborghini just so his bodyguard can keep up.”


“Powerful too, connections at the highest level. He is pretty much untouchable.”


“No, Igwe Orizu enjoys the seduction. He will wring a woman out with every kinky act he can think of, then cast her aside for the next woman that catches his eye.”


Frank Wallingfield been listening in and now came over to add his two pennyworth. “Look I know what you are saying and most of it is right. Igwe Orizu may have a reputation for going after married women, I’ve heard that what really sets his jets burning is fourteen year old white girls. Just becoming women but lacking experience. That is what you really need to be wary of with Africans.”


Mark was reeling internally. Amanda had just turned fourteen. The thought churned his stomach and he tried not to look worried. He looked at Frank and wondered if he knew Amanda was fourteen and was winding him up?


“Oh come on Frank. You know better than that. All the Africans prefer their sexual partners young. They are only too quick to marry their own daughters off quick before they lose their virginity and can’t get married at all!”


“I’m just saying… that’s all… you all know the score with Africans.”


Marcus and Peter grunted.


“Shall we get back to the game?” Rolf called from the other side of the table.


They looked at him and he nodded towards young Robert who was walking back to the table having apparently finished his examination of the stored soldiers.


Mark was still reeling at what Frank had said. He had to concentrate to keep his hands from shaking.


Robert looked up at his Dad and wondered what was wrong.


Peter looked at Robert. “What shall we do now with your Dad’s cavalry Robert?”


Robert’s face brightened, “Charge!” and he waved dice in his tightly clenched fist. Everyone grinned and turned back to the field of Waterloo, this time likely to be won by the French.





On the other side of Harare Robert’s mother knelt naked on a bed. Her eyes were wide and locked on eleven inches of hard, throbbing, black cock. She swallowed nervously her mouth dry as Igwe ran his hand up and down his cock.


It was only a few feet away, and in normal circumstances she would have loved the sight having got over its sheer size and thickness. When she had first realised its dimensions, which was not until after Igwe had rammed it up her, she had been stunned.


She had always thought her husband’s cock was too big, but Igwe’s cock had literally opened her up to a new understanding of the term ‘big cock.’


Surprisingly it had triggered a renewed sexual hunger within her. A hunger that had taken a fresh hold after fifteen years of marriage, and at thirty-four years old she was in the prime of her womanhood.


Igwe ran his hand up and down his cock as his latest conquest knelt naked and submissive on his bed. She was a delicate morsel of English womanhood, and he loved that nervous look in her eyes. It demonstrated her concern, if not fear at what he was going to do to her next.


The fact that she dreaded what might be coming, but still knelt their submissively waiting was a huge thrill for him. He knew he was establishing a strong hold over this gorgeous white lady, and lady she was. It was a rare thing to meet to meet a woman who dressed with such style and panache.


An even greater thrill to make her squeal, beg and sweat as he pounded his cock into her tight womanhood. An English Rose who was steadily becoming hooked on his black thorn.


His glance ran over her. Kneeling on the bed that way certainly displayed her charms. She was tanned all over, which had surprised him. Her long legs led to a full round curvy bottom. Even after two children she had a slim waist.


Her lips were very nice, very nice indeed and watching her hazel eyes glaze over as she sucked and nibbled on his cock was particularly nice.


Her breasts were full and firm. As she knelt there they did not so much hang as jut from her chest. Not overly large maybe 34C but firm, with nipples that betrayed she was hot and horny. Aroused enough to wait kneeling for something she was still protesting and complaining about, but nevertheless she kneeled and waited.


He walked over to her and held his cock up high like a flagpole.


“Lick my balls honey!”


Robert’s mother, Angel Scott, leaned forward and ran her tongue over Igwe’s big black balls. Igwe grinned as the lovely woman’s hot tongue slithered wetly across his balls.


Her eyes seemed even wider up close as she stared like a mesmerised snake at his hand running up and down his cock. He reached for the Vaseline and slapped another layer of lubricant over his cock.


Angel whimpered as she watched his preparation. She didn’t like sodomy! She didn’t like it at all, but ever since she had given up her anal virginity to Igwe three days ago he seemed obsessed with buggering her.


‘Give up my virginity. It was more like rape, ‘ and that thought had excited her at the time! She was still confused, but she knew eleven inches of black cock up her back passage was going to hurt…


She watched, as Igwe seemed to slap another layer of even thicker lubricant over the fat mushroom cap that formed the end of his cock, and whimpered again.


Her tongue worked his balls in a brief effort to make him come early.


He pulled away and ran his hand in a caressing stroke over the perfection of her back as he walked down the bed.


“Please, please don’t do it that way.”


Igwe climbed on to the bed behind her.


“Please Igwe, I really don’t like it.”


He gazed down at her round curves. She had a really tight back passage, and was really going to enjoy this.


“Honey, you just have to get used to it. I just know you are going to get to love this.”


Angel whimpered when his hands grasped her hips, but she made no attempt to pull away. Even when she felt the cold of the Vaseline nudge the soft puckered entrance to her bottom.


When his hands tightened on her hips, she whimpered but held still. The thick log seemed as hard as an iron bar as it thrust through the outer anal ring. Pain flashed and throbbed in her backside, but the Vaseline had done its work and the cock was sliding deeper. She gasped and trembled and held firm. She could feel its throbbing heat, and as it pushed deeper she could feel herself being opened up, her innards pushed aside by the bar of hard male flesh.


“Sweet honey, so sweet and tight, good girl.” Angela smiled through the throbbing in her backside. It was not actually hurting now so much as throbbing. The pain had receded far quicker this time.


She could feel Igwe lean forward over her, and then the sudden deeper thrust galvanised her as more pain shot through her bottom!


“Oh. Ow!”


Igwe ignored her moans. Her back passage was delightfully tight but the Vaseline allowed him to slide forward without much resistance. He enjoyed the warm round curves and thrust forward again eager to feel her soft bottom against his hips.


“Oh God!” Angel gasped as eleven inches of a black log pushed deep into the wrong passage! She braced herself and tried to relax her anal muscles as throbbing heat and pain fused her insides.


“Please go easy!”


Igwe grinned and grasped her hips hard as finally thrust the whole of his cock up into her hot tight channel.


“You know you don’t mean that!” he whispered in her ear. He rubbed his hips against her soft white curves, before pulling back. Then he thrust in hard and fast, and felt Angel tremble and shake beneath him.


“I do, please!” Angel gasped.


Igwe leaned forward and reached below to fondle a firm, jutting breast. Angel gasped as the warm hard hand caressed her sensitive breast. Igwe had started a regular humping into her back channel. The pain was receding and the hand on her breast was driving up her arousal.


Igwe’s other hand grasped her shoulder to hold her firm and began a series of hard demanding thrusts.


“This is what you want!”


Angel’s eyes widened as the iron bar of Igwe’s cock drove deep and fast. She held her hands firm against the bed and made no attempt to pull away as her lover thrust and drove his member up into her forbidden passage.


Angel moaned and then started squeezing the cock with her anal muscles. The sensations in her bottom as the cock pulled back through squeezing muscles were thrilling. Then as he thrust back in she relaxed her muscles, and it slid in deep leaving her gasping and wondering if her stomach would burst!


“Good girl. Relax and enjoy it.” He squeezed her white round shoulder and ran his hand slowly down her back, enjoying Angel’s warm white body.


He jabbed his cock hard into her posterior enjoying the way the soft curves of her bottom shivered and shook with each thrust between them. He noted with pleasure that he no longer needed to hold Angel in position.


“Hold yourself steady Angel.”


Then he reached his free hand lower and ran it underneath her, stroking the soft curve of her stomach before delving deeper and straying a finger over her clitoris. He enjoyed the way Angela bucked at his exploring touch.


“Steady woman, hold still, and I will play with you at the same time.”


Angela struggled to contain her breathing, and braced against the bed. Her natural instinct was to collapse in a heap at the sensations overpowering her. It would be better to let his fingers play in her pussy, but the buffeting from behind was something she was struggling to cope with.


The feel of hard warm loins crushing against the curves of her bottom was very exciting, but it also coincided with Igwe’s cock punching deep into her bowels, which was very disconcerting!


When he slid out she grasped the sliding member as tightly as she could as this created the most exquisite sensations inside her. Then the vigorous thrust of hard cock rocked her forward.


“Oh my God!” she gasped, and tried to avoid being pushed forward. Igwe’s fingers circled over her clitoris, while his hand on her breast squeezed and sensations were flowing in contradictory patterns through her body in a totally confusing but exciting way.


“Oh God!… Oh God.” All attempts at thinking ended.


Igwe grinned as he knelt above the aroused white wife. Her clamping muscles were delightful, and her gasping squirming as the thrust his black cock deep up her back passage were nothing compared to the hot tightness of her nearly virginal opening.


He savoured the full round orb of her breast. It was soft, but firm and he played his palm over her already hardened nipple. Then he grasped it tightly firmly squeezed. He could feel Angel tremble beneath him in response.


She was a really lovely woman and he revelled in the opportunity to debauch this relatively innocent wife. She would not be innocent much longer, not if he and his friends had anything to do with it!


He slipped his fingers deeper into the groove between her legs, sopping wetness greeted his exploring fingers. He angled a finger and pushed it through the open lotus of her womanhood, pushed it deeper into her womanhood.


The jerking of her hips as his finger pushed in was matched by thrusts of his dark manhood inside her. Igwe’s crouching weight above Angel held her in position and he circled and thrust with his finger, while lightly running the crown of his palm over her clitoris.


Angel’s frantic whimpering moans were music to his ears as he toyed with her pleasure zones. He leaned down and his teeth sank into the soft slender white neck and bit.


Angel shivered in an uncontrollable excitement as the brute ravaged her. She locked her elbows and strained to take his weight as his hot body crushed and buffeted.


The ivory teeth on her neck set off a deep swirling whirlpool of emotion deep in her tummy, while the black bar of flesh made iron thrust and throbbed in her bowels.


His hand cupping and squeezing her breast was sending waves on heat, pain and incredible lightning like sparks flashing between her breasts and her loins while the palm of his hand was brushing her clitoris setting her vulva on fire.


Her eyes popped wide as a thick knuckle pushed through the entrance of her womanhood. Then the circling finger was pushing up deeper inside her now.


Now his teeth had released their grip and warm lips and a soft tongue were soothing the bite mark. God, what would Mark think! Thoughts of her husband evaporated as Igwe’s cock slid out and she clasped it tightly to maximise the hot pulsing delight of a cock slithering outwards.


She was quick to relax before that iron rod of black lust powered back up through her tight rear channel. Another thicker knuckle popped through the entrance to her pussy!


She bent her head closed her eyes and savoured the pleasure, a pleasure that seemed to get more exciting and intense every time she let him have her.


This was love! Her eyes glowed. Her skin seemed alive! Her heart was racing, and her stomach roiled with waves of pleasure. She was breathless with the physical effort, and she panted as each vigorous thrust pummelled her.


She felt Igwe’s black finger deep in her pussy circle and wiggle and shooting stars seemed to fill her head as she shook and shivered through an orgasm.


Igwe Orizu was not going to let up as he felt the white woman tremble and shake through an orgasm. He thrust, drove and rammed in to her hot tight posterior.


He switched the hand fondling her breast and ran his right hand back down between her legs.


“Oh God. Mercy. It’s too much.”


Behind her Igwe grinned and popped a thick finger from his right hand.


Angel’s eyes widened even further as the second finger penetrated her pussy. The cock in her ass was thick and long and the thick two fingers in her pussy were working and pushing and creating a whole new type of sensation that she had not experienced before.


“You like that don’t you?” Igwe’s hot breath was in her ear.


Angel nodded.


“Tell me, tell me you like it.”


“Yes, yes keep doing that. I love it.”


“It would feel even better if it was another cock up your pussy instead of just two fingers!”


Igwe worked his fingers hard and thrust with his black hips against her soft curvy bottom.


“But… but that couldn’t be. You only have one cock!”


She heard Igwe’s chortled laugh so close behind her head as he worked hard at her bottom.


“My friends have cocks and I will love sharing you with them!”


“No!” Angel’s cry of protest was vehement and determined. Igwe ignored her protest.


“Oh yes, honey, you would just love the feel of one cock in your pussy, and another in your ass!”


“No. Igwe I won’t do that. I love you! I won’t be handed around like some kind of doxy!”


Igwe laughed at the stupid woman beneath him that didn’t understand her own sexuality.


“You will scream with pleasure with two long fat cocks thrusting up into you.”


Angel shook her head in protest even as the fingers and cock were driving her to new heights of pleasure. The idea of her screaming with pleasure was ludicrous. She would never allow herself to lose control in such a way!


She shivered as his palm slid wetly across her clitoris, his fingers twirled and his fat eleven-inch cock throbbed, pulsed and thrust. She felt Igwe jerk, and heard his gasp. Then she felt the hot spurting of his seed. The moment pushed her over the edge and she shook with another orgasm.


Igwe hunched over her, his length buried deep inside the soft curvy wife, he was jetting his seed up another man’s wife, a white man’s wife, his cock throbbed and bobbed inside her and his sperm jetted long and deep.


He slapped Angel’s round curvy bottom, as he pulled free. He slid off the bed and walked over to his wardrobe.


“Stay there,” he commanded.


Angel turned to look at him and watched as he drew from the wardrobe a broad leather belt.


“What are you going to do with that?”


Igwe looked across at her his eyes level and calm. A calmness that frightened Angela in her aroused passionate state!


“I am going to punish you for your constant refusal to honour traditional African custom and allow me to offer you to my friends.”


“But… but… that’s not the way we do things.”


“We?”


“I mean white people. I was brought up in England, we just don’t do that sot of thing.”


“Tosh! As you English would say. I have heard of your wife swapping parties!”


His arm rose and fell, and pain erupted across Angela’s bottom. Tears started involuntarily from her eyes driven on to her cheeks by the wildfire heat and pain.


“This is Africa, not England. If I was married or had daughters I would be expected to offer them to honoured guests.”


His arm rose and fell, and another white hot flash of pain streaked outwards from the white curves of an English derriere. Angela’s eyes started as the heat and pain throbbed in her loins.


“Yet you in your stiff English pride refuse a simple pleasure that any African woman would be expected to provide.”


His arm rose and fell. A third red stripe erupted across the soft white bottom.


Angela was confused at the hot throbbing in her loins that the three blows had generated.


“My friends are waiting in anticipation of the enjoyment of your charms, and you shame me by your refusal.”


His arm rose and fell and Angela thrust her bottom back to receive the blow. The pain seemed to have lapsed into heat and passion as her pussy throbbed and started leaking juices.


His words passed her by as his arm rose and fell three more times. All she could focus on was the extremes of pain, heat, and throbbing pussy with the emotional confusion that these conflicting base feelings aroused in her.


She had stopped listening to him. She braced her arms, determined not to be broken, and thrust her bottom back up into the air after each swipe of his belt.


Igwe grinned as he watched the determined defiance. The woman was a fool for denying herself the pleasure of multiple lovers, but he could not but admire her strong will. The delight when she surrendered would be all that more sweet for the memory of this afternoon’s defiance.


Her sweet round derriere was striped red, across the soft white curves. He would mount her shortly and introduce her to the new experience of having her, by now super sensitive bottom, crushed against his demanding loins.


He felt an uncontrollable urge to feel her soft lips and hot tongue and hurled the belt to one side, stepped towards the head of the bed, and with one hand hooked her head in his grasp and pulled her mouth forward and down.


Angel absorbed the hot throbbing cock into her mouth without a second thought, and licked and sucked at the long thick member with gusto and passion. The realisation that the cock had only recently being plundering her bowels caused her only a minor hesitation.


She was just too excited to care!


She lathered it with her tongue, licking it clean and not thinking about what that might mean. She could taste only the juices of sexual congress on his cock.


The depravity of licking a cock that had recently ploughed the tight depths of her ass sent a deep thrill of forbidden wickedness through her. She would prove to this black brute that no one could please him as well as she could, and he would forget his silly ideas of offering her to his friends!


Igwe closed his eyes, savouring the exquisite please of her working tongue. Her skill was improving, but she could not compare to the exquisite nimbleness he had experienced from the enthusiastic totally uninhibited tonguing that he had experienced from much younger girls.


There was a remarkably deep and profound pleasure in watching a young girl’s shocked eyes as they were presented with his cock for the first time, the look of wonder, surprise and a little trembling fear.


He would dab a bit of cocaine under his foreskin, and the girls would not realise the cause of the languorous passion that overcame them as they tentatively sucked on their first cock.


The thought reminded him that it was time to introduce Angel to another secret vice. He kept one hand on her head as he reached across to the bedside cabinet.


“Close your eyes, my dear, I have a surprise for you.”


Angel closed hr eyes. He had called her ‘my dear’ and hot flush past through her. She was desperate for his approval and affection, and mentally purred at his words. She wondered at what the surprise might be and kept her eyes tight shut and so missed seeing Igwe rub a white powder over the mushroom cap of his circumcised cock!


Then his hands were urging her pretty face forward, and Angel greedily opened her mouth to suck again on his fabulous member. Her lust and passion blossomed as her tongue licked unknowingly at the white powder. Sparks seem to fly in her head and she found herself feeling incredibly sensitive.


A rush of pleasure and sensation overwhelmed her and she wondered at the heady dizzy pleasure that she was experiencing sucking her lover’s black cock.


Her tongue seemed to be alive, to be even more sensitive as she eagerly lapped at the edges of the round mushroom cap of his cock.


“Lick under my foreskin,” Igwe demanded.


Angel did not think twice about the order as her tongue slid between cock and foreskin. Lapping at the incredibly pungent male taste. Even more stars seemed to explode in her head as the innocent wife licked up the cocaine secreted under Igwe’s in that very private place.


Why had she not done this before she wondered as her tongue explored the stark contrast of hard throbbing cock and the remarkably soft, but surprisingly tasty soft layer of foreskin?


Igwe reached below the eagerly, and passionately sucking white wife and mother. He was not a great user of cocaine, or other drugs, unlike his friend Joseph who was not shy at all about getting white women and girls dependant on the pills and powders he offered. As far as Joseph was concerned it made them so much more malleable to the demands of his clients, who could be very demanding indeed when they had the opportunity to have their way with a pretty white female.


Nevertheless he knew how they could be used to break down a woman’s resistance as well as enhance their pleasure. He reached with both hands and with the remains of the cocaine powder he palmed and Angel’s full round breasts, concentrating on rubbing the remaining powder over her taut excited nipples.


The woman seemed to buck and shake, and he delighted in the realisation that she was having an orgasm as she sucked on him. He pulled his cock free of her mouth before she lost control of herself and damaged him with clamping teeth!


He turned her face up to him and peered at her lovely face. The eyes were glazed over and she licked her soft lips as though looking for the missing cock. He could feel her trembling as she knelt on his bed shaking in the aftermath of her passionate release.


Her hands were grasping his hips and lightly stroking him as she urged him closer, wanting to feed more on his still erect cock. Igwe laughed a deep belly laugh. She would soon be broken to his bidding.


He pushed the aroused eager woman away, and moved around to the foot of the bed, before climbing on to it. Angel’s loins seemed to fire up anew as she felt the lusting African climb onto the bed behind her. She wiggled her bottom at him in open invitation.


She really did not care which hole he used as long as he thrust his cock inside her!


Igwe settled on the bed behind her. Her soft buttocks were bruised, and the weal’s left by the thrashing were still prominent. This sex hungry wife was going to learn how pain and pleasure could be combined, and he brought his hand down on a slap on that rounded, bruised bottom.


Angel yelped in pain, and started forward. Igwe hooked his hand around her


hips and hauled her back. His cock had an unerring instinct for finding a woman’s entrance and was soon nudging her entrance.


As soon as Angel felt the African cock nosing up to her womanhood, she stopped pulling away and wriggled back on to its thick hard length. Igwe grasped her hips and pulled her firmly backwards. Angel sighed in relief as his cock slid home inside her.


Igwe enjoyed the feel of her soft warm hips in his hands, as his cock slid deep. He leaned forward crushing her rounded curves with his loins. She started forward as his loins brushed against her bruised bottom and flashes of pain erupted across her tender skin.


The pain was not so acute, and seemed in a strange way to synergise with the heat in her loins to drive her passion higher, which totally confused her.


A strange lassitude seemed to have overcome her, and as Igwe started his vigorous brutal pummelling of her pussy she sunk to her elbows and pushed back at him.


Igwe leaned over her pressing down with his hips, and taking his weight on his hands so he could thrust harder, faster and deeper into the proffered hips of the now totally submissive woman beneath him.


He ground his hips across the exquisite softness, not caring about the super sensitive weals. Angel squirmed and shivered as the grinding loins set her bottom on fire. The fiery sensation was only making her feel hotter somehow she seemed so much more sensitive than usual!


Igwe revelled in the hot, slithering wetness of her tight channel. He thoroughly enjoyed ravishing attractive white women and Angel, despite being older than his normal preference, was all curves and sweet womanhood. Her breasts were firm and upstanding in a way that many younger women would be envious of, and he reached beneath her to again take one of her orbs in his hands.


Angel had stopped thinking. She was a shaking mass of quivering flesh. Her pussy grasped and milked every inch of Igwe’s eleven inches and the sensations were overwhelming. His heavy weight crushed her sore bottom, but she found herself pushing her bottom back at him to enhance the confusing but erotic mix of pain and pleasure.


When his hand cupped her breast and started fondling and teasing her nipple, it was all too much and she bucked in a frantic shaking orgasm. Throughout it all Igwe kept thrusting and pounding inside her and she found her orgasm would not subside, but just seemed to go rolling on an on.


Her head was spinning, and she knew she had lost control of herself, but it all seemed so far away, as behind the big black male totally overpowered her. She lay beneath him and tried to keep a grasp of reality as sensations rolled over her in increasingly intense waves. She found herself shaking in yet another unbelievable orgasm as Igwe’s cock throbbed and quivered in her grasping greedy hungry channel.


Above Igwe struggled to maintain control as the delicious woman beneath him squirmed, shivered and shook. The cocaine was making its presence felt he was sure, as the woman seemed totally out of control of herself. Her excited pussy was far more aggressively clutching at his hard length. She was far more relaxed about the depths his cock was reaching.


He could almost feel her womb clutching at the head of his cock as he thrust deep. Her nipple was so hard it was poking a hole in his palm! He stopped holding his weight off the woman and grasped her around the waist as he began an even more vigorous rapid jabbing motion.


The sudden eruption of hot seed that almost seemed to shoot direct into her womb was just one sensation too much for Angel and she fainted from the acute intense burst of pleasure.





“Daddy can we have some ice cream? Please Daddy please!” Robert’s wheedling voice pervaded the car.


It was hot in the late afternoon. Harare’s leafy avenues give shade, but little real protection from the heat. Mark gave a mock sigh. His son Robert may only be three years old but he was a sharp little cookie. He had recognised they were close to the Avondale Ice Cream Parlour. The same parlour that sported a climbing frame to entice parents with kids, knowing the climbing frame would give the parents some peace and quiet.


“Oh Daddy please! We have to celebrate you winning at Waterloo.”


Mark glanced across at Amanda, who was sitting quietly trying to keep her face straight. He winked at her and a grin surfaced on her pretty face.


“Well I don’t know Robert. Mum will be expecting us home!”


“No she won’t! She will be out again!” Robert paused for a moment. Mark could see that a thought had come to him.


“Daddy, you will save a lot of money if we go to the Ice Cream Parlour without mummy!”


Mark laughed, glancing again at Amanda, who was hiding her smile behind a hand. Sharp cookie indeed, the little brat!


“Well there is that I suppose, but will you go to bed at eight o’clock without a fuss?”


“Oh yes Dad I promise.”


Mark was watching in the mirror, amused at the sudden seriousness on his son’s face.


“Promises are promises mind!” Robert’s face looked troubled for a minute.


“I did promise Dad.” Mark turned away from the mirror with a smile on his face.


Just as that moment three women erupted on the pavement, or perhaps as he looked closer it was a mother and two daughters. They were all blonde, and all were attractive in a variety of ways his concentration on his driving wavered.


The older woman was well rounded and shapely, but not overweight. The two younger girls were teenagers and the younger looked a regular scamp. He shook his head as he realised that without even knowing the girl, one sight of her and he had categorised her as having a sensual nature.


The older daughter, and he was sure they were mother and daughter now, seemed more sedate, confident, poised, though his eyes focused on her full breasts. She looked about fifteen, or sixteen years old, but had a very noticeable pert, full bust.


He glanced at the building they had just come out of, which seemed to have a large walled compound. The name was small, set back above the entrance, ‘Harare Women’s Club, ‘ and dismissed it as another cliquey club for Rhodie women.


He drove on past the cinema then turned into the car park at the Avondale shops.


“Can I go and play Daddy.”


“Yes of course. Can you keep an eye on him Amanda?”


“Yes Dad.”


Mark joined the queue to order some ice cream. They would all have sundaes. He looked around as they waited. His glance passed over an attractive, vibrant looking white woman with dirty blonde relatively short hair, then his gaze flipped back as he noticed the senior army officer sitting with her was casually resting his hand on a bare shapely thigh.


He quickly looked away not wanting to be obvious, but the sight of such open inter-racial activity in broad daylight sent a thrill through him, particularly at the thought of that black bull of a man ravishing the attractive white woman later in the day.


The queue shortened and Mark made his order. The shops were bustling with people, with mainly African people, with a larger sprinkling of white people in this older traditionally white northern suburb.


“Oh!”


The soft gasp came as Mark picked up the ice cream sundaes. With a father’s natural instinct he knew it was Amanda’s soft voice. His eyes swung to the children’s area. There were not many people in the open air seating area. Standing behind Amanda was a tall African, and his hand was openly stroking between her legs from behind!


Amanda had stood near some railings to watch Robert play and the African had seen the opportunity. He had stepped behind her so she could not move away then dipped his hand to softly stroke her vulva.


“Oi! Enough!” Mark called out his hands full of ice cream sundaes as he headed towards his daughter. The African looked around a casual grin on his face as he assessed the approaching white man. His fingers remained pressing and fondling the young girl’s pussy.


Mark deposited the sundaes on an empty table, and headed for the African, who now stepped away from Amanda. Even as he did so, his hand slid away in a last caress, with a thick black finger sliding up the crease of Amanda’s bottom.


Mark stood up to the African, his fists clenched, but controlling his temper. It would not do to hit out. This was an African country not a modern western country. The African raised his hands and stepped back with that typical cheery grin Africans were so quick and ready.


He spoke to Mark, but Mark did not understand the Shona dialect. His meaning was clear as he backed further away. This was a just another opportunistic happy go lucky African who had seized his chance.


Mark turned away, there was no point extending the confrontation. He had the kids to worry about.


“Are you OK Amanda?”


“Yes Dad, I’m fine.” Her father’s concern for her was deep and heart felt, though she did like him making a fuss. Her thoughts were not on her father, however, but on the exciting strange sensations the African had so casually generated with his fingers.


“Robert! Come and have your ice cream.” Mark watched and smiled at his son’s pretended deafness, as he scrambled to the top of one of the frames. “Your ice cream is melting.”


Robert paused for a moment. Ice cream melted fast in the heat of Harare, a fact Robert had leaned to his cost. He dived down a chute and headed with a grin on his face for the table his sister and father were heading for the glistening white of the ice cream.


Mark swung an arm around Amanda and give her hug before urging her towards the waiting ice creams. He looked up, and with a sudden fear saw the way the African colonel was looking at Amanda. She had attracted his notice. If there was one thing he had learned living in Zimbabwe it was not a good idea to let young and pretty girls like Amanda to come to the attention of powerful and influential Africans.


Fortunately the African’s attention was broken by the bustling lively presence of the three pretty white females he had seen on the pavement when driving here. They burst through the gate into the ice cream parlour like a tidal wave of exuberant femininity.


“Hi Mel!” called the woman he had assumed to be the mother. “Hi Moshe!


We saw you and decided to join you.”


“Hi Marigold!”


Mel stood and hugged the lady then gave the two teenage girls a quick hug. The African colonel had also stood; his hugs were longer and lingering. Mark had sat with his back to the couple, strategically sitting between the colonel and his view of Amanda.


“Are these the lucky girls who have been so newly initiated into the club?”


“Oh yes, that was last week. I’m sorry you missed it, they were wildly popular. The celebration went on until two o’clock. This is Lauralee, and this is Jo.”


Mark sitting with his back to the couple was focussing on his ice cream while he listened in.


Amanda appeared to be concentrating on the ice cream, but that was more to hide the ongoing sensations in her virginal pussy. The feel of those caressing fingers was very much in her thoughts and her pussy was not calming down. It was as though a pool of lava was slowly circulating in her innocent womanhood.


She had seen the delighted looks on the face of the two teenage blondes sitting on the far table, and the way they had pressed close to the African soldier as he hugged them.


She wondered what it would be like to press her own body tightly against a man.


“I’m finished. Can I go and play again?” Robert’s excited voice broke through the reverie of father and sister.”


“Yes, but we will be going soon and don’t play deaf, when I call you.” Robert wondered if his father was telepathic and could read his thoughts as he rushed off. If his father had been he would have been far more alarmed at the thoughts passing through the mind of his fourteen year old daughter!


“Is you your husband away Marigold?”


Mark’s ears picked up at the question from the African soldier.


“Yes, he is still busy in South Africa, won’t be expecting him back till next week.”


“The I will take Lauralee with me for the evening.”


“Are you sure? She can be a bit of a handful.”


Moshe’s roar of laughter greeted the mother’s comment. “As a colonel in the Zimbabwe army, I know how to keep control when unruly behaviour breaks out.”


The giggling from the next table was surely coming from the young lady in question.


“I’ll be good, honest.”


“Oh I know you will be good I have heard about you performance with one of our government ministers.”


There was some laughter from the table behind Mark.


“The question is whether you will behave yourself young lady.”


“Don’t worry I have big gates, and high walls. Once inside there will be little enough trouble she can get into. Besides I have plenty of guards as well, she will be safe enough.”


There was a moment’s silence at this reference to the rumours of trouble developing.


“Are your guards big and strong?” The question came from Lauralee.


“Oh… you little minx!” The mother’s exclamation was greeted with more roars of laughter.


Mark tried to focus on his melting ice cream sundae the conversation behind was destroying his emotional equilibrium. Lauralee looked younger than his own precious daughter but seemed to be sexually active with men! He glanced across at Amanda and saw that she was keeping an eye on Robert and not paying attention on the conversation taking place behind him.


A few minutes later there was more commotion behind him as chairs scraped on paving. A few moments later he watched the army colonel walking away, his hand resting possessively on the shoulder of the pretty blonde teenage girl. When he looked back he saw with alarm that Amanda was also watching the departing African.


Amanda watched the big African soldier walk away with pretty Lauralee. For some unaccountable reason her pert pink nipples were hard, and she wondered what it would be like to be in the hands of an older experienced African man that knew what to do. She had been in Zimbabwe for nearly a year and had not even seen a white boy her age never mind dated one. That African man she suspected was going to be doing a lot more than ‘date’ the young lady he was marching off.


She watched soldiers snap to attention as the officer approached his car before opening the car doors to allow the girl to slip inside in advance of the soldier who slid in beside her.


“Ok we better get on to the Sheraton. Your mum will meet us there for dinner.”


He stood up and called for Robert, who to his complete surprise stopped playing and came over without protest.





As Angel stepped down the paved steps outside her lover’s villa she watched a limousine pull up. Igwe followed her down the steps, his hand lightly patting her bottom as he did so.


She smiled, that smiled wavered as the car door opened and a long shapely white leg appeared stepping out of the car. The young woman that followed the leg was shapely, with a full bust, slim waist and full rounded hips and exceptionally short dress! She looked like a natural blonde.


One of the front car doors opened and an older blonde woman appeared. She looked an older version of the first woman. Angel noticed she seemed more tense and anxious, and looked at Igwe nervously.


Then the driver emerged. He looked a real brute of an African, but he was all deference as he opened one of the rear doors. Angel watched as a young teenage girl slithered off the lap of a large African man sitting in the rear. As the girl stepped clear of the car Angel noticed she was all youthful curves, tightly clad in a pair of black trousers that looked as though they had been sprayed on. She was also wearing a tight fitting black top that displayed full if small breasts.


The African struggled to maneuver his bulk out of the car. As he stood she was astonished at his bulk. He was probably one of the bulkiest men she had seen. Then she saw his eyes. She saw them look her over, and in the process strip every inch of cloth from her body. She shivered at the raw hunger in his gaze. This man she knew instinctively had a vile lecherous nature.


“Hi Ngorro, this is Angel Scott. You have not met before, though I have mentioned her to you.”


Ngorro Luba reached, out offering his hand, when Angel raised her own hand. He clasped it and raised it to his lips. After kissing it lightly he turned it over as though in wonder. Then he lowered his head again to kiss her palm.


Angel shivered at the feel of a hot tongue circle the sensitive inner palm. She tried to pull her palm away but he held her hand in place easily. The man was an overweight lecherous old goat about twenty years older than herself! It did not stop the hot tongue circling her palm triggering an uncontrolled unwanted pulse in her pussy. She hated herself for responding in this way, and jerked her hand free of the old goat! How could such a pig of a man trigger such a response?


“Delightful. Delightful. Is she ready?”


“Not yet. I gather these are our guests tonight.”


“Yes, Igwe this is Laura Parsons, my accountant’s wife, his daughter Jacky,” indicating the taller daughter, “and this is Hayley Parsons,” indicating the curvaceous younger daughter.


Igwe bowed to each of the women. Angel’s heart stopped for a minute when she saw the way Igwe’s eyes devoured the far too pretty Hayley.


“Yes, I thought you would like Hayley, she is fourteen years old and ripe as a peach.”


Angel glanced again at Igwe but his intention was focused on the younger girl. She felt jealousy and fear rise in equal measure.


‘This girl is no older than my own daughter, for goodness’ sake.’


Her own daughter would never dress in such revealing clothing!


Igwe turned to Angel and hugged her close. Angel pressed her warm curves close to him to remind him of her charms. She was gratified to feel the hardness in his loins. Then Igwe was pushing her away. Kissing her on the cheek and advising her he would see her on Tuesday.


‘Tuesday, I want to see him before Tuesday! I am horny and want to be fucked now!’


She looked at the way Igwe was escorting that trollop Hayley into his villa, while Ngorro was ushering in her sister Jacky, and her mother Laura. Her gut instinct cried out in protest at what she suspected was going to happen tonight. At the door Igwe paused a moment and turned back.


“Angel.”


Angel looked up at him.


“I think it is time to speak to your husband. If you bring him by tomorrow we could have some fun. If you don’t I will call around to your villa and speak to him there.”


Angel’s eyes widened.


“Tomorrow then.” Her voice seemed suddenly hoarse.


“Dominic will drive you to the Sheraton.”


Angel nodded, but it was too a closed door. She turned to Dominic who was waiting holding one of the rear doors open. She stepped past him intending to enter the car, when Dominic’s arm swept around her waist and pulled her close to him. His free hand rose up to grasp one of her firm full breasts, and he pulled her back into his loins.


“Why don’t we stop somewhere on the way to the Hotel?”


Angel struggled on the chauffeur’s grip. She could feel his hardness pressed to her bottom. She had been aroused already and his strong grip on her breast was stoking up her excitement quickly. She had to break free of his grasp!


“Stop this. I’ll tell Igwe and he will sack you!”


“Nonsense. Your days are numbered. You haven’t got a sweet tight young pussy like that girl.”


“Igwe loves me!”


“But you refuse him your love by shaming him and not sleeping with his friends.”


“But I love him, not his friends.”


“Your days are numbered I tell you.” The driver leaned closer and whispered in her ear. “Let me take you somewhere quiet and we can have some really, really dirty sex.”


Angel shivered at the thought of letting this brute have his way with her. Then she pushed herself free of him.


“No, take me to the Sheraton. My family are waiting for me.”


Dominic laughed, a laugh that sent another shiver through her.





The meal at the Sheraton was unusually quiet. Mark, Angel, and Amanda all had private thoughts that preoccupied them. Robert noted the quietness at the table and looked around the room for something interesting to amuse himself. The girl on the next table stuck her tongue out at him, and he growled back at her doing his very best snarl.


“Behave Robert.” Robert sighed then eyed the food on his fork and wondered how far it would fly…


The drive home was also quiet. It was already dark, and the lights of the city were not the most exciting. Robert was dozing; the windows were to high for him to look out of. Mark, Angel and Amanda all still enmeshed in their own thoughts were looking out the windows. Mark mentally cursed when they entered Greendale. They were probably going to pass that horny African gardener when they turned off Greendale Road.


Sure enough at the next turn of the road, the car’s headlights picked out the sight of the big African rutting behind a bush that only partly hid the couple. The tartan pleated skirt, that was the standard wear of local schoolgirls, was up around her waist, and pumping black buttocks seemed to glisten in the glow from the car’s lights.


Mark tried not to focus on the scene in front of them. Angel, however, was creaming at the site of a powerful black male pumping away. One day she would have go for a late night walk.


In the back Robert dozed, while beside him Amanda had her hand to her mouth as she watched in awe the fascinating site of open lovemaking on this dark leafy avenue.


‘What on earth would it be like to be on the receiving end of such powerful thrusts?’


The reality of sex seemed so different to virginal Amanda than the textbook scenes she had been taught at school. She did not understand the confusing feelings that being fondled and the sight of sexual congress so close to her was generating in her.


Mark was relieved when the car moved on from the scene of raw street sex. He knew why many white people would not allow unknown Africans inside their villa grounds, but the consequence of such fears was the regular sight of sex up against the outside of villa walls.


Moments later they were home and Robert was being prepared for bed. Amanda seemed prepared to make an early night of it.


Later when all were settled Angel suggested an early night. Mark was himself still partially aroused from the sight of the black bull taking his satisfaction in that schoolgirl, and the sparkle in his wife’s eyes held promise.


When his wife emerged from the en-suite bathroom she was adorned in lace and satin, and Mark was instantly erect. She grinned at the sight of her husband’s ready arousal.


As she slipped into the bed she freed her breasts and their full firmness burst out in front of her husband’s face.


“Treat them gently dear. Igwe was rough with them today.”


Then she thrust them towards her husband’s mouth. Mark was not slow in taking the already hardening nipple into his mouth. Angel enjoyed her husband’s gentle nibbling, so different from the greedy demanding mouth of her lover. Her thigh slid across her husband’s body and the soft inner skin of her thigh caressed the hardness of his cock.


“Igwe wants to meet you.”


Mark nearly choked on the nipple being thrust in his mouth. Angela slid her centre close to his cock ready to align and slide down it.


“What?”


“You heard Igwe want to meet you.”


“But why, what for?”


“Does it matter? He says if you do not come to see him tomorrow night. He will come here to speak to you.”


“He can’t come here. Amanda is home on her holidays. We agreed, you agreed we would not let him know about her!”


“Then you had better agree to go and see him.”


“I think it’s time you met. He is not a monster you know. There is a French Embassy reception coming up. I am sure Igwe could obtain an invite for us both.”


“I don’t understand.”


“This is our new life now; I want you to be part of it not separate from us.”


She pressed down, and with a gratified sigh enjoyed her the feel of her husband’s cock slide up her. Dominic’s words had left a chill in Angel’s heart. She could indeed understand how fragile her relationship was with Igwe, and memory of Hayley and her curvaceous charms brought a sour taste to her mouth.


“If you make me come, without coming yourself, I will let you try it in my bottom afterwards.”


She watched her husband’s eyes open in shock.


“But you have never let me do that.”


“Well Igwe just took me there, and it seems only right to let you do it as well.”


“You let that man take your anal virginity! After all the love and care I have cherished on you for fifteen years, you have given it away to the black bastard!”


“Well not strictly true. I did not offer it to him. He just decided to take it. It was more like rape than lovemaking!”


“My God! What sort of monster is he?”


“Well you will have to come and meet him tomorrow.”


“I don’t see why I should humour him by going to see him.”


“Fine then he will come here tomorrow night. It will be your fault if meets Amanda.”


Angel circled and humped her hips up and down.


“Oh God!”


The exciting movements of his wife’s hips confused his thoughts, his wife was impossible and he could not do anything to put Amanda at risk.


“Alright! Alright I will come tomorrow!”


Angel grinned.


“It’s alright you don’t have to wait till tomorrow before you come.”




Chapter 9






Mark drove the car along the curving, tree lined, residential lanes that led from Greendale to Borrowdale. His nerves were on edge. Angel sat beside him demure and quiet, betraying no emotion as she was driven to her lover. She had no more idea than her husband how tonight was going to pan out. Her lover Igwe Orizu had demanded she bring her husband tonight and she had not been very happy about this demand. Nevertheless she had complied, even going to the extent of blackmailing her husband over the risk of Igwe visiting their villa and seeing their pretty daughter Amanda.


Her husband had in Angel’s view an irrational fear of black men ravishing their daughter. Why should Igwe want anything to do with their daughter when he had Angel herself to enjoy?


‘Why did her lover want her husband present?’ The whole situation was a recipe for messy trouble. Her concerns were hidden from her husband as they drove the dark early evening of the African night.


Mark’s stomach was in knots. For weeks now his emotions had been in turmoil. He loved his wife, and the fact of her infidelity had not changed that. His greatest fear was losing her forever, and knew that in any confrontation about her affair could only conclude in her departure from his life.


So he held onto to his hurt and anger. Her betrayal after fourteen years of marriage had confused him. It was so out of character, against all the principles she had espoused all her life. Things had not always been brilliant, and Angel had problems, but they had seemed to have worked through them.


Then this!


The night was dark, though only early evening and David still felt as confused as he had when he had first his wife kneeling on a bed naked, with a heavy set black man holding her hips firmly as took his pleasure inside the hot tight pussy Mark knew so well. His cock thickened as they drove, heightening his sense of confusion.


Since that night he had been unable to banish the image of that cock, slick with his wife’s juices sliding in what seemed like an inexorable length out of her clinging grasping pussy. Every night since, when she had gone out on ‘dates’ with her lover he had been unable to suppress his erection at the thought of that African ravishing his wife.


Angel’s comments had only aroused him further despite at times feeling embarrassed and out of sorts at her words. He felt bitter that after 14 years of support and faithfulness through all her troubles she had surrendered her anal virginity to her African lover. Angel had described the loss of her anal virginity as rape, but then confounded him by admitting the ‘rape’ had excited her!


He had thought he understood women, or at least Angel. All his love, consideration, and support had it seemed counted for nothing when a rampant, domineering black bull had rammed his thick cock up her! From what Angel had said he was a perverted man, who made ever kinkier demands on her.


Angel seemed to be slowly giving in to these demands as the affair continued! He glanced across at Angel, and his heart skipped a beat as her beauty. Knowing another man was enjoying that beauty did not diminish her beauty, indeed her eyes were alive with excitement. She seemed to be sitting forward in impatience to be with her lover. He could see her full breasts straining the material of the dress she wore. A dress she had chosen that emphasized her femininity and sweetness, with every hope it would arouse the excitement of the older black man now dominating her thoughts.


His suppressed his own thoughts ended as he drove into the driveway of the luxurious villa in Borrowdale. He knew only too well that to show weakness or fear to any African, never mind one with wealth and power would be a serious error.


He pulled up out of the house, and the door opened. Angel was quick to exit the car and went over to the heavily built African waiting in the shade of the porch. David left the car more slowly trying to avoid watching the way his wife had quickly slipped into the arms of Igwe for a welcome hug.


Then as he locked the car up Igwe set aside Angel and walked over with his hand outstretched and a warm smile on his face. Mark set aside his embarrassment and took the proffered hand. The African was all bonhomie and good cheer. The realization that this man who was fucking his wife could be polite and courteous was a surprise. The man seemed to have natural charisma and it was hard to maintain any anger. Mark had come to think of him as the enemy, his rival for Angel. A man rudely intruding on his married bliss!


As the man’s hand enclosed his in a warm friendly grip, his memory flicked back to that night when he had witnessed the same hand grip and caress Angel’s full breast as she knelt submissively in front of him, and a surge or arousal stiffened his manhood, and he found himself embarrassed as he imagined what his wife would have felt as that black hand grasped and fondled, never mind the pleasure this man would have taken in the soft fullness that Mark knew so well and had enjoyed for himself alone for fourteen years.


“Come on in Mark, I hope you don’t mind me calling you Mark? Angel has told me so much about you I almost feel you as friend already!”


‘How dare this man call himself a friend!’ Mark covered his emotional confusion well glancing across at Angel, who had the grace to blush. What had Angel been saying he wondered? He nodded at the African and stepped past him only to stagger slightly as hearty slap on the back knocked him off balance.


“Good man, good man, I have some excellent brandy on hand for you!”


Mark again glanced again at Angel, who had turned away to step into the coolness of the air- conditioned villa. He was surprised the African knew his favourite drink and wondered again just how much his wife had told this African.


He stepped for the first time into Igwe’s luxurious villa, passing without realizing it, the wall in the hallway where Angel had experienced her first knee trembling, unwilling orgasm as Igwe ravished her as she had sought to leave.


“Take a seat Mark while I fetch you a drink.”


Mark looked over the plush room. The carpet was thick, deep and soft and he imagined Angel on her back on it’s softness being ridden vigorously, her lithe shapely white legs spread to receive the thrusting black man, and his own cock thickened and lengthened at the image. He cursed his own confusing lust.


He tried to stop thinking of Angel in rut with this man and looked around. The walls were white, clean and pristine. Pictures decorated the wall and they looked to be of surprisingly high quality that would not have been out of place in the Edinburgh art galleries he had visited in his youth. He turned and sat and saw on the wall opposite in pride of place over the fireplace a glistening polished AK47.


The symbol of the Africans who had fought in the bush in the War of Independence! His throat tightened.


‘Here you are Mark.’


Mark turned and accepted a crystal cut brandy glass, and was relieved the brandy was not chilled, and that this barbarian African had not thrown chunks of ice into the glass as so many people seemed to think was ‘de rigueur’ for any drink.


The African was looking at him as though assessing him, and Mark looked back keeping his gaze steady. He was determined not be intimidated by this man. The African nodded as though confirming a view.


“Off you go Angel. We have to talk Mark and I. Man to man talk.”


Angel bristled. The very idea of man to man talk was an affront to al her concepts of modern womanhood. She turned towards her lover and the material of her dress rubbed across her erect nipples sending them tingling, and her outrage was muted by the erotic sensation and the man whose shear presence was enough to arouse her.


“I’m not to be packed off while you talk! Anything you have to say to my husband you can say in front of me!”


Igwe looked at Angel and said nothing. Angel kept gaze on him defiantly. She looked into his eyes. They were boring into her as though he could read her mind. Her loins seemed to fill with moisture under his gaze.


Mark looked across to Angel, curious at this little confrontation. Angel seemed almost radiant to him, so full of health and vitality compared to a few months earlier. Her eyes looking at her lover sparkled, and she seemed to have caught her breath. Her breasts rose and fell as though she was short of breath. Arousal nipples showed through her dress and he realized that Angel had come out without a brassiere.


Igwe maintained a calm steady gaze on Angel. Mark recognized the man had charisma, and a calm forceful, if not domineering character as he stared Angel down.


“Be off with you and get ready,” he ordered.


To Mark’s astonishment a pink flush spread over Angel’s face and shoulders. The defiance left her eyes. Then Angel dropped her eyes submissively, she looked quickly across at Mark with a look of disapproval.


“I will be with you shortly,” Igwe told her. Angel glanced back at him and flushed a deeper pink. She turned and obediently left the room. Mark marveled at the transformation this man had created in his wife. His own balls tightened and his cock twitched at the picture of submissive womanhood that he saw for the first time in his wife.


“God that’s one hell of a woman Mark, you are a lucky chap!”


As Angel walked down the corridor Igwe’s words of praise carried to her and she grinned in delight, and a sudden rush of sexual excitement suffused her. She reached for the fastenings of her dress hoping he would not be long.


“Am I?” The question that left Mark’s lips was full of irony.


“Of course you are man. You’re her husband! To be married to such a beauty must be paradise.” Igwe looked across at Mark whose doubts were clearly expressed on his face.


“Look I may well be about to ram my cock balls deep inside her, but she will be coming home to you afterwards.”


Mark kept silent and locked eyes with the African, whose strong gaze sought to pierce Mark’s thoughts. Igwe nodded again and looked across to the corridor Angel had passed along. He strode to the passage way and pulled the door shut before coming back to Mark.


“Look Mark. I am not trying to steal your woman. I’m just having some fun with a beautiful woman.”


“Angel believes herself to be in love with you!”


Igwe caught the intonation, “and you don’t believe that?”


“I don’t know what to believe, but I don’t want her hurt.”


Igwe looked across at Mark with surprise and a grudging respect. This was not the sort of tearful wimp he had encountered among some other white men whose wives he had bedded, nor was he raging with anger as he had been that night he had found Angel in his bed.


“To be honest Mark Angel does not seem to be very knowledgeable on sexual matters. I suspect she can’t really understand the difference between sex and love.” He looked across at the husband of his latest white lover, who seemed to be pondering Igwe’s words.


“If you don’t mind me asking was Angel a virgin when you married?”


Mark rocked backwards at the intrusiveness of Igwe’s question, but the man was right on the button. Angel had refused him till their marriage night, but the red stains on their marriage bed had been both surprising and reassuring. He looked across at the African who had been the second man between his wife’s lovely legs.


“I doubt she will really understand her own natural sexuality until she has had several men between her legs.”


Mark looked at the African sitting across the room to him, his mouth had gone dry and his breath caught in his throat. The African was watching Mark carefully for his reactions. He had not looked appalled or horror stricken just surprised and wary. His eyes were defiant rather than timid though the Englishman remained silent.


“I have every intention or persuading Angel to sleep with my friends.” Igwe’s eyes remained fixed on the Englishman who had not reacted to his words.


Mark’s self control and inbuilt patience enabled him to keep his face impassive, but his head was reeling with the images of black men holding his wife down on a bed while they aroused and excited her against her will. He had no doubt she would resist being shared or having multiple sex. He also knew that too Angel sex and love were intrinsically linked. He also knew that Igwe was right. Angel would get aroused at the attention despite her reservations and intrinsic sexual conservatism. Angel could get very excited when she was ‘played with.’


“Be assured Mark that I and my friends are very careful. Very careful indeed none of us want to catch ‘Aids’ or any other disease! Our conquests, which we always share with each other, come from some of the very best families! Women married to professional white men; women who have been to university…” He smiled as he looked at Mark.


“Women with higher aspirations in life than a good time at the local on a Friday night!”


Igwe looked at Mark carefully before he spoke his next words.


“The youngsters we get are often virgin when they arrive in Africa.”


The look on Mark’s face seemed to Igwe to be a mix of fear and fascination. Igwe grinned to himself and wondered if he had found a weakness.


“Perhaps I can make it up to you for bedding Angel by offering you a pretty white teenage girl for you to have some fun with when Angel is with me. I am not selfish I do appreciate that in England you have got used to a kind of regimented sexual expectations, but this is Africa and anything is possible…”


Mark choked back a reaction his self control slipping at the erotic sexual images, mixed with a deep seated fear for Amanda.


“How would you like it if I offered you a sweet, innocent looking thirteen year old American girl … with an experienced mouth…”


Mark’s head rose and went back as he recalled the pretty blond girl he has seen sunbathing by the pool of the African bricklaying contractor. Could that be the girl he was being offered? His own guts were in turmoil and his head spinning.


“In Zimbabwe, of course, a thirteen year old girl is over the age of consent … or perhaps you would prefer a boy?”


“No, God No, I’m not like that I don’t like boys.”


Mark’s sudden agitation amused Igwe. He had no particular preference for the gender of the orifice that provided him with pleasure, but white men seemed to get agitated on the subject.


Mark’s alarm however was at being told that in effect his precious Amanda would be of legal age in Zimbabwe. The way his wife’s lover so casually talked about such things reminded him of the warnings others had given him about this man. For a moment he had forgotten that it was his wife that this man was bedding.


“Angel won’t sleep with your friends. She believes ‘love’ is a sacred thing and the love that she has for you is for you alone.”


“Bullshit!”


Mark stared at the African. The sharpness of his tone belled the smart clothes and sophisticated manner and revealed the some of the inner steel of the man.


“It’s what she believes! You won’t change that no matter how much you try to persuade her.”


“I don’t intend to try and persuade her. Once she has had several blacks cocks pump their seed into her lovely tight English pussy she will change … they always do…”


“She will never agree to being handed over to other men so they can make love to her.”


“Just leave that to me…”


Igwe looked across at Angel’s husband, who had not responded to Igwe’s last comment.


“Are you ready to cope Mark to how your wife will react when she realizes there is a difference between sex and love and that she likes sex for its own sake and wants sex with other men.”


Mark shook his head and said nothing.


“Would it arouse you to know your wife was letting several African men between those magnificent legs of her? She has told me how you get aroused when she tells you of her adventures with me.”


Igwe note that Mark’s face had gone red, but there was no anger in the man’s eyes only confusion.


“I understand how difficult it must be from your culture to come to terms with the reality of human sexuality, but women are no different than men. Once the excitement of marriage fades and the humdrum sets in they are always ready for the light of passion to be re-ignited in their lives.”


“That’s not how Angel is!” “All women are like that Mark. Give them a warm safe environment to live in and they are happy, but after a few years they miss the passion and excitement that a ‘fresh love’ can bring, and fresh and different male seed to spurt in their womb to meet their biological needs.”


Mark look at Igwe as though he was mad.


“Enough of philosophy! Why don’t you come through and watch me fuck your lovely wife?”


Mark swallowed in a suddenly very dry mouth.


“Oh let’s be honest with each other. We both know that you dream of such things. Tonight I give you that chance.”


Mark’s head was reeling. The offer was bizarre and ridiculous, but his gut churned and his heart had started to race.


“Mark I won’t embarrass you. Heaven forbid that is never my intention. My friends and I often make love to our partners and conquests in front of each other. It’s perfectly natural in African culture. Any African child that grows up in a one room village hut soon learns the reality of sex from watching their parents, brothers and sisters. But I understand you come from a different culture. A different world that is full of inhibitions and rules that govern your sexual responses. Today you are in Africa you can forget those silly rules.”


Igwe looked at Mark and it was clear Angel’s husband was undergoing an emotional torment, and he grinned to himself, while carefully ensuring his humour did not show. He and his friends often discussed the differing reactions of white men.


Twenty years ago he would have been shot dead in the street if he as much as touched a white woman in a Rhodesia controlled by the white settlers. By now this man’s wife would be sitting naked on his bed, hot and eager for his black cock, and there was nothing Mark could do about it except fetch a gun and risk a jail sentence.


From what Angel had said he knew this man wanted to watch his wife ravished by a black man, and was simply struggling with his own twisted morality that suggested such things were wrong. He decided to turn the knife.


“OK Mark. I understand if this is difficult. I will give you this one chance, and I understand if you say no, and if you do say no I will never, I repeat never ask you again. But if you do want to see your wife mounted by a black man this will be your one and only chance.”


“Do you?”


“Yes!” Mark’s reply came out in a croaky whisper.


Igwe grinned and nodded.


“Follow me … when you are ready.”


He stood and quickly glanced over at the TV system. He could see that hidden among all the other television related gadgets the flashing green light that confirmed that his sensitive recording equipment was on. He was confident that it would have picked up Mark’s hoarse agreement to watching Igwe fuck his wife. The tape would provide insurance if any unexpected events marked the future.


He turned and strode off to his bedroom confident that Angel would be eagerly waiting for him, and that her husband would eventually trail along behind.


Angel looked up from where she sat on the bed, she had carefully examined herself in the mirrors above the bed and considered she looked her customary perfection. Her nipples were hard and she had played with them while waiting. She had not dared touch her pussy as any touch may have set her off at this stage. She was not at all comfortable that Igwe and Mark were talking together outside her hearing, but Igwe had exerted his customary firmness, and her she could feel the tingle from his slap on her rump.


Igwe could be brutal at times. She loved her tenderness and attention to detail when he made love to her, but had been shocked how excited she became when he was brutal and demanding. Mark had never treated her the way Igwe sometimes did. There were times when Igwe made her feel as through she was just a toy for his pleasure, and she in turn had been shocked the excitement of that feeling of just being ‘used’ by a man had created in her. These experiences had been so contrary to all her perceptions of herself as a modern woman.


She heard Igwe stroll down the hall towards and her heart started pumping. Her pussy flooded with juice in eager readiness. Her nipples, already half full with blood in anticipation of attention from hard black fingers and a greedy African mouth, tingled as more blood seemed to fill the sensitive aureoles. Her arousal felt palpable in the air and was like a cloak around her.


When he walked into the bedroom her pulse raced and her mouth went dry, she suppressed the urge to fall back on the bed and spread her legs for him in wanton hunger. That hunger was there but she still had not learned to relax about sex with this man. She never knew what to expect next. Then her husband stepped into the room and Angel’s eyes darted to him then back to Igwe.


Alarm bells rang in her head. She clamped her thighs and pulled a sheet up from the bed to cover her nakedness.


Igwe laughed and pulled it away.


“You don’t need that honey. It’s only your husband come to watch.” A deep laugh erupted from the African.


“No, not that! It’s not right!”


“You are a silly woman hiding your charms from your husband while sitting naked on your lover’s bed, and by the look of you hot to trot!” His hand reached out and cupped and squeezed one of her full firm breasts!


Hot tingles flashed through her breast as the hard, black hand caressed and fondled.


Mark watched with wide eyes as Igwe’s dark hand fondled the white round perfection of his wife’s firm breast. The erect peak of her nipple was very prominent on her breast, a sure sign of intense arousal despite the circumstances. It had been many years since he had seen such an obvious sign of intense sexual excitement in his wife.


Igwe stood back admiring the sweet curves of the thirty two year old woman.


Then he reached for the front of his trousers and slowly pulled the zip down. He watched the widening eyes of the woman and her furtive hurried and embarrassed glance towards her husband.


He grinned and hauled his cock out of his trousers.


Mark went into shock as the black length flopped in front of his wife’s face. His previous sighting of it slick and wet as it slid slowly out of his kneeling wife had shocked him. He remembered then wondering when it would stop sliding out of his wife, but seeing it there in the bright light of the bedroom, left him with a dry mouth.


Cocks were never longer than nine inches! He had read that somewhere, so it must be true. The cock bobbing in front of Angel’s beautiful looked longer than nine inches. It just could not be!


The cock hung in a long curving arch. As he watched it jerked and throbbed and rose higher. Straightening … could it be getting longer! The head of the cock was pronounced, with a mushroom cap, and the skin seemed to peel back as it rose into the air until it seemed to point like a spear towards Angel’s mouth.


He watched as Angel’s tongue flickered over her lips moistening them and his heart stopped at the realisation of what he was about to see. He could see that Angel’s eyes were bright, their seemed to be a glow coming from her face. As though an inner light was shining out from her!


Angel’s tongue slipped over her lips wetting them further, and Mark’s breath caught in his throat.


Oh God, the vision of Angel on her wedding day bounced out of his memories. The way she had looked when he had turned to her as she approached him at the altar. The health glow that seemed to vibrate from her, and the way her lips had seemed so inviting and full of promise.


Now those sweet lips that had promised so much were going to take another man’s cock. A black man’s cock!


He swallowed and stared as Igwe’s left hand reached out and curled around Angel’s head and pulled her forward. His heart stopped, his stomach leapt, and his cock throbbed achingly as her red, moist lips opened and slid over the fat black cock.


He did not see the grin of satisfaction on Igwe’s face as soft wet heat engulfed his cock. Instead he saw his wife’s tongue at the last moment slide out and along the underside of that black head licking eagerly for the leaking African’s pre-cum.


Angel’s head swam as the tasty pungent black cock entered her mouth. Her tongue searched out the tasty spunk she had over the last few weeks learned to crave. The flavour of cock was like a heady wine and she was getting drunk in the taste and smell of throbbing black cock.


Thoughts of her watching husband had gone as she eagerly slid her lips down the black length, no longer afraid of its length and thickness, and very conscious of the exquisite pleasure she could provide her lover with a little effort on her part.


Her wet lips slid, gripped and she then pulled her head back tightly clamping her lips to the hot gnarled thickness of the older black man. Then she whipped her tongue backwards and forwards across the silky hard length of cock sliding out of her mouth.


Then she dropped her head back down sliding her lips quickly down it as she prepared to suck it the way she had been taught.


Mark was in awe as he watched Angel’s head bobbing backwards and forwards on the black length, which now glistened wetly. She had closed her eyes and her pretty face was flushed. Igwe rested his hands on her bare shoulders.


There was not even a fig leaf of coercion as his wife sucked and pleasured the African in front of him. Then Igwe stepped back pulling his cock clear of Angel’s mouth. Angel was reaching for it with her mouth but Igwe pushed her head away, and his hand wrapped around his cock and held it up vertical.


Angel hesitated only a moment then her head twisted to one side dipped lower. Mark watched in disbelief as her tongue stretched out, circled underneath the lust hardened balls, and licked at the soft sensitive skin between balls and his anus.


Igwe groaned. The first sound he had given out. Then his hand dropped onto the head of the slavishly licking white wife. His fingers curled through her hair and he pulled the licking woman tight into his loins.


Mark found his heart was beating again, if completely erratically as he watched his beautiful wife’s face held and ground into a black man’s loins. She made no effort to pull away, indeed her jerking movements give every indication that she was doing her best to continue licking and lapping.


Igwe groaned again.


Angel breathed in the deep masculine smell. Her tongue lapped up the African’s sweat. The hand in her hair held her firm and she liked the strength displayed. The forceful act was proof that she was getting to the African who dominated her thoughts these days. She heard him groan and it thrilled her. Her tongue worked faster in the dark humid pit of his loins.


Then Igwe pulled her head back up and away for him, just for the time it took for his cock to drop from vertical to line up with her gasping mouth then he pulled her head forward.


A fierce hunger welled up inside Angel as the cock surged into her mouth. She knew how aroused Igwe was and knew what was coming. Once the thought would have disgusted her but now all she felt was a deep seated hunger that rose through her body as her lips and tongue worked to coax out the male seed she knew what be shooting into her mouth shortly.


Mark watched as Igwe jerked, then bucked his loins forward. A heavy shudder seemed to run through the African. Mark slumped back in the Chair acutely conscious that the African was spurting his lust driven seed into that cherished sweet mouth.


Angel swallowed, and swallowed again. The once distasteful male seed seemed like a pungent, savoury salty nectar as great jets of sperm shot out onto her eagerly waiting tongue. She lost track of time as the sperm seemed to flow in long tasty jets from Igwe’s cock. Finally the flow stopped and she swallowed, savouring it all.


She pulled her mouth free of his cock and suddenly with an intense guilt remembered her husband, and glanced across at him. Mark was staring back at her. He watched the thick white cream that had escaped Angel’s mouth slide slowly down her chin. Angel seemed to realise what Mark was watching and her hand came up and quickly wiped away the mess on her chin, then she slipped her sticky hand into her mouth and sucked it clean.


“OK honey, on the bed with you now.”


Angel looked up at her lover and grinned and scrambled onto the bed, before rolling onto her back. Mark watched with awe as his wife stretched out on her back. She raised her arms above her head, and preened herself. One thing Angel had no doubts about was her beauty and curves. She loved the hungry look on her black lover’s face as he drank in the same curvy charms. Mark’s breath was caught in his throat as took in her coquettish smile; her full round breasts; slim waist; round hips and long golden tanned thighs.


The bed creaked as Igwe climbed onto the bed, and Mark glanced at him and reeled in shock as he realised the African’s cock still stood proud and long, like a spear lining up on his wife. There was no sign at all that the African had recently spent his seed.


Movement on the bed took his eyes back to Angel. She seemed to laze back across the bed in a sensual display of her curves to the hungry desiring African male preparing to mount her. Her firm breasts stood proud of her chest despite laying flat in her back. The hard nibs of her nipples seemed to scream out her own arousal. She was grinning up at Igwe with that confident look that came over her face when she knew she had the full attention of a horny male. A look he was familiar with but had never seen directed at another man.


His stomach lurched as she smiled up at Igwe. Her golden tanned, shapely thighs uncrossed and swung wide in invitation. Her knees rose as her legs parted wider and Igwe swung between them.


The air in the room seemed to have disappeared and Mark started in fascination, excitement and consternation as Igwe settled comfortable and easily between Angel’s lovely legs. Igwe’s cock seemed to drop into view beneath his heavy black body. It’s thickness and black length seemed to leap in size in Mark’s vision. The skin had been pulled back from the foreskin, and its thick mushroom cap was bare and round and centred on the wet hot tightness displayed and available for his pleasure.


Mark groaned as Angel’s hips eased and shifted, and his wife realigned herself for what she was about to receive. Her hunger and desire were focussed between her legs and what was about to happen. Thought of her watching husband had long fled.


Igwe laughed. It was a deep rumbling life as he prepared to spear this delightful morsel of white femininity spread below him. It was rare that he had the opportunity to ravish a pretty white wife in front of her husband, and it added a deeper satisfaction to the whole experience. Africans with wealth and power could indulge themselves like this now, in a way that had been unheard of only twenty years early.


He looked into Angel’s eyes and saw the lust and excitement inner face and thrust forward.


Somehow Mark found that he still had some breath in his body as it all seemed to rush out of him as the African thrust. His wife’s suppressed squeal was unusual in itself. She seemed to jerk and spasm in front of him. The African above seemed to pause for a moment. Then his buttocks tensed and Mark watched his hips sunk lower, and he swallowed hard at the realisation that the man’s cock was sinking into his wife.


Angel seemed to flop below the African. Her tense thighs that had sought to greet him now flopped to either side. The African male thrust again harder, and Mark saw his wife jerk and heard a muffled gasp as she sought to bite down on her own excited response. It was a strange comfort that something had not changed, and despite her excitement Angel was still trying to suppress her own passionate responses. He wondered if she would ever let herself go if even at this moment of her obvious intense excitement she was still able to suppress her response.


Then the sheer physical aggression of the African on top of Angel took over his thoughts. Igwe seemed to be a demon of lust as he drove his cock deep. Skewering the whimpering white wife on his staff he used all his strength to drive eleven inches of manhood into her clenching grasping tightness.


Her warm rounded curves a cushion to his thrusting hard black body. Middle age had not made him flabby, and they years in the bush, had developed a muscular strength that he had not lost.


He grasped her slim white hands and pinned them to the pillow above as he thrust and grind his hips against her loins as the last of his length sunk into her. Her excited if restraint whimpers inciting him to further efforts he ground his hips causing the cock buried up inside her to throb and jerk as it seemed to circle inside her body.


Angel groaned and her head shot backwards in an uncontrolled response to the stretching of her womanhood. Igwe loved the look of excitement on her face and when her head shot back he saw his opportunity, and his head darted down on the soft exposed white neck. His teeth closed on her softness and he bit hard.


Angel convulsed underneath as the man’s teeth savaged her neck. The pain added unexpected twist to the pleasure of being stuffed with a man’s big cock and she shook in an unexpected orgasm.


She gasped in shocked surprise as rolls of pleasure radiated from her loins. Igwe felt her soft body shake and spasm, and grinned, but he spare the woman no moment to recover as he drew his cock forth from her womanhood before thrusting back in hard and fast.


“Ooooh … too much!” She gasped.


His hips drew back and began rapid circling thrusting into her splayed loins.


Angel could not suppress a wail at the intensity of his thrusts. Her legs shoot up and wide then curled around the African holding him tight and her heels began a drumbeat on his arse as she unconsciously urged him on.


Her soft slim white hands grasped his broad, black shoulders tightly and gripped hard as the African surged and thrust his lust on her and in her.


Mark stared on mesmerised. His own cock ached with hardness at the sight. This was far beyond any video he had seen, far more intense than his imaginings of white women with black men. This was his very own wife being ravaged in front of him by a black man.


Mark looked on in disbelief, as the bed seemed to erupt into a tornado of thrusting black passion. His wife seemed to be buried out of sight beneath the driving surging black body. All he could see where her slim delicate hands at his shoulders and her lithe thighs clasped tightly around him as his hopes roe and fell in powerful, driving thrusts.


He was acutely conscious that each of those thrusts buried a thick black cock deep inside the woman he loved, but that love manifested itself in acknowledgment of the pleasure she was receiving from the man above her.


All confusion in his emotions evaporated in the excitement of seeing his lovely wife ravished and a brutally forceful aggressive African. ‘God, what must she be experiencing?’


Angel did not have a thought in her head. All thoughts banished by the experience of the surging throbbing iron spike of cock that was ripping up into her with such intoxicating power.


“Ooooooh God, what are you doing to me?”


Igwe seemed to be even more forceful and aggressive than ever before. It never crossed her mind that the act of ravishing her in front of her husband had driven Igwe to new heights of physical effort.


Another rolling orgasm overwhelmed her, and triggered an uncontrollable series of spasms. Igwe rode through her jerking and shaking. He loved the way she sought to grasp his cock with her sheath, which was far too wet and slippy to succeed in getting any sort of grip on rampaging manhood. It seemed to go on for a lifetime, with the African pumping and thrusting and Angel at times breaking into violent shakings as repeated orgasms broke over her.


When Igwe tensed and froze above Angel it took Mark a few moments to realise what was happening. Then it was Igwe’s turn to tremble and shake, then his black buttocks jerked, and jerked again, and Mark realised the African’s seed was shooting up inside his wife.


Angel’s hands dropped from his shoulders to grasp those jerking buttocks and grasp them tight urging the African close as cock hosed her sheath with hot juice. The African lowered himself on top of Angel careless of his weight as he rested on her soft curves.


Marked watched with very mixed emotions as his wife’s white hands began to caress and stroke the heavy body under which she lay crushed and quiescent. Igwe’s heavy breathing seemed to be the loudest sound in the room.


Mark was rooted to his chair, wondering at all he had seen.


Then Igwe rose up and looked down at Angel. Mark’s stomach lurched as he saw the expression of satisfaction on his wife’s face as she gazed up in adoration at the older black man who had turned her life upside down with the power of his cock.


Igwe paid no attention to Mark as he ran his hands casually and easily over Angel’s soft white body, then in a sudden display of extraordinary agility and strength he grasped Angel’s legs and twisted her over and around as simply as though he was rearranging a pillow.


Angel squawked her protest and shock at being manhandled in such a manner then she sank onto the bed face down as Igwe’s hands caressed her soft round bottom.


Igwe ran his hand over her slender back enjoying the softness of her white skin and her alarm, though she quickly settled as he caressed her body. His eyes dropped down to those full round curves. His caressing hands parted the soft curves and he gazed with lust at the pink nub of her anal opening. He knew how tight that still relatively little used opening was.


He shifted his position getting astride Angel from behind. Her legs closed together and he sat back on her thighs as his hands and wandered and caressed. One of his hands dropped to his own loins and her stroked his own cock into the renewed hardness it would need to penetrate that tight orifice.


Angel relaxed under Igwe’s caressing hands. She had no expectation after the recent vigorous bout that her lover was preparing to commit sodomy on her! She stretched and squirmed underneath his warm hard hands.


When Igwe rose up above her, his cock already hard again, Angel was totally unprepared for the downward spearing thrust and screamed in shock at the sudden unexpected hard thrust into her bowels.


Mark gripped the sides of his chair as his wife screamed out her pain and shock. He had seen Igwe’s black length incredibly hard again being aimed at Angel’s rounded bottom. He winced as Igwe dropped his weight and his cock punctured the tight pink opening.


“No! Not that! Not in front of my husband!” Angel screeched her protest.


Igwe laughed and pressed deeper, delighting in the clenching of her rectal sheath. The Englishwoman was so and hot tight back there!


“Oh please … No!” Angel sobbed into the pillow.


Mark’s knuckles went white and he tensed preparing to intervene, but then a perverse thought twisted inside him. Angel had got herself into this situation. It was her own infidelity that had led to her being speared in the backside by that eleven inch, thick black cock. Perhaps she deserved a bit of pain and shock after all the emotional pain she had caused him? He relaxed back into the chair.


Igwe held her down as he drove his cock deeper into her hot interior.


Angel squealed convinced her bowels were to be ruptured and torn by the invading cock which felt like a hot iron bar as it barrelled up inside her bottom. Although this was not the first time the sudden shock of it pushing through her anal bud set off panic buttons in her brain! Pain erupted as the protesting muscled were pushed apart.


She remembered in time not to buck and shove back at him as his cock entered, remembering the last time when her panicked reaction had just shoved the cock deeper. Instead she held herself still and tried to relax, knowing that appealing to Igwe to go easy would have no affect on him at all and might excite him even further!


Then Igwe relaxed on top of Angel, allowing his weight to push his cock deeper. The tight clenching sheath seemed to grab at his cock to prevent its entry but the pressure of his weight won the battle and his cock sunk deeper into her hot tightness. He savoured the exquisite pleasure of driving his cock deeper.


Angel moaned and whimpered as the cock sank deeper into her body. She tried to stop her muscles clamping at his cock as she knew now that would only lead to bruising she had to open herself up to him, unnatural as this seemed to her. As she sought to relax Igwe’s cock slid deeper and faster and she had to restrain herself from panicking.


She had taken the whole of his cock before without harm. As much as her body was screaming ‘no’ she knew she just had to relax until it was all the way in!


Igwe looked down at his black thickness pierced the perfect orb of Angel’s bottom. It was such a sight to see that perfect white roundness being split open by his cock. The hot clenching tightness around the length that was already inside the lovely white wife was added to the overall effect, but he knew he could hold himself back. He intended to savour the way this white woman’s anguished pain would soon change to squirming excited passion as his cock ravaged her back passage.


It was all the same, with men, women, boys and girls, once his cock was buried deep and they had adjusted then the pleasure would come, whether they wanted to enjoy it or not! The confusion and perversity of making reluctant people submit to being buggered was one of his great pleasures. Nothing could beat the shame and embarrassment of men having orgasms against their own inclinations as they were sodomised, especially when it was in front of their own family.


Taking Angel this way in front of her husband overriding her protests was great fun, but soon her husband would see his wife writhe with pleasure at this ‘unnatural act.’ Igwe wanted Mark to see his wife overexcited sexually during this act to reinforce his hold for Mark to fully understand the depth of control Igwe now had over his latest white mistress.


Angel was holding her breath as the hard, heavy back body of her African lover sank onto her own slender back. With her head to one side she could see his elbows bearing his weight and this act of consideration seemed such a contradiction to his brutal plundering of her back passage. She shivered and rubbed her back against the hardness of the older man’s body.


When his heavy balls slapped against her pussy signalling that most of his cock was inside her she sighed with relief. He squirmed behind her and she felt his loins press against the soft cushion of her posterior and sighed again. She relaxed and Igwe’s cock seemed to bounce and throb in her bowels.


Igwe shifted his weight and Angel squealed again as his cock withdrew. This time her rectal sheath clung to the withdrawing cock like a caressing hand. Squeezing its gnarled throbbing length as it withdrew.


Angel struggled to prevent her sheath from tightening up before Igwe thrust back up into her. The sudden inrush of his cock caught her as it always did by surprise but she felt no pain and knew the worst was over.


Her breath caught in her throat as Igwe’s heavy weight lifted and his cock withdrew again. This time a rush of pleasurable sensations engulfed her bottom and she whimpered her relief. Before Igwe could thrust again she upended her bottom to make it easier, and his thrusting cock seemed to sink even deeper and she gasped in shock, but the pain had lessened now and she anticipated the strange thrill of his gnarled throbbing length withdrawing through her now sensitive tingling sheath and braced her own elbows.


As his cock slid out she lifted her hips going back with him raising herself partly on her knees before the breath was crushed out of her as he surged back up inside her, crushing her back down onto the bed. She lay there gasping as her lover humped that thrust into her posterior, gathering herself and trying to control her ragged emotions and tingling body.


The mix of painful, bowel bursting thrusts and the exquisite sensation of his hot length sliding out was a bizarre combination she was still getting used to. Her lover seemed to her like a rampaging black bull as his cock thrust and ravaged her insides, and another whimper escaped her lips.


This time it was a whimper of contentment that shocked her watching husband. Mark, however, was not in Angel’s thoughts. All she could think of was cock. Hard hot thrusting thick cock!


She gathered herself again preparing for a moment when Igwe relaxed from the thrusting humping muscular tornado that was ravishing her, then as he withdrew in a slower more relaxed mood she gather her knees beneath her and rose up into a crouched position before her rampant black lover.


Igwe grinned as the curvy woman shifted and moved beneath him. He relaxed his weight on her, and allowed her up onto her hands and knees. He waited giving her time to reposition herself, this time with her bottom high and her shoulders low. Angel shuffled her legs apart so she could brace herself and reached forward to grasp the headboard firmly.


In position and ready she grunted a coarse heavy breath and when Igwe’s hard calloused grasped the soft roundness of her hips another excited anticipatory gasp burst from her lips. Then Igwe leaned forward and shoved his cock back in deep and fast.


Angel’s head shot up and back as the pleasure pain engulfed her loins.


“Oh please! Play with my breasts please!”


Igwe’s own pleasure soared to hear the white wife plead for his attention in front of her husband, and he leaned forward. His right hand sought out and enclosed a firm, roundness of a proud jutting breast. With his left hand he decided to reward her and reached around her and down between the spread thighs. When his thick fingers found and squeezed her clitoris the Englishwoman bucked and shook beneath him.


Her husband forgotten by both, the aroused couple gasped and grunted, thrust and received, squirmed and the ground their bodies together.


Mark look on in awe. He had only imagined the eroticism of seeing his lovely wife with a black man. Seeing it happen in front of him like this was far more intense than he had suspected. His gut was in knots, while butterflies fluttered. His throat was dry and his cock achingly hard. He had seen videos and seen sexual incidents but nothing had prepared him for seeing the beautiful woman he loved be so comprehensively ravished by a middle aged, heavy bodied African.


Igwe stopped his thrusting and partially withdrew from the kneeling woman. Angel knelt submissively beneath him, waiting for Igwe to resume, catching her breath. Igwe hands caressed and stroked over the soft white skin of the slender woman, savouring her kneeling trembling submission.


Angel, shivered at the feel of his hands and wriggled her hips in hopeful anticipation.


Igwe grinned and continued his soft gentle caresses, allowing his cock to bob and throb in the tightness of her sphincter muscle. He could feel through his hands the eager excited lust of the woman, all pain and panic forgotten as she waited for more.


She wriggled her hips again, and when he failed to respond she looked back over her shoulder at him.


“Please don’t stop!”


Igwe grinned at her. Delighted to see her eyes pleading for him to continue buggering her, so different to when he had first taken her anal virginity, then he had had to forcefully hold her down in what had almost been a rape.


“You do it!” He ordered.


Angel hung her head, her brain spinning at his wicked demand. She looked back at him underneath herself at his strong muscular black thighs in stark contrast to her own shapely tanned thighs. She saw his heavy black balls dangling between her legs and felt a hot rush of lust. She braced her elbows.


Mark could not be sure if he could believe what he was seeing as his prim sexually conservative wife pushed her hips backwards voluntarily spearing her backside on eleven inches of thick black cock.


He stared, amazed and shocked as Angel kneeling in front of her African lover began to push her hips backwards and forwards along that black length. He watched as Angel picked up her speed, shocked as his wife began to feverishly gasp as she quickened up her movements, eagerly thrusting herself forcefully back on to the long male member, before pulling off then pushing back in an increasingly frenzied movement.


Igwe’s head rose up and fell backwards. He looked up at the ceiling and roared his laughter as the excited lust of the woman sought her satisfaction on his cock. Confident she was broken to his needs.


He grasped her hips in delight to hold her still for a moment. Then his cock erupted shooting his hot seed deep inside her bowels.


“Oh, please no! I’m not finished!” Another roar of delighted laughter erupted from Igwe as he pulled free of her clinging sheath, the last jets of his seed spurting across her slender white back.


Igwe rolled off the bed, while Angel moaned her complaint.


“But what about me?”


Igwe’s barrel laugh rolled across the room.


“Your husband can finish you off,” and then he laughed again and strode out of the bedroom leaving the couple to themselves.


‘My husband’ Angel remembered her husband was in the room and had been watching it all! She flushed with shame and embarrassment and her head in a pillow. She tried to gather her thoughts, but her body still burned with unfulfilled sexual excitement. She needed…


The bed moved and Angel tensed with the realisation that Mark had climbed on to the bed and she clutched the pillow tight to protect her face if he assaulted her. Not sure how he would react. How would any husband react to her display of lust for kinky sex with another man?


The mattress shifted as Mark approached.


“Leave me alone!” She bleated through the pillow.


Then a soft hot wetness licked between her legs and she felt Mark’s hot breath on her loins and squealed again in shocked surprise. Mark’s hands tentatively rested on the soft wetness of her sweat and sperm slick thighs and dipped his head again. Not really believing he was doing this but a perverse desire seemed to be driving him and his tongue flickered out


Angel squirmed at the shocking pleasure of her husband’s licking tongue delving into her wet feminine centre. The tongue licked and lapped passing from the sex soaked channel of her pussy across sensitive bruised skin before passing over and around her abused bottom.


“Oooooh,” she gasped tilting her hips to ease his access to her loins. She would worry about this later she decided and pushed her hips back at her husband’s licking tongue. She needed to get off!


The tongue passed backwards and forwards in delighted exciting soft licks. She was shocked to the core when her husband pushed his tongue deep into her bottom, circling and licking at her abused sphincter.


“Oooooh yes, I like that!” Then she flushed in shame at encouraging her husband to such a disgusting act, but it felt exquisite and she pushed her hips up and back into his face.


“Lick my pussy!” She demanded as a wicked thought engulfed and she wondered just how far her husband would go and raised her hips higher.


“Lick it!” She demanded in an unusually forceful way. Mark’s tongue obediently returned to her pussy lapping and licking and creating the most exquisite sensations. She poised for a moment savouring his soft soothing exciting tongue. Her husband had been well trained after fourteen years of marriage of pleasing her with his mouth, but this was a first having him lick her pussy so freshly fucked.


She squeezed her pussy forcing out Igwe’s thick seed. Mark paused for a moment then his tongue returned to licking her. Angel’s excitement rose to a new peak.


Angel’s excitement rose again, but soon Mark had slipped up behind her. She felt the thick mushroom cap of his seven inch cock nose then slip easily into her lubricated back passage and simply sighed and lifted her hips. Once she had been afraid of her husband’s long cock, but after Igwe such fears seemed to belong to the past.


Mark sighed as his cock slid easily into the slick, creamed sheath of his wife’s once taboo bottom and pushed his cock in deep, eliciting only a happy sigh from Angel, compared to the fearful panic that had characterised his first attempt at this on their honeymoon so many years ago.


Their coupling was short and brief after all that had gone before. Mark was overexcited from all that he had seen and Angel had been close to her orgasm when Mark slid into her. When his comfortable cock started sliding over easily in and out she rose quickly to a peak. During her orgasm her rectal muscles grabbed and squeezed Mark’s cock in a tight milking grip and this was too much for Mark who promptly shot his load to join her African lover’s deep in her bowels.


The two sank together in a happy embrace on the silk covered bed. The irony of Mark making love to his wife on her lover’s bed was lost in the moment, but would come back to haunt Mark’s thoughts in the future.


“You do realise that I will let him have me whenever he wants me don’t you?”


“I know, I understand.” Mark whispered quietly back to her, his warm breath flowing over her ear. Then he dipped his head and kissed Angel softly on her slender neck.


Half an hour later the couple left Igwe’s house together, as they walked down the steps mark reached out and took Angel’s hand in his. After a moment’s surprise Angel snuggle close. Somehow there seemed to have begun a new understanding between each other and the couple felt closer than they had for a long time.


As they walked hand in hand to their car a warm rosy glow seemed to surround them.





That might have been a moment when the story had a happy ending. That might have been the case if Mark did not still have fifteen months to run on his contract, and fifteen months is a long time to spend in Africa with a beautiful wife…




Chapter 10






The next few months settled into a regular pattern. Mark and Angel had reached an amicable arrangement, and Igwe was content to have Angel delivered to him every Tuesday night for the nights of the Philosophy Circle, and Mark no longer wasted time staying up for her late return.


Occasionally on other nights, but never more than once a week Igwe took Angel out to a dinner or reception. At such times Angel would dress in her customary style and panache, and Igwe would proudly strut into the occasion with a ‘real English lady’ paraded on his arm, leaving others to drool over what he would be doing to her later.


Afterwards Angel told Mark of how surprised she was that many of the Africans at these dinners and dancers there were with other white women and older teenage girls, paraded on display on all their finery.


She did not tell Mark of her own concerns that many of these women were much younger than her. So often they seemed to be between seventeen and twenty five years old, compared to her thirty-two years old! Though she comforted herself that none of them had her beauty, or stylishness!


Mark saw his wife dress for these occasions with mixed views. Seeing his wife parade around their bedroom in silk and satin undergarments as she chose dresses that would provoke and excite her lover while still not compromising her own sense of what was decent always left him with a churning stomach. The thought of Igwe’s dark hands stripping that finery away and savouring his wife’s soft warm curves before satisfying his lust on her in that brutal vigorous way he had witnessed at his villa never failed to leave him aroused.


When Angel came home there was always a sparkle in her eye, and often she would want to go straight to bed and make love with Mark. To his surprise on some of these occasions he would find that Angel had not come to him after being made love to, sexually excited as she was, but Angel was reluctant to talk in detail of what happened on those evenings.


He quite enjoyed the idea that Igwe had made Angel pleasure him with lips and tongue, before sending her home still horny and unsatisfied. Was the man deliberately making sure Angel did not cut him off from sex as some of the bizarre and ridiculous web forums claimed some women did by sending her home aroused and wanting…


Angel’s extensive wardrobe expanded, and her range of lingerie became more exotic, all at no expense to Mark. While Angel’s knowledge of Harare restaurants and clubs blossomed, though most of the clubs Angel was taken to, were clubs that were frequented by the African community rather than local or expatriate white staff.


Angel told Mark of clubs where the waiters were all white, male and female, in skimpy clothing and were expected to stand idly by and allow guests to fondle and caress them as they served.


She also told him excitedly of seeing her first live sex show, in which three hulking muscular black brutes had ravished the sweetest looking seventeen year old white girl while the audience looked on and indulged in open sexual play as they watched. Then at the end of the show the members had been invited backstage to have their own fun with the girl. All for a price of course! She choose not to expand as to how she had grovelled on her knees sucking Igwe to a climax, along with several other white women, as well as some young white girls nearer her daughter’s age all sucking at their own lover’s cocks, or bouncing in their laps as they watched the show. She knew would have alarmed Mark if she mentioned their ages!


There were some things that were best not to tell Mark, not if she did not have to!


It was one relief to Mark that the white community and black community favoured different drinking holes! The only club commonly attended by both communities was the Jazz Club. Of course most Africans cold not afford the more expensive establishments catering to the white community, with nearly four million African factory workers in the city many African drinking establishments were not the sort of place that white men visited, and only visited very rarely by white women with a sense of adventure and curiosity usually resolved across a few bar room tables behind locked doors whether they were willing or not.


While the wealthy and powerful new African elite had their own private discreet establishments in which they could indulge their slightest whim, whether it was for exotic food, quality wine, or soft skinned luscious females. Clubs in which the age of the girls and boys available to the members was not a consideration among his fellow unscrupulous Africans!


The chance of his wife being seen in the company of Igwe by anyone they knew seemed very remote although he began to realise there were a number of exclusive black drinking establishments that catered to the extremely wealthy Africans and those with political power. Clubs in which it was white men who were barred from membership, though not white women!


Angel described those as being similar to the bar on the mezzanine of the Sheraton, all leather and dark wood, with subservient service. Many of these clubs seemed to have a related country estate remote from other properties where Angel had heard rumours of even wilder parties but she had never detailed to Mark some of the wild tales she had heard.


Through work Mark met other African businessman, and when he politely but firmly declined to accept bribes was surprised to be offered the services of women, not just African women, but white women and girls as well. He knew the importance of maintaining good relations with the African subcontractors with whom his firm did business, and was always careful not to cause offense in turning down such offers. Though it seemed to him that when the Africans realised he was English, they seemed to nod in understanding.


Nevertheless he felt a vicarious thrill at being invited back to an African businessman’s villa for tea and biscuits and seeing nubile, teenage white girls sunbathing by the poolside in skimpy bikinis. The thought of such lovely, fresh young women being offered to African or Arab guests or business contacts set in train lascivious thoughts for days on end.


They also made him more determined than ever that his own precious daughter should not be allowed anywhere near these African Lotharios!


Angel learned to accept Igwe’s hands wandering up her dress, when sitting in public with his friends. She had learned to accept being escorted across a restaurant, while Igwe’s hands declared his ownership by openly fondling her bottom as they strolled in front of all the other guests.


She learned how to accommodate his large member, learned how to wriggle and squirm in ways that allowed it to slide deeper. For the first time in fourteen years she felt free to glory in the pleasure of sex. Igwe was not her husband, though she would divorce Mark in a trice if Igwe asked her to marry him.


No Igwe was not her husband. He was not careful, considerate and gentle. He was a brute! All hard driving manhood and brutal vigour and in his hands Angel had learned the most important lesson of all.


It was OK not to be in charge!


It was OK not be a career woman!


It was exciting just to surrender to her femininity and be submissive to a man’s lust!


She could throw any thoughts of her rights as a woman out the window.


With Igwe all she had to do was submit, and the ecstasy would follow!


No matter what perverted kinky demand he made on her all she had to do was surrender and everything would be alright!





She cuddled with him on the bed, that afternoon. He was naked and aroused and her eyes and hands were focussed on the flagpole that was his cock.


Her own soft white nakedness was draped over his stocky black body. With one silky thigh draped across his legs, she pressed and rubbed her firm round orbs against him, hoping the feel of her hard nipples pressed against him would rouse him to mount her.


Her soft hand grasped his cock. She could feel the gnarled throbbing veins and the pulse of his lust. Through the open window that gasps and moans coming from the flat above his garage could be clearly heard. If Igwe wanted to enjoy listening to that blond doxy being fucked senseless then Angel would not dare to complain. ‘It could so easily be her in that room’ she thought and shivered.


A burst of African laughter wafted across the driveway from the garage flat to the main villa and Angel recalled the moment when the door had burst open and the blond stranger had burst into Igwe’s villa.


The woman had been distraught and angry, desperate and furious. If eyes could kill those blue eyes would have blasted Angel to hell there and then. Instead Chuku Olanes, Igwe’s bodyguard, and Dominic his lecherous chauffeur had tumbled through the door behind her and rugby tackled her to the ground. A third African in blue overalls had run in after them and had promptly grabbed the woman’s feet.


An unseemly tussle had broken out on the floor as the woman’s anger fuelled her strength, and her slim body writhed in the grasp of the African’s trying to hold her down. If the African men had concentrated on their job they would have easily overpowered her, but being African men they were easily distracted.


Distracted by the fresh scent of a white woman, by her soft curves, bouncing breasts, waving blond hair, and white thighs displayed by a rising dress. The African men wrestling with the woman found their hands holding on to parts of her that were not best designed to be of use in restraining her.


Hands grasped round breasts and slipped up soft thighs, pushing other hands aside so they could feel other vital parts rather than restrain the furiously struggling blond beauty.


“You bastard!” She yelled. Her legs kicked out, teeth bit, her head butted and the Africans belatedly realised they needed to get this hellcat under control!


“You said you loved me!” Her voice broke into a wail as the African men grasped wrists and neck and ankles. Still she humped and wriggled and howled.


Chuku sat on her, knocking the wind out of her.


Her head turned to Igwe, a look of desperate pleading on her face.


“Just what did I have to do?”


Angel’s breath had caught in her throat at the look of anguish in the lovely woman’s eyes. She could not have been over twenty five years old, and she had been so pretty.


Igwe had been stern and unmoved.


The Africans had bundled her back up onto her feet, and when she had started shouting again Chuku had slapped her face hard. Dominic had grabbed her tumbled her over his shoulder. The gardener had kept on hanging to her feet, while Chuku grabbed her hands.


Dominic’s meaty hand slapped her bottom, and stayed to fondle and caress.


The woman wailed and called out to Igwe, but he just nodded to his staff who carried her off shouting and cursing. When Igwe took Angel in his arms she cuddled close. He had chosen her over that slim blond attractive woman! She felt a rush of wetness flood her loins as his arm encircled her.


A feeling of triumph had engulfed her. She was still the best.


Igwe had taken her off to his bedroom and she had eagerly agreed. Through the open windows the woman’s screeches and protests had risen as she was taken not to her car but to the servant’s flat over the garage.


Igwe had stripped off his clothes and Angel quickly followed, but instead of making love he had lain back on his bed and relaxed listening. Angel had cuddled up stroking and fondling Igwe, and had to listen as well too the sounds from the garage flat.


The woman’s shrieks had risen as the African laughter had risen. Her protests just seemed to provoke the lust of the African servants. Angel had found her nipples hardening at the thought of those hard men holding that woman down just a short distance away.


The shrieks had stopped, but the laughter continued as the rhythmic squeak of bedsprings carried across the yard. As that sound reached them Igwe’s cock had rose to full attention and she realised he was getting a kick from knowing what was happening to one of his former mistresses. She wondered if he was any different from her husband Mark, who was clearly aroused by her affair, even if it was confusing to Angel!


Then she realised she had to do something to bring Igwe’s attention back to her. The price of failure at keeping Igwe’s attention was squeaking away across the yard as his servant’s took their pleasure!


She decided and dipped her head into Igwe’s groin. Her tongue paid only passing homage to his cock as her head dipped low, she tried not to think about what she was about to do as her soft tongue lapped across his balls.


She paused for a moment, then threw aside caution and thrust her head lower, her tongue seeking out and licking his pungent arsehole. She tried not to think what she was doing when she pointed and stiffened her tongue and pushed it in.


The sound of Igwe’s delighted groan of pleasure was music in her ears and she drew confidence from his stirring movements. Her tongue thrust and swirled and Igwe’s thighs rose and clamped around her head burying her in his masculine strength.


Angel lost herself in the lust of the moment.





The weeks rolled into months and Angel settled into a comfortable routine with her husband, her family and her lover. Though it was her lover who set her pulse racing, and her heart thumping. It only took a few thoughts of him for her to get wet between her legs, and if Igwe was not around it was Mark who was surprised by the unexpected passion of her excitement.


She got to meet his close friends, friends that Igwe wanted her to sleep with. She kept telling him that she had no interest in any man but him and would willingly give up her husband and her family if he would take her in. Igwe had dismissed that offer not wanting to break up a settled family he said. Angel did not give a give a fig about that. In Igwe’s presence her knees went weak and a fierce desire to just roll over and be mounted by him seemed to overcome her. It was totally irrational on her part, a far cry from her lifelong focus on her right as a woman in a man’s world.


Here in Zimbabwe she just wanted to roll on her back and be fucked by her black lover. His sophistication, intelligence and charm disappeared with his clothes and Angel had learned what it really meant just to be a submissive woman giving in to the lust of a man.


But she did not want to sleep with his friends!


She did not like them!


The more she heard about them the more she was shocked. The more she spoke to other white women involved in their Philosophy Circle the more surprised she was by their attitudes, and the depths they were willing to go to please their African lovers. At first she had been shocked that sensible intelligent women would co-operate with Africans wanting to bed their teenage daughters.


She had no answer to their response that allowing their daughters to discover sex at the hands of experienced black lovers was no different than men taking their sons to brothels for their first sexual experiences. Why shouldn’t modern women have a modern attitude to their own daughter’s sex education?


That had not stopped her being shocked to the core when she learned that Shirley Parks had taken her fifteen year old son to her African lover so that the African could educate her son on wider aspects of sexual pleasure!


The extent of sodomy in Africa had shocked her with even Igwe expressing the view that as long as an opening was hot and tight what did it matter what gender it belonged to!


It was equally clear that while some fathers and husbands had no knowledge of their wives and daughters involvement with these dominant masterful Africans, others were fully aware and took advantage of the lust of the African men to advance their own careers even to the extent of delivering up daughters to African’s rampant in lust for younger nubile white girls.


Angel had no doubt her own husband would hit the roof with his rage and anger if he learned that she had allowed Igwe anywhere near their daughter Amanda. Their eldest daughter, seventeen year old Rebecca, was safe in England at her sixth Form College and had recently written to declare her intention to marry her latest beau, while at the same time assuring Angel that she had every intention of being a virgin bride and Angel was not to worry about what she was up to in England.


Angel had been a virgin bride and proud of it. Now she wondered if the concept of being a virgin bride was just another trap women fell into to suit men. Would she have understood sex better if she had taken several lovers before she married? She tended to push those thoughts aside as unsuitable. Her affair with Igwe had proven that sex was only satisfactory for a woman when it was with someone you loved.


If only Igwe would understand that and stop pestering her to sleep with his friends!


His friend Ngorro made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. The man was so fat she could not imagine him having the energy to make love to anyone. He boasted at weighing in at twenty stone. She found it bizarre that Africans considered being grossly overweight as a sign of enhanced status and wealth. The way his piglet eyes seemed to undress every time they met unnerved her.


Ngorro was always with that little nymphet Hayley Parson, who clearly had no reservations at all about snuggling up with him. The way the Africans passed confidently and possessively over the girl as she snuggled up to him left Angel with no doubts about the relationship between them, and the girl’s enthusiasm for the bizarre combination of fifty four year old overweight lecherous African and the nubile white fourteen year old nymphet.


In England she would have dismissed out of hand such a combination, but this was Africa where wealth and power bred excesses of every kind.


She had also met Joshua had at the last meeting being boasting about his new Governess for his children, Natalie. Fresh out of an English university he had employed her to teach his children, and quickly found that she was willing to educate his sons and daughters in sexual matters as well as education. He had boasted how when he visited her room he found her to be a very willing sexual submissive willing to do anything at all that was necessary to keep her job. He would soon hand her over to Joseph, who he knew could exploit her blond beauty and submissiveness to make both men lots of money.


Joseph was the third friend of Igwe. At thirty four years old he was the youngest of Igwe’s clique. His relative youth in the group was more than made up for by his power as a Major in the Central Intelligence Organisation. It was his job to prop up the regime running the country. He took it seriously and was a fully paid up member of the Terror Squad. Nevertheless Angel had found him unfailingly polite and courteous to her.


She had expressed her nervousness about him to Igwe. He had assured her that no white women who fell foul of the law ended up in an African jail if Joseph caught them. That reassurance evaporated when Igwe explained with a chuckle that such women invariably ended up working for Joseph’s white escort service!


Mark had got on with life. Work taking up most of his time and Angel’s affair meant he was more conscious of his time with Amanda and Robert. Nevertheless he was more conscious now when they encountered African men with white women on their arm. Dinner at the Sheraton Hotel would rarely pass without one African or another passing through the lobby with attractive well dressed white woman on their arm usually between seventeen and twenty five years old. He could hardly blame Amanda for her curiosity about such couples. Angel tended to discreetly ignore them.


Now when he took the kids to the ice cream parlour he was acutely conscious when an older African male brought a younger teenage white girl to the parlour. A black hand possessively resting on her shoulder as he bought ice cream cocktails for the girl then led her off with a hand rarely losing touch with her. He did not like to dwell too much about what happened later, not when he as sitting next to Amanda and very conscious of the hungry glances being directed her way.


One night Angel was sitting with Igwe on his sofa enjoying a drink and a chat. She loved these quiet times together when she was his sole attention. She knew why she was there, and knew before the evening was over she would be sprawled across his bed and mounted like a heifer beneath a bull, but these chats reinforced her belief that he wanted more from her than her body. It was a moment when her charm and wit could be matched against his surprising intellect and worldly knowledge.


Though even as she sat there sipping red wine her body seemed to tingle all over. Sitting across from Igwe her nipples had become hard and stiff. She did not mind if he could see her nipples betraying her arousal through her dress, she wanted him to know she was hot and horny for him. Her skin seemed super sensitive to feel of her dress, and she knew that when his hands touched her she would cream her panties.


There was a heavy fullness in her loins and she thanked God for the pill. She knew that if she had been fertile today she would not have been able to resist his lust no matter what the consequences.


Igwe sipped his own wine and wondered if the cocaine was having its affect on Angel yet. He did not use cocaine very often but it had some interesting affects on loosening up white women, and many of his friends used it to with interesting side effects.


Angel talked about the philosophical attitude of poor Africans and how they seemed to live around their poverty without complaint. She was talking nonsense of course, but t would not do to tell her. While it was perfectly true that most Africans lived a hand to mouth existence they were never slow to seize an opportunity to better themselves. Give an African power and he was quick to exploit it to make money, take sexual satisfaction where he could, or even inflict pain on others simply because he could.


The current rulers of the country were not ruling the country because they pussy footed around. They had seized the opportunity and ruthlessly held on to power and were now enjoying the fruits of that power!


Igwe was careful in his friends, steering clear of politics, while judicially making contributions to those in power or looking likely to move into powerful positions. He was therefore a friend to everybody and favours done were like investing in a bank. There were always people who felt they owed something to Igwe and profitable government contracts were awarded to him. He was not slow to offer delectable white females as rewards when contacts were placed. Joseph looked after those arrangements. The women like Angel, in Igwe’s private circle of conquests, were sacred flesh for him and his friends alone.


That also kept them free of risky diseases, very important in an African country where disease was rampant.


He glanced across at Angel. Her eyes were bright, and her skin had a rosy flush to it. He could see her nipples through her dress, and knew that if he took his cock out of his trousers all thoughts of the state of ordinary Africans would vanish. As he watched her tongue flicked out unconsciously wetting her lips.


He loved those succulent lips and the way they softly caressed his cock. It was an added kick that there were the lips of the white wife of a white man, though he would never tell her that. It was clearly important to Angel that she was the centre of attention.


“Angel. I would love it if you told me about your very first sexual experience.”


He watched the colour rise in her cheeks. The darling woman was blushing!


Angel’s prattling stepped and her brain froze, and she glanced sharply at Igwe. Did he know? Surely her husband would not have mentioned it to him. She had only ever mentioned that shameful experience to her husband. Her parents knew of course, but there was no chance Igwe could have learned for them.


She took a deep breath to calm her suddenly alarmed nerves.


Igwe grinned at Angel’s obvious discomfort. He knew he had touched a sore spot and wondered what deliciously naughty little secret she held.


He leaned across and put an arm around her shoulder and cuddled her close. The heady masculine scent did nothing to slow her fluttering heart. He could feel her warmth, and breathed in her scent. He loved it when a white woman was flushed and bothered. It heightened their skin tones and there was nothing so delightful as the nervousness in a woman who knew she was about to be ravished by a man she should not really be with.


He stroked her neck gently then turned her face towards him. Angel looked up at him and into his eyes before looking away.


“Tell me honey child, tell me about your first time.”


Angel looked up at him and into his eyes before looking away.


“Well it was with Mark and we had been…”


“No, no, no I mean your very first sexual experience,” and he turned her face back towards him so he could see her eyes, and was delighted by the look of panic in them. This was going to be good, he just knew it!


Angel’s breath was catching in her throat. Her first experience was burned into her memory though she had tried to forget it. The exhilarating feeling of tongue on her pussy had been electrifying, but the trouble that it had got her into had pushed the experience deep into a dark closet of her mind.


Igwe stroked her cheek softly and gently and Angel’s thoughts fluttered from the past to the present.


“Tell me honey!”


“No I can’t it was too shameful!”


“I don’t think you thought it shameful at the time. I bet you thought it was the most exciting thing in the world. Didn’t you?”


Angel nodded. She had thought she had died and gone to heaven when that tongue licked across her virgin private parts. Then she flushed and buried her face in his shoulder torn between the urge to tell him and the embarrassment, the sheer perversion of the act. Her Parish priest had threatened her with hell and damnation when she went told all in confession.


“I can’t … it’s so embarrassing!”


Igwe signed and looked at the swell of Angel’s breasts. Her nipples had if anything peaked even further. Whatever the secret was it had heightened Angel’s sexual arousal. He brought forward his free hand and cupped her squeezed one of those full firm full breasts and relished the feel of that nipple against his palm.


Angel gasped. Igwe’s hands had sent shock waves of intense pleasure through her. Far more than usual, her breast seemed to leap eagerly into the caressing hand. Her heart pounded and her pussy pulsed and throbbed in heat and need. The effects of the cocaine had unknowing to Angel wreaked havoc on her senses. Heat seemed to radiate from her loins.


She turned to Igwe and tried to kiss him and convey her lust, anything to stop this line of questioning. Igwe pushed her questing lips away. He wanted answers and was not to be distracted.


“You have told you husband haven’t you?”


A frustrated Angel nodded trying to avoid his eyes, but Igwe turned her face back to him.


“So you have told your husband, but you won’t tell me?” His voice was hard, accusing. Angel winced. She was caught! How could she refuse to tell this man she loved and needed something she had already told her husband?


“Ok, ok! I’ll tell, just bear with me a moment.” Igwe tried to focus her head, to work out how to say this right. As if there was ever a right way…


“I … my pussy was licked.” Igwe smiled reassuringly and squeezed Angel’s breast. His fingers seeking out her nipple to give it some special attention.


“I guess there was more to this than just your pussy being licked.” Angel swallowed and gazed at the African who clearly understood her nature better than herself. A sexual nature she had suppressed and controlled for years.


“I … I was just eleven years old!”


“Sweet, you must have been the prettiest eleven year old ever, but there is nothing shameful about having your pussy licked not even when you were only eleven years old. Whoever licked your pussy must have thought it was the sweetest tasting pussy…”


Angel turned to him and he was astonished at the anguish in her eyes.


“It was my pet dog!”


Her voice broke and she clung to him desperate not to be thrown aside and rejected. Igwe circled her in his arms cuddling her close. She could not see the look of lust and triumph in her lover’s eyes. She fretted and worried he would reject her for permitting this pervert act. Igwe struggled to hold back the orgasm that threatened to overwhelm him at the thought of his latest conquest being licked by her pet dog when she was a sweet youngster.


“That’s Ok,” he patted her head gently. “That must have been so exciting for you.”


Angel pulled away and looked up at Igwe. All she saw in his eyes was understanding and excitement.


“It was … I didn’t understand it was wrong … the feeling was indescribable. It just felt so exhilarating … your not ashamed of me?”


“No of course not. There was no need for you to feel ashamed. I understand what it must have been like for you.”


“Do you?”


“Of course. Tell me how it happened?”


Angel looked at him and she saw no condemnation in his eyes. Her relief overwhelmed her, and she took a moment to gather herself together.


“I was playing ball with Rover, that was what he was called.” She paused for a moment as fond memories of her long dead pet surfaced. “Anyway the ball rolled under the sofa and I had to get down to recover it when Rover just snuck his head under my skirt and licked me. I just froze and he licked me again.”


She looked at Igwe and he nodded to her encouragingly.


“You have to understand that I had never felt anything like that before ever. It was such an exhilarating feeling!”


Igwe nodded at her.


“So what did you do next?”


Angel took a deep breath and give Igwe a hug before continuing.


“Well I was worried about the servants so I went up to my room with Rover and locked the door. Then I took my panties off and lay back on the bed and spread my legs.”


Igwe grinned at her.


“Good girl!”


Angel looked up at him relieved he was taking this so well.


“And then … what did Rover do then?”


Angel rolled her eyes at Igwe before replying.


“Well Rover just went berserk. He dived between my legs and licked as though the world was about to end and he had to lick it all up extra quick!”


Igwe laughed and hugged her close. Angel laughed with him in relief and happiness that she had been able get it off her chest with no repercussions.


“That most have felt divine.”


“It was. You can’t believe how it felt. I had never experienced anything like it before and once Rover started licking he just would not stop. It was though I had died and gone to heaven.”


“And that was how you had your first orgasm?”


“Oh yes, it was like an earthquake. I had to force Rover to stop him licking at me otherwise I would have exploded!”


Igwe laughed and hugged her again.


“That was not so bad now was it?”


“Are you not disgusted with me?”


“Of course, not why should I be, it must have been so exciting for you! There is nothing wrong in finding sexual pleasure wherever you find it. You were not forcing the dog to lick you were you?”


“Oh No! He loved it couldn’t get enough of licking my pussy!”


“And I bet you could not get enough of his licking either?”


Angel flushed bright pink and Igwe roared in jovial friendly laughter causing Angel to flush even further.


“So … do you still let your dogs lick your pussy?”


“Oh no, I stopped when I realised it was wrong!”


“Wrong?” Igwe looked at her quizzically.


“Well it is, isn’t it?”


“No, why should it be wrong? It give you pleasure and you pet didn’t mind did he?” Angel nodded and looked away concern on her face.


“Ok honey, tell me what happened?” He pulled her close taking her in his arms and caressing. “Tell Daddy everything.”


Angel shivered at his words and snuggled close welcoming his warmth, strength and understanding.


“My mum walked in. I was lying back on the bed and Rover was licking away and I was lost to the world when my Mum walked in and screamed. I had not heard her come in. Well she went into such a fit I thought she die of heart attack. She was screaming at me, screaming at the dog, and screaming at the servants. Could you imagine my embarrassment that she let the servants know the dog was licking my pussy! You know what servants are like I think half the neighbourhood must have known before an hour was up!”


Igwe nodded, hugging her close and wondered what the local grapevine was saying about Angel’s regular visits, but decided it was best not to raise the point.


“Well then she told my Dad and he had a fit. Then I was dragged me down to the Priest to have my soul cleaned! The priest was threatening me with hell and damnation, and of course he told the nuns teaching at the school. You can’t possibly understand my embarrassment!”


Igwe grinned over her head.


“There, there that is all in the past. Have you been worrying about that all these years?”


“They were always telling me I would go to Hell for what I had done with the dog, and that scared me!”


Igwe hugged her reassuringly. Then he turned her head and kissed her softly on the lips. Angel sighed and relaxed into the kiss. When Igwe raised his head he looked down into her eyes. His eyes were hard and penetrating and Angel felt as though he was seeing into her very soul.


“There is something else though isn’t there? You have not told me everything.”


Angel sought to turn her head away, but Igwe turned her head back. Her heart stopped for a moment and she wondered at this man who was perceptive. His eyes seemed to penetrate her inner depths. How did he know?


“Trust me Angel. No secrets from me. I love you.”


Those magical words set Angel’s heart racing and her eyes widened. She so wanted to be able to trust and to tell. Even her husband did not know her deepest secret and the fantasies it had engendered for so many of her adolescent years. She looked up into Igwe’s eyes and saw in them what she wanted to see, only compassionate understanding.


She was so used to his hard cock pressing into her that his inner lust at her story passed her by.


“Ok.” Then she stopped nervous and unsure how to proceed. His hands gently stroked her neck, and she arched her neck into his comforting hand, even as the tingle of his touch sent roils of sensation through her. Her body was aroused and her memories brought forth by her black lover were deep and sensuous.


“Tell me all, honey.”


“I was into swimming when I was younger and I swam for my county. I could have qualified for the Olympics but I chose university. At home I have many cups and medals. My parents were usually too busy running their businesses and it was easy to throw myself into my swimming.”


Igwe continued his caresses, and Angel savoured the feel of his hands on her body.


“You have to understand how important swimming was to me at that time. I had a swimming coach, he was Chinese and did not like me, and was hard on me, but he decided who was in the team and who was not.”


“Ahh … so he blackmailed you?”


Angel looked up at him confused. ‘How did he just know these things?’


“Yes. I was just fourteen and innocent. I didn’t have a boyfriend at all and my parents watched me like a hawk and would not let me have any kind of pet again.”


Igwe smiled to himself at the idea that a girl who had let her pet lick her pussy at eleven years of age could be described as still innocent, but hid his humour from Angel.


“So what did he want from you?”


“He told me … he told me if I did not do what he wanted he would he would not pick me for the team ever again … he … he wanted me to suck his cock.”


‘Sweet’ thought Igwe. An English fourteen year old virgin sucking an old chinaman’s cock. The lucky so and so!


“You did not really mind did you?”


Angel looked again at him sharply. He was right again! She had had mixed views. He forced her to do it, but it set strange emotions running through her. She had wanted him to do so much more, but all he demanded was her lips and tongue on his dirty cock and balls. It had been confusing, frustrating, disgusting and exciting at differing times.


“My parents trusted him. When we had to travel to other countries my parents signed papers giving him authority because they did not trust me, but what he did to me, made me do to him…”


“I was booked into adjacent rooms, but he always made me sleep in his bed and do things to him with my lips and tongue.”


“You told me you were a virgin when you married Mark, and had never had sex in your bottom before me. Was that true?”


“Yes.”


“So he never really did anything to you did he? Did he lick your pussy like the dog?”


“No, well yes, but only if I won a race!”


Igwe laughed, and then hugged Angel again as he saw her discomfort at his laughter.


“Well I guess you wanted your pussy licked more often than that!”


Angel nodded and flushed again.


“You wanted him to do more than that didn’t you? You wanted him to take your virginity and make love to you? But he wouldn’t would he?”


Angel looked down before nodding.


“He was nasty to me.”


“But that did not stop you wanting him to do it. It did not stop you hungering for him to fuck you. Even though you did not love him…”


Angel froze wondering if he had found a way to trap her! His hand stroked the back of her neck gently.


“Promise me one thing Angel, if you ever have a daughter, when she becomes fourteen remember how you felt and never allow her to be trapped by the fears and prejudices in the way you were by your parents.”


Angel felt a cold shiver run down her spine. She almost blurted out about Amanda, but would he ever want her again if he ever had Amanda in his bed? Fear circled her guts and she kept quiet.


“So how did it end?”


Angel swallowed.


“He would not take my virginity because that could be proven. He did not want to risk that. He was caught making me suck him off in the changing room after a training session. He was arrested and jailed.”


“And your parents?”


Angel rolled her eyes.


“They went up the wall again, back to the priest again! More hell and damnation hurled at me. My parents appointed a nun as Governess! Can you believe that? At fourteen having a Governess appointed and a Nun at that! I couldn’t sleep without her checking behind the curtains!”


Igwe hugged her close now reassuringly.


“That’s all past now, honey, you don’t need to worry anymore. So then you met and married Mark.”


“Yes, I couldn’t marry Mark soon enough, and I have been good and proper and faithful,” she paused. “Well till I met you…”


Igwe smiled at her and ran his hands over her in appreciation and comfort.


“You too easily confuse sex and love. You still love Mark don’t you?”


“I love you!”


“Yes, but you love Mark as well don’t you?” Angel looked confused. “You did not love the Chinaman but you wanted him to fuck you didn’t you?”


Angel shook her head.


“You still need to differentiate between sex and love Angel.”


Angel shook her head again.


Igwe leaned across and took Angel’s wine and offered it to her. Angel took the drink ad gratefully drank, probably more than she should. The cocaine inside the wine was still potent and she enjoyed the way her body flushed and tingled.


When Igwe stood the bulge in his trousers was prominent, and Angel sipped the wine again quickly. Sucking Igwe’s cock was nothing like sucking the Chinaman’s cock, and her pussy throbbed hotly.


“Well let’s forget all that.”


He leaned down and kissed her his hands reaching our and grasping and fondling her breasts. Angel did not understand why her body reacted so violently and passionately to the touch of Igwe. ‘It had to be love to feel like this.’


“Stand up a moment.”


Angel did, she was eager to go into his arms, but he held her back then dipped his hand up under her dress. In brief quick movement he slipped his hands inside her panties and found a wet lushness there. Angel went up on her toes as his hand delved in her pussy and shooting pleasure radiated from his hand.


“Take your clothes off Angel and wait for me. I have a surprise for you.”


Angel moaned as his hand withdrew, and clutched at him but he gently pushed her back.


“Trust me honey. You are going to love this, just take your clothes off and wait a moment.”


“Be quick.” The hot eagerness in her voice was music in Igwe’s ears.


He left and quickly went outside, waving away Chuku and Dominic.


“Smith! Here!”


The dog bounded up quickly followed by Wilson, Stud and King. The four German Shepherds provided effective all round security.


“Here Smith!” Igwe called and the dog rushed over tail wagging. Igwe offered his hand and Smith licked and then licked more eagerly as the dog realised the hand was coated with a tasty liquid.


“That’s it Smith, get a taste of that. Have I got a treat for you!”


The dog’s tail wagged harder. He reached down and clipped on a strong lead so he could restrain the powerful animal, before leading it inside the villa.


“Here we are, boy, here we are, you are going to like this, just behave yourself now.”


He pushed open the door into the lounge and led the dog inside.


Angel’s eyes shot wide.


The dog strained at the leash as the scent on Igwe’s hand wafted across the room from the human female that was clearly on heat.


Angel saw the dog strain to get at her and her heart went into overdrive racing away as she stared at the way it’s tongue hung from its path as it panted. Memories of the ecstasy created by her pet’s tongue flooded back. That big dog had a much longer flapping tongue!


Igwe held him back, petting him the big dog gently, enjoying the feel of its warm fur covered body.


“Easy, easy now, steady there.” The big, powerful animal pulled and strained at the leash, scrabbling with its paws for grip as the scent of an excited female tormented its nose.


He looked across at Angel who sat there in naked splendour with bright startled eyes, heaving full creamy white breasts, and long golden tanned thighs.


“Ok honey, spread your legs.”


Angel looked at him startled. Her breath in her throat then she looked back at the dog. Then her lithe shapely legs opened wide. The dog lurched forward and Angel moaned, but Igwe held the dog back, only allowing it forward gradually so that it did not leap all over her in its excitement.


When it’s cold nose touched her loins she nearly jumped from surprise and anticipation. That hot wet lapping tongue stroked lightly across her pussy and she nearly fainted from pleasure and thrilling excitement.


Igwe unleashed the dog as its nose eagerly nuzzled between Angel’s legs and stepped back. The dog’s tail wagged happily and the animal started delving deeper into the wet tasty treat between the woman’s legs, totally ignoring the resulting keening moans. He was used to the way women reacted to him licking them.


Igwe casually removed his own clothes. Angel was fixated on the dog between her legs as it licked and lapped and shuffled around to work it’s tongue deeper seeking out the tasty inner juices.


He sat beside her and slipped his arm around her slender waist. Angel had sat forward so that she sat on the edge of the sofa. Her legs were trembling as she held them open for the eager animal.


Igwe brought up his other hand to grasp and fondle one of Angel’s full, firm breasts. She turned towards him and he marvelled at the fever in her eyes.


“Ooooh! Oh God.”


“Take your time honey.” His strong arm tightened on her waist holding her body firmly


Angel’s eyes rolled as the sensations of the dog’s eager tongue worked through her pussy, suffusing her sensitive loins with heat and radiating pleasure. Her husband had learned over the years through experience and time to pleasure her with his tongue, but nothing compared to the speed, depth and eagerness of the hungry, excited animal’s long lashing tongue.


“Ooooh! Oh God, you can’t believe how good this feels!”


Igwe grinned


Angel looked down to watch as the steaming length of the dog’s lingual member licked up through her slick wet private parts. The dog’s tongue had parted the lips of her sex and opened the lotus flower of her womanhood, which was flooding the animal’s greedy tongue with her flooding juices. She closed her eyes in ecstasy when the rough part of his tongue stroked across her clitoris.


The dog pulled away for a moment and then it licked across the flat smooth plane of her belly. His long swiping strokes swept up her body until he lapped at the underside of her full breasts, before finding and slashing across the woman’s nipples.


Angel struggled to remain conscious as the delicious sensations overwhelmed her. She had long buried the greedy lapping of her pet, but this guard dog seemed to know just how to get her going and the illicit forbidden memories flooded back.


How did it know to pay such lovely attention to her nipples!


The dog licked higher and swept a few licks across her slender white neck before pulling back and looking down at her loins. It was momentary respite, it soon darted its head forward and it lapped at the liquid seeping out over her thighs.


The dog’s tongue licking at the soft, silky inner skin of her thighs set Angel moaning again, then its cold nose nudged her clitoris, and its tongue delved into her pussy again. This time seeming to curl up inside her pussy to seek out her juice. Its long tongue seemed to slip deeper inside than she had ever felt before.


“Ooooh God, this is so … so wonderful!”


Igwe grinned and hugged her. Then he released her and ran a hand down her trembling back. The sight of the dog licking Angel was erotic enough but the hungry lustful way she had responded had delighted him. For months he had been pushing Angel to try more and more kinky sex and all the time it had been a struggle and an effort.


When he had brought Smith into the room and asked her to spread her legs, those shapely legs had spread wide with no further urging. Her reaction to the animal’s licking displayed a passion and excitement far beyond her usual attempts to restrain her sexual response.


He rested his hand in the small of her back enjoying the soft skin, and relishing her trembling excitement.


“So did you let your pet fuck you?” Angel shuddered underneath his hand.


“Nooo!” Her reply was too sharp, too quick. “I told you I was a virgin when I married Mark.”


“Hmm … so you did … but you did think about it…” Angel shuddered again under his gently stroking hand.


“I was only a young girl Igwe, I did not know right from wrong.”


Igwe smiled. “Nothing to fret over Angel. If it was wrong God would not have given German Shepherds the long hard cocks they have, and allowed them an instinctive understanding of how to please women.” He enjoyed the increased trembling transmitted to his hand. “And Smith has a nice long hard cock…”


Angel’s moan was mix of arousal at Igwe’s perverted words and the image it created in her mind, as well as the enthusiastic quick lashes of eager pink tongue between her legs.


Her pet had indeed aroused confused erotic imaginings, and it was just as well her pet had been a small dog. Smith on the other hand was a big powerful beast of a dog, trained to guard and bring down intruders.


Angel shivered and moaned again, as its eager tongue lapped and set off roiling emotions in her stomach. Minor flashes of acute passion radiated from her loins and she could feel the orgasm building.


“The gates are locked Angel. Chuku is on guard, and the door is locked and bolted. No one is going to burst in … no one will ever know…”


“Ohhhhh … arghhh … god…” Angel was wrapped in a fevered excitement as the animal’s tongue lashed up between her labia, parting the flesh, and exposing the tasty inner morsel of her womanhood. The dog’s cold nose pressed forward in stark contrast to its greedy, hungry, hot seeking tongue.


“Come on honey, get down on your knees in front of me and suck my cock. It’s all hot hard for your mouth. Forget the dog for a while if you want and just think about my cock. Don’t I deserve a reward for bringing you that hot hungry tongue?”


Angel’s head was in turmoil. Forget the dog! How could she? If she got down on her hands and knees to suck Igwe’s cock that beast would…


Igwe’s strung hand curled around her neck and urged her forward and down. She shivered, and moaned and slid off the sofa on to her knees. Smith backed away at her sudden movement. He eyes the trembling sexually excited human bitch in front of him and backed away a bit further.


Angel stared at the dog. It looked back at her with knowing, confident eyes and waited. Angel’s heart pounded, her loins pulsed, and butterflies invaded her stomach. Those eyes, she thought, it was as though the beast could read her mind.


It couldn’t … but it could smell the lust in the woman in front of him … this was an animal that knew what white women for … and it waited.


“Come on honey, come over here and suck my cock. My nuts are bursting for the feel of you hot wet mouth!”


His hand on her neck urged her around and towards him.


“God you really have beautiful breasts!” He stretched across with his other hand and squeezed one of her full orbs, enjoying the feel of round flesh pushing out between his spreading fingers and rubbed his palm over her hard nipple.


“Ohhh!”


“Now look at this honey, look how hard you have made me.”


Angel’s eyes dropped to his loins and her eyes widened. She had been concentrating on the exotic feel of the dog’s tongue, but now as she looked down at Igwe’s manhood her heart pulsed faster.


Igwe’s cock seemed even longer and thicker than usual. It’s eleven inches throbbed and bobbed before her eyes, and she could see the pre-cum trailing down its gnarled stem. A hunger welled up inside her, and she lowered her head and lapped up the leaking male juices.


Igwe’s hands on her shoulders pushed her lower and her hands rested on the carpet. Igwe grinned at the sight of Angel’s curved back, slim waist and round flared derriere. Then he reached for her head and pushed it lower.


The scent of hard cock filled her head and overwhelmed her. She hungrily licked at the throbbing gnarled length, as Igwe’s hands pushed her head lower. She did not hesitate and curled her tongue around his heavy hairy balls, revelling in the heady masculine smell.


Her tongue seemed super-sensitive as it absorbed the taste of his humid loins.


Igwe looked beyond Angel’s kneeling curved body to where Smith stood eying the two humans. His eyes met with Igwe, as his tongue hung low resting. Igwe could have sworn the dog was grinning at him.


He nodded at the dog, which edged forward nose first.


The lash of the dog’s tongue up through the crease of her peach like buttocks sent a nerve tingling shock of illicit pleasure through Angel. Smith savoured the tasty crease and lapped up and down, tongue pressing deep to locate and probe the even tastier anal entrance.


Angel squealed. Igwe pulled her head up, then pushed it down again, directing his cock into the hot mouth of this English wife. Angel’s mouth opened and bobbed her head down the long length running her lips over the silky soft skin that enclosed the iron bar of his cock. Then she set her tongue to work, but the lapping tongue behind her was too much of a distraction, and her concentration wavered.


Igwe gripped her head firmly and set it in motion again.


Smith teased the round dimple between the woman’s splayed cheeks savouring the exquisite taste and ignored the woman’s squeals and bobbing circling hips. He knew human females squealed a lot when he licked them at this spot and had learned from experience that for all the bobbing and circling they were not trying to get away.


The dog’s cock slipped from its furry sheath in preparation.


Igwe held Angel’s pretty face firmly directing her head up and down on this thickness, every now and then a gurgling choking erupted as he tested the entrance to her tight hot throat. He loosened his grip then wrapped her hand in her short brown hair, and pulled her head high. Her soft tongue quickly found and circled the soft/hard mushroom cap of his cock and licked.


Smith lowered his head and swiped a few more licks across her pussy making sure it was still hot and ready. The dog knew it was never sure which entrance he might get his cock into but both were wet and lubricated.


Igwe could see the dog’s trembling excitement and heaving chest and realised it was ready to mount.


“Spread your legs honey.”


Angel spread her legs wide, wondering why the dog had stopped licking. She angled her hips pushing her pussy high. She was greedy for more of those tantalising exciting licks.


“Wider honey, you need to spread your legs wider so Smith can get between them.”


Angel froze at the meaning of Igwe’s words. The intensity of his licking had driven the memory of Igwe’s perverted wicked suggestion from her mind. Igwe pushed her head down low between her arms.


“Look!”


Angel looked and her heart leapt into her mouth. Between her legs she could see the glistening length of animal cock protruding from the animal’s sheath hanging below the dog’s furry belly.


She swallowed. It was nothing like her pet’s cock. Her pet’s cock had been a finger’s length and about as thick. The dog cock bobbing and jerking behind her was long and thick. Probably as long as her husband’s cock, and while not as thick, it was perhaps the thickness of a baby’s wrist.


As she watched it slid further out of its sheath and two tight round pink balls popped out. The dog’s testicles!


“Come on honey, spread those legs a little wider.”


Angel mewled and whimpered in Igwe’s grasp.


Her breasts were full and straining. Her loins were full and heavy with need. Her pussy leaked its excitement, and Smith leaned forward to lap up the leaking juice. The rough surface of the hot tongue sent shivers of heat and desire through her body.


Mewling, Angel inched her legs wider apart.


Above her Igwe grinned and with his free hand lightly tapped Angel’s slender back. Smith knew the signal and surged up onto the kneeling woman’s back.


Despite her sexual arousal instinct drove Angel to buck and her head shot high. Igwe grabbed her head and pushed it back down.


“Stay still!” He commanded.


Angel whimpered and spread her legs wider as the animal’s furry haunches collided with her kneeling legs, then the shocking feel of a hot wetness slithered over her soft inner thigh. The animal above her whimpered its own need as it pumped searching for entry.


She wriggled her hips and the dog above her growled. She could feel the growl transmit itself through its furry body against her back, and a thrill of fear froze her still. The animal behind her shifted and thrust. The hard jab at her loins was shockingly painful.


The dog’s cock had a hard, very hard point, and as it jabbed its pointed tip ruthlessly sought entry. The dog began a series of rapid jabs and Angel squealed at the jabbing pains then gasped as its point sunk home.


The dog stopped jabbing as the warm sheath of the human female enclosed the end of its cock. It whimpered in pleasure at the clamping heat, and scrabbled around into position.


The animal lowered its haunches, and tested the tightness of the opening with the tip of its cock. Forepaws locked around her waist and he growled again to warn her to stay still as he shifted for the decisive thrust it knew was needed.


Igwe watched the big security dog position itself. There was always something dark and powerfully erotic to see a white woman, or girl, kneeling submissively while a big powerful dog manoeuvred itself into position to satisfy its animal lust.


He thrust Angel’s head up and down on his cock to divert her from thinking about what was about to happen.


Angel mewled around Igwe’s thick cock. She was only too well aware of the hot tip of the animal’s cock just inside her womanhood. It was hotter than she had expected, but now it had stopped that fierce indeterminate jabbing she felt some relief. The heavy weight of the dog’s furry body on her back was warm and comforting in a way she had never expected to feel.


She felt the animal shift around, but then Igwe’s hand on her head reminded her that she was meant to be pleasing him and her tongue lashed out at his gnarled hot throbbing length. His hands settled on her shoulders as her had bobbed and her lips clamped tightly as her head rose and fell.


She just loved sucking his black cock.


The thrust when it came shocked her with the speed and depth to which it slithered deep up her cunt. Angel squealed as the hard point seemed to groove a channel through her insides. The heavy body thrusting hard pushed her forcefully onto Igwe’s cock and it pressed deep into her throat choking her. Igwe’s hand on the back of her head prevented her form backing away. She was acutely conscious of being penetrated by two hard cocks. Her knees went weak.


Smith had thrust hard and deep as soon as it was satisfied it was in position. It’s natural lubrication and sharp point enabled it bury deep inside with one powerful hunch. It shuffled forward to consolidate its new position, then began to hump.


Feverishly hump.


Angel squealed again around Igwe’s thick blackness as the animal behind her launched a furious series of hectic, thrusting jabs but now there was no pain. Just hot hard cock hotly slithering backwards and forwards inside her.


It’s heavy warm body above her lurched backwards and forwards. She felt its furry haunches against her legs, which now seemed in stark contrast to the hot hard, lubricated cock that slithered, bobbed and jerked inside her body!


“Keep sucking you lovely little honey,” Igwe commanded as he watched the lusting animal urgently surge and thrust over Angel. Then he leaned back freeing his cock from her sucking pink lips and lapping tongue.


He knew from past experience that once Smith was mounted and deep up inside a woman the point of no return had passed. Angel was not going anywhere until the animal spurted its seed inside her.


As Igwe’s cock slipped from her mouth Angel gasped. The lunging animal’s weight nearly forced her down to her elbows but she braced herself better and knelt there accepting the animal’s greedy hungry lust for the pleasure that her tight cunt was provided it.


The thickness and length of the anima’s hot cock was a revelation, as was the speed and depth of its jabbing thrust’s. Now that it was deep inside her the animal’s movements felt deeply and wickedly exciting.


Igwe looked down at the woman. Here there was none of the love and relationship she preached. Kneeling at his feet absorbing the animal’s feverish humps was an act of pure lust, and he grinned wider.


‘That big dog cared nothing for love it just wanted to get its rocks off!’


‘Could she refuse his friends now, after taking this animal’s cock?’


Angel mewled trying to contain her excitement at the pleasure this big male animal was providing. This was what she had fantasised about, had suppressed, feared and lusted for so many years before.


She had forgotten just how much she had dreamed of what it would be like to kneel beneath a powerful rutting dog. Her pet had been far too small for such an act, and she had settled for its greedy exciting tongue.


The reality was far more shockingly exciting than her adolescent fantasies.


The animal surged, lunged and humped in excited delight, hungry for its own satisfaction.


Igwe look on in delight at the sight of the powerful furry animal hunched over Angel’s braced body. Her full breasts jutted proud of her body with erect pink nipples, thickened and darkened with blood and excitement. Her pretty face was flushed and her parted lips were wet and glistening. Her eyes were glazed with lust.


Her golden tanned shapely thighs were set wide to receive the rabidly thrusting animal bunched between them. Her round hips buffeted by the heaving, humping lust driven animal.


Igwe grinned and repositioned himself in front of Angel, hooked his broad hand around her head and pulled her head closer and down. Angel whimpered at the sudden movement then her nostrils were filled with the scent of African cock and balls, and her mouth watered.


Igwe pulled her in close beneath his cock, pushing her lower. He gasped as her hot limber tongue lapped across his balls and he held her head in position as the white woman’s tongue caressed the wrinkled hair sack containing his testicles. Angel’s tongue was soft and gentle as she explored the heady masculine taste.


Igwe lay back and relaxed as the woman’s tongue went to work and his eye’s met with Smith across the woman’s slender back. The dog was panting heavily, it’s tongue lolling, as it heaved and thrust above the submissive human bitch. As their eye’s met Igwe could have sworn the dog was grinning at him, and he suppressed a laugh in case Angel took it the wrong way!


He reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock. He was going to have to bring himself off while she licked at him, while he watched the dog hump. His hand circled and massaged.


Angel licked.


Smith humped.


When the animal’s cock spurted, it was one of the most sustained jetting of hot sperm that Angel had experienced. The dog’s blood temperature was six degrees higher that of a human, and the heated jetting sperm that shot into Angel was startlingly hotter and more noticeable than a man’s seed. The sustained hosing of her vaginal channel by the animal’s pent up release of its lust sent her into an increasingly spiralling series of orgasms.


Igwe had to hold her jerking thrashing head clear to avoid the out of control woman injuring from his private parts!


The animal held on firmly as the woman bucked beneath him. His balls had failed to lock inside her and he valiantly held on determined not to let his jetting cock slip free of her tight channel.


More sperm flowed in a steady stream flooding through her uterus to her coat her womb. Angel gasped and moaned as the animal’s hot seed just kept on coming and she trembled and shivered in orgasms that seemed to have taken over her shaking body.


It was too much for Igwe, and his seed erupted into his clasping hand. He pulled Angel close to his cock and her tongue licked out lapping at the head of his cock. As his seed squeezed through his caressing fingers and Angel found the taste of African seed on her tongue. Her taste buds savoured the lovely taste of male spunk and she greedily lapped between the black fingers.


As the last of his spunk filled his hand Igwe turned the hand to Angel and savoured the unique and strange satisfying pleasure of a white man’s wife lapping his black seed from his cupped hand.





Angel bounced down the steps of Igwe’s villa to her husband, who sat waiting quietly in their car. She slipped in beside and Mark who quickly drove away. He did like to hang around outside her lover’s villa.


As the car meandered through the dark leafy lane leading to Greendale and home he glanced across at his wife. She was looking lovely and seemed to glow with satisfaction. It was strangely satisfying to her looking radiant and flushed, even if it was as a result of her having just been bedded by a black man.


“How did it go tonight?”


Angel glanced across at her husband then quickly looked away. He could not know!


“Oh just the usual,” and shrugged. She turned her head away looking into the night flushing further.


“You still feeling horny?”


Angel kept her face away from her husband. She could feel the dog’s sperm building up ready to flow out of her pussy.


“Not tonight, darling.”


He had better getter her home soon. She wondered if her husband would be able to tell the difference then decided not to put it to the test.




Chapter 11




Mark was lurking in Avondale. It was one of the oldest suburbs in Harare, but past its best. It had once been the hub of colonial Harare, but now the city had grown. The city’s wealthy and white elite now lived comfortably in luxury villas in Borrowdale and Greendale. Though even this wealthy area was being penetrated by the new even wealthier, and politically powerful, new African elite.


If his suspicions were correct his wife’s lover would drive past shortly. He was rewarded by the sight of Igwe’s luxury car gliding past being driven by his chauffeur Dominic. Mark pulled his own car and slipped into the slow but steady stream of traffic and followed behind.


For two Saturday’s in a row Mark had spotted Igwe in this area, and he was keen to gather as much information on the man who had taken his wife to bed. He had learned of the businesses that Igwe discreetly controlled, and had seen him meet with a rather corpulent older African at the large transport pound on the southern side of Harare. A compound Mark had noted that was heavily guarded.


He had several times observed Igwe at lunch with another African businessman his own age at the Sheraton Hotel, but that was hardly to be unexpected.


On Saturday mornings Igwe generally made no demands on Angela’s time by prior agreement and she spent the weekend with the family. Mark suspected he had other arrangements. So today while his wife hosted a coffee morning on the pristine lawn of their villa Mark had been able to slip away and continue his discreet observation of his wife’s lover.


He had to find something out about this man! Anything that would break the man’s mesmeric hold on his wife. The car in front turned right, and Mark followed a good distance behind. The leafy lanes of Harare were wide, with relatively little traffic so it was easy to keep well behind Igwe and still not lose him.


The car in front turned left again, then turned right. As Mark followed around the last junction he was just in time to see the car turn through open villa gates and cruise up a long driveway to halt.


He drove casually past, not having to look closely. He knew who owned that villa. Janet owned it. The blonde lady who had first suggested to them that Angel joined the Philosophy Circle. Had his wife been set up for Igwe?


He turned left three more times and parked behind another car near enough to the junction, but partly obscured. A second car par parked close to another outside a villa would not raise suspicion. Igwe would probably come out of this junction if he was planning to return to his own villa, although of course there was a chance he might go somewhere else.


He took his chance and waited.


It was two hours before the luxury car pulled out of the junction. Mark made no attempt to follow it. Since Dominic had turned the car towards Borrowdale, and there would be no point in following Igwe back to his villa.


Igwe had just spent two hours with Janet. He doubted they had supped tea and enjoyed biscuits on her veranda as he and Angel had done in the past. He had heard rumours that Janet was a lesbian, but two hours with Igwe suggested otherwise.


Mark preferred not to make opinions based on gossip.


How would Angel take the news that her lover had spent two hours with Janet? He knew the answer to that. She would not believe him and would accuse him of trying to stir things up. She would be right. While there was something undoubtedly erotic about his wife being bedded by an older African, Mark wanted his wife back just for himself, and he did not care how jealous that sounded.





Two weeks later after they had dropped Robert and Amanda off at a birthday party Mark drove Angel into Avondale to visit the shops. The palms of his hands were dry, and he wondered if his nervousness showed.


He had taken a short cut, a short cut that would incidentally take them close by Janet’s. As though as an afterthought he asked the question of Angel, wondering if his voice would break with his nervous tension.


“Hey! Aren’t we near Janet’s? Should we call by?”


Angel had been far away. Her thoughts were on Igwe’s latest demand that she should sleep with his friends. Demanding to know why she could spread her legs for Smith, Wilson, Stud and King, all four german shepherds had mounted her since that evening with Smith three weeks earlier, and not part her legs for his friends? He just did not seem to understand that there was a difference between men and animals! “Are you OK Angel?”


Mark was concerned at her vacant expression.


“What? Yes. OK. Let’s call in on Janet.”


Mark turned into Janet’s side street. In no time at all they pulled into Janet’s drive, through open gates and there parked in front of the villa was Igwe’s car. Mark kept his face neutral but Angel was already on the edge of her seat. Igwe had told her he was going to be out of town. What was he doing at Janet’s?


Fear, suspicion, jealousy clawed at her insides.


There was no sign of Dominic, the chauffeur, who was probably enjoying a beer and a chat with Janet’s gardener in their quarters.


“Well look who’s here. Shall we go inside?”


Angel was already striding for the villa.


The door opened to a grinning, bobbing African, who started to explain, “Madam was busy,” when Angel’s push sent the door wide and the African domestic stumbling backwards shocked.


Mark followed behind, his breath held, as he wondered if his plan had worked.


Angel scanned the room then headed for the corridor that led to the bedrooms.


“No. Ma’am No!” The African tried to step between Angel and the corridor but Mark stepped forward bringing the African up short. Angel had to find out for herself! Angel swept past her face bright pink and her eyes already flashing with fire.


She knew which was Janet’s bedroom and did not hesitate or knock; she turned the handle and pushed the door wide. There on the bed oblivious in their passion was her lover, clasped tightly around by Janet’s white legs.


“You bastard!” she yelled. Igwe had barely had time to register Angel’s arrival and stop his frantic humping before a hellcat landed on his back. Hands pulled and scratched, and then teeth bit and he yelped in surprise and shock.


Mark followed Angel into the room and he did not know whether to laugh, or dive in and pull her off. His plan could not possibly have worked better. Angel was in a fighting rage as she pummelled, bit and scratched the ‘new love of her life.’


Squashed underneath the struggling duo Janet screeched and cried in shock. Mark had a glance of white leg, and a round breast before Igwe was crushed down on her by the weight of the enraged woman who had leaped on top of her.


Igwe squealed as hard teeth clamped on one of his ears. An ear that was more used to Angel’s soft lingering tongue than her hard grinding teeth. He bucked, but Angel clung like a limpet as nails tore at his back.


Mark jumped into action before Angel killed the man and grabbed her around the waist. He had to use all his strength to haul her off him. Janet screeched in pain as Angel was pulled away as Angel had locked a hand in her blonde hair. Angel did not release her grip, as her husband pulled her off, and hair was torn by the roots from Janet’s head!


Angel noted that fact with angry satisfaction.


Her legs flew out as her husband pulled her backwards and as Igwe turned she caught him in the face with a flying foot. He reeled backwards yelping in shock.


Mark dragged her back through the bedroom door, only too grateful that Chuku, Igwe’s bodyguard had not arrived yet.


“Angel enough!” He struggled to keep her wriggling form from breaking free and lunging back at her lover.


“You bastard!” She yelled. “You black bastard!”


Mark winced. He was not used to seeing the woman he loved in such a rage, or spewing such language.


“He’s not worth it Angel!”


His words seemed to calm her, to his surprise. Noise erupted in the villa as Chuku and Dominic alerted by the African domestic rushed through the kitchen door and appeared at the end of the corridor.


Mark looked at them.


“We are just leaving.”


To his relief Angel drew herself up, pushed her shoulders and turned towards the surprised Africans. With one last “Bastard,” thrown defiantly over her shoulder she strode down the corridor, her relieved husband in her wake.


The journey home was interrupted by regular outbursts from Angel; “Bastard!” and “Black Bastard” being spat from her mouth at irregular intervals, as they drove home.


Mark desperately tried to avoid grinning as they drove home. His plan could not have worked better. Now he had to somehow manage the consequences. He kept his own thoughts to himself.


Once home Angel jumped from the car and rushed into the house. When he went in he found her yelling at their surprised and shocked African domestic. Mark told him to take the rest of the day off and he eagerly rushed away from the angry ‘Madam.’


Angel turned to him and her anger evaporated and tears welled up and poured from her eyes. He pulled her close and cuddled her, with warm comforting meaningless words and she hugged him close. Her warm curvy body pressed close to his and he tried not to get aroused.


She sobbed for ten minutes before finally pushing Mark away and looking closely at him.


“Can you ever forgive me? I have been so stupid! So selfish and uncaring.”


“You couldn’t help yourself.”


“There you go, being understanding again!” She sounded exasperated and confused.


“Why don’t you just beat me with a belt and punish me!”


Mark shrugged. The idea was preposterous, though at times he had been so angry that if he had had a belt in his hand, he would have been at risk of causing her serious injury.


She took Mark by the shoulders and looked him in the eye.


“I’m serious? Can you ever forgive me?”


Mark looked straight back onto those wet eyes. Eyes he loved and waned to see sparkling.


“I love you Angel.”


Angel crumpled and burst back into tears. He pulled her close, his arms around her shoulder as she sobbed and clung to him. Eventually she calmed down and stood quietly in her husband’s arms. He enjoyed the feel of her warm curvy body clinging to his and wondered if there was anything he could say that could make it better without making it worse.


Eventually Angel pulled free of his arms. Her hand came up and wiped tears from her eyes and she looked searchingly at Mark.


“Well,” she said. “What now?”


Mark brought a hand up to her face and turned her towards him. Her eyes searched his face he could see the pleading in her eyes. The confusion and desperation of a confused woman, he lowered his head and kissed her.


Angel seemed greedy for the kiss, for that token of love. Her tears wet lips responded. Mark held her close again but now his mouth as demanding and aggressive. Angel held him close then pulled him down to the carpet. Hands flew and clothes were thrown aside as fear and tears give way to passion.


Later that night when Amanda and Robert were safely asleep Angel cuddled close to her husband.


“We need to talk.”


“I know.”


“Will you really forgive me?”


“Yes, but you need to tell me all. I mean all! Everything that happened, in every detail.”


Angel held Mark close and hid her face in his shoulder. She could not tell her husband everything. ‘What if he behaved the way her mother and father had, when she was caught with her pet! What could she safely tell him without giving too much away!’


“I mean everything Angel.”


She looked across at his face and was glad of the darkness.


“I mean just what was it about him that risked you giving everything up to be with him?”


Angel knew the answer to that question. Her thoughts went straight to Igwe … and his cock. She did not answer her husband.


“I mean it Angel. I want to know! I need to know!”


He rose on an elbow and looked down on her. Angel shifted on the bed and her leg came into contact with his cock. She wondered if she could distract him and slid her soft thigh against his cock.


“Angel, don’t distract me.”


Angel kept rubbing her leg against him.


She could feel her husband’s erection stiffening and lengthening against the silky skin of her inner thigh.


Mark reached down and took Angel’s face in his hands and turned her towards him to look her in the eye.


“His cock!” She blurted out.


“His big, thick, long black cock!”


As she said it her husband’s cock immediately lengthened and thickened. Could it really be true that this aroused her husband? She reached across and took Mark’s cock in her soft caressing hand.


“It so long, and gnarled and hot.” Her caressing hand felt her husband’s cock lurch and thicken and she decided not to try and work out the madness but just accept it.


“Oh god when he punched that big cock up my pussy it was heavenly!”


Her hand was splattered with a spurt of seed, as she coaxed it further with her hand…





The next two weeks were as though their honeymoon had started over. Angel was very keen to make things up with her husband. She did not fully understand why her husband found it arousing to talk about the detail of her affairs, but it was clearly the case, and she was happy to elaborate, tease and demonstrate her new skills.


For Mark the details of their dinners and dating was one thing but to see how excited Angel became when she described the sex was enlightening as well as exciting and invariable resulted in a very passionate bout.


Robert and Amanda noticed the difference as well, though they also saw that when Mark was not around Angel spent a lot of time thinking, and she was often distracted.


Evenings were spent in the garden sipping cocktails, and nights were spent exciting each other with Mark’s questions and Angel’s explanations. Angel found that telling Mark about the other women involved with Igwe and his friends was one way of demonstrating that her affair was not unusual and justifying her behaviour.


Occasionally her glance rested on Amanda and she wondered about her own daughter’s sexuality and development. Amanda gave no sign of any sexual interests, but Angel had not failed to notice Angel’s flushed face and curious gaze when they passed the randy African gardener humping a woman or schoolgirl against their neighbour’s villa walls. She always pulled away from groping Africans in the mall, but Angel remembered her own early experiences at being groped and the tingling, confused pleasure such touching produced in her when she was young!


She suppressed the thought of how delighted Igwe would be if she presented Amanda to him, but could not help wonder if that would be for the best for Amanda. Did she really want Amanda growing up as confused about her own sexuality in the way that Angel had been brought up? That was not what she wanted for her own daughter.


When she saw the occasional look of proud fatherhood on Mark’s face she suspected the price of introducing Amanda to Igwe would be catastrophic. Then she remembered she was never going to see that black bastard again.


Her resolve wavered in the third week. Telling Mark elaborate stories about her adventures with Igwe may have got them both aroused and ready for sex, but also reminded Angel of the heat and hardness of his cock.


Then she dismissed her own thoughts. Her relationship with Igwe was more than just about his cock. Or was it?


The nagging doubts erupted in the fourth week away from Igwe. Mark, Robert, and Amanda noticed the rise in tension within Angel. Her desire to please and play happy families was already deteriorating into sudden outbursts. The quick apologies that followed did not hide the tension in her eyes.


Robert started staying clear of his mother, wondering why she had stopped disappearing during the day anymore. He had liked the peace and quiet when his mum was away, and when her had time to be just with his dad it had been perfect. When she came home again she was usually laughing and cheerful, now she was home all the time and she was shouting again.


Amanda was glad to be back at her school midweek and wondered how Mark coped with her mother when she was so haphazard. She had seen this before in England and wondered if her mother was walking the precipice of sanity. Her mother had been asking rather personal questions lately as to her period, and boyfriends and the like. As if she was ever to find a boyfriend here! There did not seem to be any white boys here.


Boys were the last thing that Amanda had expected to miss, and she certainly had not expected to experience tingling warmth when Africans in the shops stroked her bottom! She had seen the hungry way men looked at her and it scared her a bit. It excited her, as well, that grown men might desire her in that way.


Just last weekend Angel had walked unannounced into her room when she was changing and she had a blazing row with her mother. She had been embarrassed at the way her mother had looked at her body, and then been alarmed at the jealous anger that seemed to erupt from her mother!


Amanda had rapidly put her tracksuit on. It was her defence against the hungry eyes of the African men. Her mother was the most beautiful woman in the world. How could she be jealous of her own daughter?


Mark had fretted over Angel’s return to changing moods. He had only to say a few words and she would be sweetness and light again, but he could see that it was becoming a strain for Angel to keep that up and he did not know what he could do about it.


That Sunday it was Borrowdale Fete, one of the highlights of the Harare year and all were eagerly preparing for a day out in the hot African sun. Robert was rushing around excited while Amanda was trying to shepherd him into his room to change. Angel had been closeted in their bedroom most of the morning.


Mark slapped his hands together and announced they were leaving in ten minutes ready or not. Amanda pulled a face and rushed off to get into her tracksuit. Mark went looking for Angel.


She was sitting at the dressing table looking pensive. He leaned down and gave her a hug.


“You look lovely dear. Are you nearly ready.”


“I’m not going.”


“What do you mean your not going?”


Angel looked at Mark and stood up. She turned to him gathering her strength for what she had to say.


“I’m not going. There is something I have to do to clear my chest. You know what I have been like this last week.”


“Yes, but…”


“Don’t interrupt! Let me finish.”


Mark stopped and looked Angel in the eye. He could see the troubled torment that had been filling her of late, and kept quiet.


“When I finished with Igwe there were things left unsaid.” “But that’s the past. I have forgiven you. I love you.”


“I know you do, no man could put up with so much from me without loving me.” She held up her hand as Mark started to reply.


“There were things unsaid to Igwe that I need to say.”


“But…” that raised hand stopped him again.


“They need to be said. I won’t have peace of mind until I say the things that have been left unsaid. You must let me go and speak with him, but I won’t go without your permission.”


“My permission?”


“Yes, if you say no I won’t go, but understand this I will not be at peace until I give that Black Bastard a piece of my mind.”


Mark was at a loss. There was no doubt that Angel had been in turmoil this last week, and if giving Igwe a peace of her mind cleared the air … he looked across at his pretty wife and wondered if she had the strength of will to keep to her intention. Or was that her intention at all? Could he really trust her?


As though reading his mind Angel started up again. Her eyes softened and he could see the understanding in her warm eyes, and Mark’s stomach flipped.


“Look I know what he is like now. I am not going to make the same mistake again! He’s a bastard, an utter bastard. I understand that, but if I don’t go and give him a peace of my mind it will just fester away inside me. You have to give me permission to go and see him. I won’t go without it. Trust me I really need to go and let rip into that bastard.”


Mark smiled wryly at the thought of Igwe being on the receiving end of a tongue lashing from Angel. Unfortunately the memory of the sight of her tongue lapping at Igwe’s black cock jumped to the fore of his mind and his stomach lurched again.


“I don’t know Angel…”


Angel took his hands in hers and looked her husband in the eye.


“Trust me. Those times are over.”


Mark looked Angel in the eye as though searching her mind. Did it matter? If she started her affair with Igwe again, would she be back to her happy cheerful self? Might it actually be a good thing if it all started up again? What would happen if he said no? Would she then sneak off and meet him behind his back? He did not want that sneaking around and deceit again.


“I am not going to make that mistake again. I am not going to let that bastard touch me.”


Mark nodded.


“Now you go and take the kids to Borrowdale Fete. When you come home I will have a lovely meal prepared. Everything will be just fine. Trust me.”


Mark returned to the lounge where Robert and Amanda were now ready and waiting.


“Your mother’s not coming.” He looked at Amanda who returned his gaze and briefly nodded. Then he looked down at Robert whose eyes had widened.


“Mummy’s not coming … Oh,” then after a pause.


“Good!” He looked up at Mark and Amanda with a defiant thrust of his jaw.


Mark sighed and shook his head from side to side.


“Come along then … before it rains!”


Amanda laughed as usual the sky was picture postcard blue, with no sign of a cloud. Though rains would undoubtedly arrive promptly at 4pm!


Sitting in their bedroom Angel sighed as she heard the car drive off. She stood and took off her conservative dress she had prepared for the Fete. Reaching into the wardrobe she found one of her dresses. It would hug her figure, and while it would leave no one doubting the full curvature of her breasts no bare round skin would be exposed.


She put the dress on and paraded in front of the mirror. It was short, not too short but her long shapely legs. Let the bastard drool over what he was missing! What he would never have again. Her stomach gave a little jerk at the thought of never having that cock again, but she suppressed the thought.


She would let the bastard look but he would never touch her again. Her heartbeat picked up.


She sat down at her dressing table. Now to make herself stunningly beautiful…





The Fete was in full swing when they arrived. They had had to park in one of the Borrowdale avenues some distance away, before joining the mainly white crowds flocking along the streets leading to the Fete.


The show jumping started at 10am and they were just in time to get there for this, which was going to be one of Amanda’s highlights. Robert was demanding ice cream within a few minutes of arrival. Mark had often wondered how the ice cream vendors coped in this heat. Mark did not mind watching the show jumping as it usually involved pretty girls in tight fitting jodhpurs jiggling around on top of horses. Robert kept his eyes open for friends from his pre-school classes and wondering whom he could safely poke.


It was half and hour into the show jumping as Amanda was leaning over the fence that a warm hand stroked over her bottom. Her instinct was to pull away, but the warm hand sent a few tingles through her and she hesitated. The African behind her noticed her hesitation in pulling away and give her curvy bottom a gentle squeeze.


Then her father snapped at the African who quickly backed off. Mark looked around to make sure the African kept going away and looked around the arena. There was a number of African men standing close behind eager teenagers watching the event, and he wondered if the excitement was being generated by more that the show taking place in the ring.


Was there nowhere you could take your womenfolk in this country without encountering wandering African hands?


When the first round of show jumping ended they walked around the show. Fortunately Amanda had not yet developed a woman’s instinct to stop at every stall. Robert dived into a tent selling native drums and was soon belabouring a stretched tanned hide. Mark bought a drum, ignoring the risk of protest from Angel when they got the drum home.


Then they stopped to watch the sky divers arrive parachuting from on high to land remarkably accurately near a central spot marked out in one of the grass arenas. Then Robert squealed pointed and ran off. Mark called to Amanda and quickly followed. Robert had spotted the trampolines and ran in a straight line dodging between legs for the next source of fun.


At the small boundary Robert charged through ignoring the impertinent African trying to collect his fee. Mark waved to the African to show the dollars were coming his way. Amanda decided to join the fun, and keep an eye on Robert’s enthusiastic jumping.


Mark paid the money and stepped to one side to join other alert parents watching for mishaps. They would both be busy having fun for a while, and he could look around at his ease. When he looked back he was shocked to see that as Amanda jumped a set of round pert breasts occasionally pressed outwards from her tracksuit. When had his daughter developed breasts?


He looked around and noticed the groups of African men watching the teenage girls bounce away on the trampolines. This was Africa he had to remind himself. Just then Mark and Kathy walked up and they started talking as their own two boys darted with squealing delight rushing off to join a laughing Robert.





Angel approached Igwe’s villa with a certain nervous tension. Chuku, his bodyguard, had let her in through the gates, and Dominic the chauffeur came of out of the flat above the garage to watch her approach.


Angel ignored them.


When she walked up the steps to the door of Igwe’s villa it swung open before she knocked and Igwe stood there. Her heart skipped a beat as his eyes met hers and she looked away rather than match him eye to eye.


He waved her in and she was glad to get out of the heat and not suffer the embarrassment of being questioned or rebuffed on the steps of his villa in front of the lowly chauffeur and bodyguard.


She stepped into the air-conditioned cool interior, but not go deeper into his villa. Instead she turned to him.


“Igwe we need to talk…”


“Shut up.”


Startled at his abrupt rudeness she looked into his face. His eyes did not meet hers. They were running over her body as though recalling every inch. She shivered.


Igwe took in the long shapely legs. Unusually Angel was wearing stockings. In African many women went without. He knew she had more class than to wear tights, and up under that short dress would be exposed soft bare flesh that would be silky to the touch.


Although Angel was not wearing a low cut top the way her dress hugged her figure those firm, jutting breasts were as much on display as her legs.


“Igwe, seriously we need to talk…”


“Shut up! You did not come here to talk.”


“I won’t be bullied … argh … ow!”


Igwe had stopped forward. His hands moved lightning fast. Before she had the time to react his left hand had swept around behind her and grasped her hair tightly. The initial shock gave way to pain as his hand pulled her head backwards and down.


Then he was close against her. His heavy body pressed close, and his mouth descended on hers. She gasped and struggled in his arms, while his mouth sought hers. His right hand caught her rising hand as she sought to slap him and pinioned it behind her. Her muffled protests were buried beneath his lips and tongue.


His hands held her tight in position as his greedy hungry mouth invaded and devoured her senses. She was pressed close against Igwe and felt every lurch and throb of his cock as it rose to attention pressed between their bodies.


She whimpered.


Her mind shrieked in protest as her weak body responded to the domineering masculinity of the African.


Igwe broke the kiss and looked down at her, and immediately she started babbling.


“Let me go! You bastard. I came to talk. I promised my husband I would not let anything happen! How could you go to Janet? You told me you were going to be … Owww!”


Igwe’s grasp on her hair had tightened and pulled. Angel felt as though her head was pulled backwards to ninety degrees to her body. Then Igwe’s hungry demanding mouth descended again.


Pain and pleasure mixed as she felt his body pressed to hers. His kiss was full of passion, even as the hairs of her head screamed for release. The softening of his grip on her hair was a relief, and then his hand was caressing the back of her head and she whimpered again.


He released the arm pinioned behind her back then stepped forward pushing her against the corridor wall. Then his free hand rose and cupped her breast. It squeezed, fondled and caressed sending hot shivering delight through her body.


“Igwe … please … I want to talk things through.”


Igwe released Angel’s now throbbing breast and reached down and under Angel’s short dress. His hand scooped the dress and up he found the lacy patterned panties. The sort of knickers a woman wore when she expected them to be seen and admired.


His hand did not pause but rose to the soft slightly curving skin of Angel’s stomach before pushing down deep inside that flimsy protection. His hand searched between Angel’s legs quickly finding the already damp pussy. The lips of her sex quickly parted for his exploring finger, which curled into the flower of her womanhood and pressed inside the already wet channel.


His hand again tightened in her hair and Angel shut up again as the African loomed over her.


“You did not come here to talk! You came to be fucked!”


Angel whimpered as her body betrayed her and throbbed and tingled in acknowledgement. A deep hunger and welled up inside her. It was like a feral need and she felt Igwe’s cock, hot and hard between them and her knees went weak.


“But … but … I promised Mark.”


Igwe laughed and then his hand was pulling her panties down savagely and quickly. Angel nearly collapsed to his knees and her mouth watered at the thought of sucking his cock again. Then he stepped back and pulled her clear of the wall. Before she had time to think he pushed her down the corridor towards the bedrooms.


His hand on the small of her back propelled her into his bedroom and towards the bed.


She turned to Igwe before he pushed her down onto the bed and she knew all chance of any sensible conversation would be over.


“Igwe, please we must talk first.”


Igwe smiled at the giveaway the word ‘first’ implied.


He shrugged his jacket from his shoulders and hurled it to one side and started unfastening his shirt.


“Angel. I told you to shut up. Now do as your told and get on that bed or leave.”


Angel felt momentary panic at the suggestion she should leave. A fear churned in her gut that she might be rejected and sent away. She looked at Igwe as he stripped off his shirt and started loosening his belt. The hunger was like a beast clawing at her insides.


She turned and scampered onto the bed.


She lay down and turned to face Igwe as his trousers fell and his flagpole cock leaped into the open air. Igwe could see the hunger in the white lady’s eyes as she fastened her gaze on his cock and he turned and walked to his dressing table. He knew how to feed that hunger.


He opened the small wooden carved container, and a finger dipped in the white powder. He curled the finger under his foreskin depositing the prize that her hungry tongue would be looking for, before turning back to the waiting white wife.


When he turned back Angel was kneeling on the bed fully dressed and looking at him with troubled eyes. He grinned. He would have those lovely wide eyes glazed over soon!


As he walked back to Angel her eyes fell to his hard cock and he watched as her tongue ran lightly over her lips wetting them. She was learning how to please with that tongue of hers, but still would have to practice much longer. He knew many young white girls far more proficient at sucking black cock than the married lady waiting for him.


Nevertheless she would do quite nicely for this afternoon!


He was gratified she made no more fuss about wanting to talk as he stroked her pretty white face before hooking his hand behind her head and pulling her forward. He sighed as wet warm heat engulfed his cock and her lithe tongue started licking at him.


Her tongue was nice, and it slithered over and around his cock. He rested one hand on her shoulder before reaching down to pull down the zipper of her dress. Angel did not cease her licking, though a tremor of nervous excitement travelled through her as her dress was undone.


She focused on the soft black skin covering the iron rod of male cock. The scent of his male strength suffused her and filled her with a heady dizziness. Then tingling sparks shot through her as her tongue sneaked under his foreskin in the way she knew he liked. This was probably the softest part of his body, but it also seemed to be one of the most sensitive parts.


Her tongue delved between the mushroom cap of his cock and the soft layer of foreskin. Her tongue seemed to come alive as she licked and become supersensitive. She did not really understand why her tongue reacted like this when licking here, but she had experienced it before and tingling sparks seem to fill her head.


Igwe lightly stroked her head as the white wife trembled in front of him as the cocaine took effect. He did not use drugs very often on women, and usually on much younger girls to relax them and make them pliable before he thrust inside them. Angel however, was highly strung to say the least. The drug would soon have her more receptive to the demands he would make on her.


Angel could feel herself relaxing, mellowing as the taste of Igwe’s cock calmed her nerves. She wondered ‘how on earth had she managed to stay away from him this last month?’ Her tongue licked the fat mushroom cap the way he liked and when she felt the slight pressure on her head she sank down the length of gnarled throbbing cock. Her soft lips caressing each throbbing fat vein.


Then Igwe lifted her head from his cock and gently pushed her backwards on to the bed. Angel flopped backwards feeling remarkably relaxed. Her body seemed to tingle all over as the African standing above her started to strip off his clothes. She shivered, a deep pulse in her loins seemed to radiate outwards.


One he finished stripping and stood looking down at her with hungry lusting eyes she felt her own excitement rise and backed further onto the bed. Then he was reaching for her, for her dress and lifting it high, pushing it up her body and she raised her arms to help him lift it off.


She was acutely conscious of the way her body was bare to his gaze, and twisted on the bed to emphasise her curves and soft femininity. When the hands lifting her dress wrapped it tightly around her arms locking them in place, she felt a moment of panic. Then she relaxed. ‘Let him do as he wished’ she thought! It was wickedly thrilling to be held in place like this by a man.


Her pussy throbbed, pulsed and leaked its juices eager for the thrusting cock she needed so much.


Once Igwe had locked her arms in place above her head, he looked down in appreciation at the full-bodied shapely white woman squirming with lust on his bed. At times like this he appreciated the benefits of older women. He just wished she had a teenage daughter with the enthusiastic energy, sexual curiosity, and naïve innocent adolescence to contrast with the older woman’s full womanly curves.


There was something uniquely special about an African taking a white mother and daughter to bed at the same time in a country like Zimbabwe where colonial rule had so recently ended. Then he dismissed those thoughts and focused on the warm curvy white flesh available to him now.


His hands reached for the lacy brassiere that only half concealed the delightfully round firm breasts within.


Angel gasped as his hard hand clasped and fondled one of her breasts. She squirmed on her lover’s bed, as hot flushes seemed to pass through her body. She thrust her breast eagerly into his hand eager for more of the attention she needed. The black hand flicked up the skimpy material and his calloused hand cupped and squeezed her soft firmness.


Using one hand to keep her arms pinioned in place above her head by her dress he lowered his head and started to nibble…


Shock waves of pleasure seemed to be shooting through Angel as the man’s teeth and lips worked her nipples. She squirmed, moaned and wriggled in his grasp. There was thrilling excitement she realised in being helpless in this African’s grasp as he took his pleasure and her pussy throbbed in desperate need.


“Fuck me!” she begged.


Igwe continued his nibbling. Delighting in the way the woman was loosing control of her senses and passion.


“Oh god! Please fuck me!”


Igwe broke off his toying with the thickened and hardened aureoles that crowned Angel’s full round orbs and looked her in the eye.


“Please … I’m ready … Fuck me!”


“Shut up!” he said then he pulled on her arms forcing her head back and lowered his head to the soft exposed neck.


Angel squealed as his teeth sucked in her flesh. The hard grasping hungry sucking bite shook her to the core. Her legs flopped and thrashed as the African set about marking her as his own.


Angel squirmed in his grasp as pain and pleasure mingled sending shock waves of tortured delight though her. Then stars seemed to explode as an orgasm overtook her and her thrashing reached a new peak.


Igwe backed off as the excited woman’s squirming threatened to knock him off the bed. White women! He just loved it when they got this excited.


When Angel calmed and settled he grinned at her and nodded to the reddened bruise on her neck.


“Something for you to show your husband when you get home.”


Angel hardly battered an eyelid, instead she looked down his body and was relieved to see his cock standing long and proud. Clearly the man wanted her.


“Oh please, just put it in.”


Igwe jerked on the dress, making Angel jerk and squirm.


“Shut up! I will do as I wish when I wish.”


Angel wriggled her body in what she hoped was an enticing and provocative way.


Igwe looked down amused at the antics of the woman. So different from her behaviour a few months earlier when she had been a sexually repressed conservative housewife. With his free hand he reached down and ran it in appreciation over her soft, white curves. Angel squirmed towards him pushing her body into his hand eager for the touch.


Then one of her legs was pushed between his legs and soft white thigh slid across his hard throbbing cock. It was Igwe’s turn to moan as Angel sought to excite him into mounting her.


She needed that cock inside her.


She needed it!


Igwe pushed her away as she wriggled against him, pushed her back onto her back. Then he rolled on top of her and Angel’s shapely legs shot wide. Igwe grinned as he settled himself in position between the widespread legs of another man’s wife.


A white man’s wife!


His black cock nudged against her womanhood and Angel held herself still as his cock nudged inside her. She whimpered at the self-control she had to exert keeping still as Igwe’s cock nudged through the portal of her sex.


She could feel him manoeuvring above her and bit her lip in impatience desperate to hunch up and take his cock inside. When the lunge came she shrieked in a way that she rarely expressed, but eleven inches of black cock thrusting into her one thrust was too much! Her body rocked in another paroxysm of pleasure, as a second orgasm overtook her.


Then Igwe started to hump and she grasped him tightly, moaning incoherently as the African thrust and ground himself up inside her quaking hungry body.





It was 11pm before Angela returned home, her promise to cook dinner long forgotten. Igwe had kept her in his bed for eight exhausting hours. Whenever he had taken a rest he had simply instructed Angel to please him. She had tongued him back to hardness, astonished and pleased at how often his cock had become hard again. Absorbed his seed into every opening of her body. Her lips and tongue was as sore as her pussy and her despoiled, leaking arsehole.


The cheeks of her bottom were bruised, from the lashes of his belt when he had punished her for her behaviour at Janet’s, but then he had made love to her again!


She opened the door to their villa and slipped quietly inside.


Not quiet enough.


Sitting across from the doorway Mark had raised his head from the book he was reading. She flushed, feeling a strange sense of shame mixed with defiance.


“I … I … I’m sorry … I didn’t mean to let him…”


Mark looked up at Angel. Her face glowed with the radiance of a woman sated from sex. Her eyes looked apologetic but there was a sparkle in them again. She looked tired … and happy.


“He … he … told me I have to go and see him tomorrow night.”


Mark could see the spark of fire as Angel prepared for an argument.


“And…” was all he could say.


“And I will be going…”


Next Chapter will be entitled “The Friends”




Chapter 12




Mark had not worried too much overnight about Angel’s return to her lover’s bed. No doubt Angel would tell more salacious tales to him, and the bedding had clearly restored her even temper. Just seeing her with a sparkle in her eye and looking happy was enough to justify his toleration of the affair.


He just wondered if Angel fully appreciated the consequences. To Mark’s mind Igwe now had the upper hand with Angel and he suspected it would not be long at all before there were consequences. If there was one thing he had learned about Africans it was that they acted quickly.


Angel swept into the room. It was quite an entrance, fully in keeping with Angel’s natural sense of style and designed to rivet the room with her beauty. Mark’s heart leapt as he gazed at her ‘she was stunning!’


She twirled and her flowery skirt billowed and flounced. When she turned back to Mark his eyes immediately focussed on her breasts. Angel did not often wear low cut dresses, but today she had and creamy white orbs seemed to surge upwards and outwards from the restraints of the dress in a glorious display of womanhood.


Angel did not have particularly large breasts, but they were full and firm with no hint of any sag despite having breastfed three children. The display of round, white thrusting flesh was tantalising and his wife as ever bewitched the eye.


Angel had not failed to notice her husband’s rapt gaze, and twirled again. Her waist was still slim, though the flowing dress hid the fullness of her plump curvy bottom. She grinned in relief that Mark did not have a face of thunder as he sat waiting for her departure.


She turned and picked up the car keys. At least her husband would not have to suffer the ignominy of driving her to her lover’s bed. She giggled briefly and uncharacteristically.


The giggle disturbed Mark as any out of character behaviour was usually bad news where Angel was concerned. He looked at her carefully. There was only excitement in her eyes, and cold clawed at his stomach. His wife’s excitement was in anticipation of another man’s cock.


A black African’s cock.


Mark suppressed the momentary worry. Amanda was back at her boarding school now, and Robert safely in bed. Neither would know their mother was going on a ‘date’ with an African man


If ‘date’ was the right word for the bedding his wife was undoubtedly going to get. His own cock stiffened in unruly arousal.


With a final twirl and wave Angel headed for the door, the swish of her hips captivating her husband’s eyes as she strolled gracefully out.


In the car Angel headed off into the night. It was not far in the car, only five minutes and she would be at her lover’s villa. Her own heart was beating a rapid tattoo, that almost matched the eager pulse in her pussy. She was wearing sheer lacy lingerie, not satin, but clinging knickers that exposed as much as it covered and clung tightly to her hips, and they were already wet.


Very wet.


Her nipples came to attention as she drove to her black lover. They strained the matching brassiere, which cupped her full breasts but the gaps in the swirling patterned material did little to hide their full firmness.


She was going to knock Igwe’s socks off tonight when he saw her!


He would never want to let her go again after seeing her tonight, and she would do anything he wanted to please him. There was not a woman in Harare to match her beauty, and tonight younger girls would not distract him when her feminine glory was his for the taking!


She shivered, shivered in heady excitement for what the evening would bring.


Her excitement paled when she arrived at Igwe’s villa to find several cars parked in the driveway.


‘Damn and blast!’


Igwe had company. She ground her teeth in frustration. She was horny! She did not want to spend the evening in idle conversation with black men looking down her top, or envious women glaring at her.


Oh God, what if they had younger fresher girls here tonight!


Angel’s anxiety yanked up her stress levels.


When she climbed out of the car she slammed the door shut without even noticing. She paused for moment gathering herself together. Head up, shoulders back. Damn them all she would show them.


She stalked towards Igwe’s front door eyes flashing dangerously.


Chuku Olanes, her lover’s brutal looking bodyguard, opened the door. His eyes passed over, stopped and focussed on her breasts. The look of sexual hunger that flashed over his face was gratifying. Africans had great trouble hiding their lust.


She strolled past him, feeling a lot better.


“Dream on…” she quipped over her bare white shoulders and sashayed her hips as she strode away towards Igwe’s lounge.


The door to the lounge opened and Angel flounced inside determined to intimidate any women present with her style and panache.


In the room three heads swivelled towards her and Angel’s confidence faltered.


There were only three men in the room apart from Igwe Orizu, and they were men she did not like!


Igwe closed the door on the lusting bodyguard who had trotted along behind Angel, before turning back into the room.


“Hi honey!” His hand clamped to her bottom as he approached her and he propelled the lovely English wife into the centre of the room.


“I think you know everyone.” He waved to his friends.


“Joshua.”


Igwe nodded to the middle aged African sitting quietly in an armchair one hand swirling a glass of brandy. Angel knew him but tried to avoid him. She knew he was a close friend of her lover, and a wealthy businessman. She even knew his business was involved in aggregates, or something like that. He was a man with three wives, a common status symbol in Africa, and there were unsavoury rumours that the man bedded his own daughters.


Angel nodded to him politely trying to avoid his gaze. The man was staring at her breasts!


“Joseph.”


Igwe nodded to the youngest African man in the room. He was smartly dressed and as she nodded to him his eyes held her own in a penetrating uncomfortable gaze as though he was extracting all her thoughts out through her eyes. She shivered, this time with fear. The man was a Major in the Central Intelligence Organisation. The most feared instrument of state control in Zimbabwe; an organisation she had heard used torture and rape as routine investigatory procedures! Angel could feel the fear this man could generate and wanted to take a step back but felt rooted by his gaze. Joseph nursed a glass of whisky, while his eyes travelled down from hers and focussed on Angel’s breasts. She suppressed shivering again.


“And of course you know Ngorro.”


Angel tore her gaze away from the fearsome murderous man and looked at Ngorro, and immediately wished she had not. The African’s pig like eyes roved over her. His eyes were not focussed on her breasts, but she could see in his mind’s eye he had already stripped her naked and was savouring the repast before him.


It was only Igwe’s hand on the small of her back that held her in place as Ngorro’s greedy hungry eyes devoured her. Ngorro sweated and wiped his brow as he hungrily looked at the white woman that had been promised to him. He leaned forward in his chair and his fat rolled as he edged forward. At twenty stone Ngorro considered he was the perfect example of a successful African. A man who was fat was obviously wealthy and Ngorro’s transport business made him wealthier every day and every night, and Ngorro had no hesitation spending his money on white flesh, though he preferred it for free!


Igwe stepped past Angel and sat down stretching himself in the chair delighted in the expressions on the faces of his three close friends as they ogled his latest conquest. It was the first time they had been alone with Angel and not distracted by their various conquests and lovers. Even Ngorro had set aside his beloved minx Hayley for this night.


He waved to Angel.


“Strip!” He commanded.


Angel froze and stared at him. Her throat went tight and her stomach knotted.


“What?”


“You heard. Strip!”


Angel looked frantically at the three eager looking Africans watching her and turned back to Igwe.


“I … I can’t.”


Her heart was racing and fear rose within her grasping at her heart with tightening coils of iron.


Igwe’s face was hard and cold. He half expected this, but he was not used to being refused, and not in front of his friends. He would not be embarrassed so.


“Angel. You can either strip for my friends, or leave and never come back. The choice is yours!”


Igwe’s voice was both commanding and dismissive.


Panic welled up inside Angel.


Her body froze.


A deep gut wrenching fear she had never known before. She couldn’t. She just could not bear to be away from Igwe again, but she could not just strip for these men.


She looked at them. All three were now sitting on the edge of their chairs looking at her. She could feel their gaze and the hungry lust of these men. She didn’t like them! She really did not like these men. She trembled as her eyes fell on Ngorro who had dropped a hand to his loins and was scratching himself through his trousers.


She shuddered.


Her mind seemed to have frozen. Her heart had stopped. Her blood had stopped flowing. Her knees went weak and she wondered if she could get away from this by feinting? She looked at Igwe and saw anger on his face. Something she had never seen before.


Her hands were galvanised by the stern disapproval on Igwe’s face. She could not lose him. Her fingers fumbled with buttons before her head started thinking about what she was doing.


Then they froze as the murmurs of the African men in the room rose and her brain fought with her instinct. Her heart started beating again. It sounded to her as though the whole room resonated with the palpitating beat of her heart.


Nervous tension welled up again. She stared at Igwe’s friends. At their confident demeanour and eager faces, as they sat forward on their seats looking at her expectantly.


She remembered her husband’s words that Africans shared their conquests, and Igwe’s crazy demands that she sleep with his friends. These men expected to fuck her tonight!


Her fingers seemed numb and unfeeling, but now her blood was flowing again. Flowing hotly through her body as she flushed bright pink. She looked at Igwe for a reprieve and saw only frustration and anger. Panic welled up again and her fingers finally moved.


Her dress slid off her shoulders and fluttered down to her feet. She stood there half naked in front of those men. Her chest heaving and her pulse throbbing, a vein in her neck seemed to stand out she could feel it throb.


A silence seemed to fill the room. Broken eventually by a whistle of appreciation from Joseph. Angel stiffened her back and stood proud. She may be thirty four years old but she had a body much younger women would envy!


A cough from Igwe sent her eyes towards him. The anger had gone, and look of pride seemed to suffuse him. He waved his hand in a regal manner towards her and she realised he wanted her to remover her top.


Her face seemed to flush hotter, but she had gone this far. Her hands went behind her and without pausing for reflection or consideration she unclipped the lacy material and tossed it aside. Then she stood straight again. Her breasts were not as large as some women, but they were full and firm. They jutted proudly from her chest with no hint of sag.


As she stood there in front of them her nipples tingled under the gaze of the men and started to thicken and harden. Instead of shame and embarrassment she felt a thrill of pride that her body could silence a room full of men.


She stood taller, proudly, on display, almost naked.


Almost.


The Africans ogled the curvy white beauty standing in her glory in front of them. Drinking in the long golden tanned thighs, and white upper body, all creamy and curvy, with full pink tipped breasts.


Four men who did not feel the need to hide their arousal and erections from their friends! Igwe had done them proud with this mature, full bodied, white wife.


Angel’s hands went to her hips to the skimpy lacy material that in theory protected her womanly parts from men. She paused for only a moment. She knew only too well there would be only one consequence for a white woman removing her knickers in a room with four African men.


Then her hands moved swiftly before she thought too much more about it and she skimmed her panties down her legs and flicked them to one side with her foot, shocking herself by a little thrill that seemed to run through her, before standing naked and defiant before the men.


“OK, whose first!”


“Not you, you fat cocked bastard!” Joshua responded to Ngorro who was leaning forward his pig like eyes focussed on Angel as he licked his fat lips.


The illusion shattered in the face of reality and Angel felt her loins clutch tightly in fear! A fear that seemed to heighten her other senses, she wondered if her heart would recover and felt weak at the knees.


Igwe stood and walked over to Angela taking her hand.


“Come with me my dear,” he said and led her from the room.


Angel was relieved Igwe had come to her rescue, but acutely conscious as she walked away with him that the three men in the room would be watching her round naked bottom and long legs as she was taken away. She shivered and grasped Igwe’s hand firmly.


Her emotions were in turmoil as she entered Igwe’s bedroom.


“You are not going to go through with this, are you?” She asked.


She looked at Igwe and saw anger return to his face as he turned to her.


“You will not shame me in front of my friends by refusing them after having stripped naked in front of them! You will not woman! You made your decision when you chose to strip rather than to leave. Not only will you let them fuck you, you will make sure they enjoy the experience or I will want to know the reason why!”


His hand stripped the belt from his trousers and waved it at Angel and she shivered. She could almost bear to take another beating rather than sleep with his friends but the thought of never being with Igwe again was too much too consider.


It was just impossible…


She climbed onto the bed and turned towards him as he stripped off his clothes. At least it would be Igwe first…





When the door closed behind Igwe leaving her alone in the bedroom she lay recovering from her orgasm, but with her heart palpitating.


She bit her lip in consternation as she lay there in the bed, with his semen leaking from her womanhood. What would happen now? She hoped the door would stay shut, but knew in her heart it would open and one of his friends would enter the room.


She shivered at the memory of the lust in their eyes as she had stripped in front of them. She could hardly bear to allow another man to touch her and make love to her. Why did Igwe not understand this?


The door opened and Joshua stood there. He was about the same age as Igwe, and a similar build, another middle aged African man with lust on his mind as he watched her. She pulled the satin sheet up tight under her chin and watched him like a rabbit might stare at a cobra.


He stepped into the room.


“I don’t want this…”


“I really don’t…”


She stopped as Joshua ignored her and started removing his clothes.


She gripped the sheet tightly and shivered.


“Would you really want to make love to a woman who did not want it…”


Now naked Joshua turned towards her and her eyes fell to take in his hard erect cock. It was nearly as long as Igwe’s and her heart leapt into her throat. She had thought Igwe exceptional. Was it true then that all black men have long cocks?


Joshua reached down and took hold of the sheet Angel was gripping tightly and tugged. Angel tugged back keeping it firmly in place. Angel knew that it would be hopeless appealing to the decency of this man. His cock was hard! What rationality could she expect from a man with a hard cock, especially a black man with a hard cock?


When Joseph tugged on the sheet again she released. The gleam in the Africans eye as he pulled the sheet clear of her body sent another little shiver through her.


Joshua looked down as he pulled the sheet clear. He had loved the look of panic in the woman’s hazel eyes when he had walked into the room. Such a pretty woman and yet so afraid of her own self!


He pulled the sheet down, enjoying first the slender white neck then her bare shoulders. When her full firm breasts were exposed with the cute pink nipples his cock bobbed the throbbed. He pulled the sheet lower exposing more of the perfection of her slender body. ‘God, ‘ he thought, ‘Igwe had been a lucky bastard to find this lovely.’ When he pulled the sheet clear of the bed Angel had twisted on the bed crossing one leg over the other to hide her private parts. The movement only enhanced the shapely curve of her legs. A low rumble of hunger seemed to rise through him.


The woman’s eyes widened as she heard the man’s lust and Joshua reached for a slender white ankle and pulled her legs apart. He heard her whimper and it excited him as he climbed onto the bed.


There would be no need for preparation. After Igwe had done with her she would be wet and slick. He pushed her legs wide and settled into position. Her hands came up as though to push against him, but he ignored her and positioned himself.


Angel’s heart was fluttering and she feebly sought to push him away as he crudely and with no finesse nudged his cock into her. Her hands beat briefly against his chest then his weight fell forward and ten inches of African cock slithered up her already lubricated channel in one forceful thrust.


She gasped and grabbed Joshua by the shoulders.


The man dropped to his elbows on either side of her, and he barely gave her time to adjust before he thrust at her again.


“Nooooo…” She shrieked as a thrill of pleasure engulfed her. It was not meant to feel good!


The African above her humped and ground above her and shocking thrilling pleasure radiated out from her loins.


Sex was not meant to be good with men you did not love! It was not right!


Her hands grasped his shoulders more tightly now.


She fought her own body. Fought down the lusty excitement of this stranger’s cock slithering up and down her channel sending surges of delightful tingling pleasure.


‘Please No! I don’t want to like it!’ She struggled with the traitorous urges of her body as her legs curled up into the air and then around the humping African.


“Oh No … Oh please … please no … stop it.” Even as she it said her arms went around the humping African holding him tight.


Joshua lowered his head and tickled her exposed ear with his tongue, and felt the woman beneath buck in a galvanised pleasure. ‘Igwe had found a right one here!’ He tickled his tongue inside the sensitive inner ear and felt her arms and legs tighten.


She was a hungry white bitch he thought as he threw his weight behind his lunging thrusts and delighted in the suppressed wail that broke out from the quivering white woman beneath him.


Angel gave up resisting the pleasure. It may not be right but it was happening as the African cock pummelling her insides thrilled her, sending waves of pleasure through her.


She liked it!


She started humping her hips into his thrusting loins allowing his cock to drive even deeper creating yet more shocking pleasure.


“Yes … oh yes.” She whispered into his shoulder as the African satisfied his lust thrusting between her now willingly spread legs. She hugged him tight and humped back feverishly as the excitement rose.


When the African gasped and shuddered she knew he had come, spurting his seed up inside her and stars seemed to burst as the knowledge triggered her own surging orgasm. She shuddered and gasped clinging to the African male as his cock throbbed and jerked inside spilling its seed deep inside her body.


Oh God, that should not have been that good. She sagged beneath the spent African above her and relaxed beneath him. Oh God, does that mean another is now going to fuck her!


She trembled…





When the door opened again it was Joseph who stepped inside. She knew very little about Joseph other than that he was thirty four years old. Just two years older than herself. She stared up at him wide eyed from the bed as he undressed.


He was relatively young, and as he stripped she saw muscular arms, and a washer board stomach rippling with muscles and she felt another little thrill go through her loins. Her husband was six years older than her and had never been particular muscular, and Igwe had been much older.


Angel had never been made love to by a particulary fit and muscular man. A man whose love muscle was now exposed to her gaze, and also erect and bobbing up and down. She offered no resistance as he climbed onto the bed.


The hungry lusting arousal of this man confounded her and set her heart beating anew.


It was not meant to be like this as his hands touched and caressed and her body tingled in response. His hands roamed and caressed as he fondled and squeezed her flesh. When his hands pulled her thighs apart and he inspected her she felt only a tense excitement. She was ready to be fucked again despite the strange situation.


Maybe it was more exciting to be inspected and fondled like this. Was she just a bit of white meat to be fucked by this black man? Her own debased thoughts confused her!


“On your knees, woman, hands and knees,” Joseph was brusque and demanding and Angel found herself scrambling into position and spreading her legs for him without being asked. When Joseph went on to his knees behind her she could only think in anticipation of his cock thrusting into her.


She felt his hands squeeze and caress her soft bottom. Then his hot black cock was nudging between her spread white thighs and testing her opening. She felt his hand behind her guiding his cock sliding its head backwards in the wet juicy slit soaked in the sperm of the two men who had gone before him.


She shivered and pushed backwards trying to grasp his cock with her cunt.


She heard the African laugh as she tried to grab his cock and thrust down on it. His free hand dropped to the small of her back to hold her steady and Angel stopped her wriggling anxious to be penetrated again.


When the slick lubricated head slipped a little higher and nudged the tight pink orifice of her puckered anus she whimpered but did not pull away. Joseph chuckled as he leaned forward and the pressure on her rear opening increased. Angel braced herself but did not pull away. Igwe had gotten her used to this perversion!


She gasped when the cock seemed to pop through her tight anal muscle and she sighed at the feel of the hot hard cock inside her hot tight posterior. She braced herself for the inward thrust that would follow.


Joseph leaned forward reaching for and grasping the firm white orbs jutting rather than hanging from her chest, then he pushed harder appreciating the way she was not pulling away as he thrust deeper into her bowels. Igwe had really trained this one!


Angel moaned as the African cock tunnelled deeper into her back passage. She moaned and controlled the initial pain. She knew the pain would recede once she got used to it. The hands on her breasts squeezed and fondled distracting her from his painful cock. She could feel the warmth of his body against her back, as the African’s legs shuffled forward to match her own.


As his hips hunched close the curves of her bottom she realised he must be all the way inside her and found herself relaxing. As Joseph found himself fully in position he gripped one of her slim white shoulders and thrust more firmly as the woman yelp in shock and pain. He loved it when white women got excited and confused over pain.


He ground his hips against the softness of plump, curvy white bottom, his cock jerking and throbbing inside her tightness. He savoured her trembling slender white body and thrust. Angel was going to be a delightful new member of the personal community harem that Igwe, Joshua, Joseph and Ngorro kept for themselves.


She would be too old for most of his paying customers anyway he decided, even if she was a beautiful, curvy, white woman. He would delight in her many more times in the future and relish the opportunity to take her in front of her husband. There were few better ways to teach the white man who ruled in Africa now than to fuck their wives in front of them!


Such delights were only bettered by the taking the virginity of their daughters, knowing the father was helpless to stop them doing as they wished to the fresh faced, innocent, little white princesses.


He groaned and Angel’s rectal muscles started to squeeze and massage his cock. Oh yes, Igwe had this one partly trained already!!





When the door opened a fourth time and Ngorro waddled through Angel wanted to climb the walls and escape.


Ngorro chuckled at the look of fright on Angel’s face. It did not bother him. She was not going anywhere and once he got his hands on her she would soon be squirming in pleasure despite herself.


She was far too old for his taste, but she was a shapely morsel of white womanhood! She lacked the curiosity and timidity of younger white girls, but that fear and distress would make this experience all that more enjoyable.


Angel backed up on the bed, as Ngorro’s pig like eyes looked her over. She found herself shaking in disgust as he pulled his shirt off and rolls of fat hung over his trousers. This could not be happening!


Why had she stripped for his friends?


Ngorro reached for his belt, and began unfastening it.


Angel backed up further and sat up against the headboard to get further away from the loathsome slug of a man. As she sat up the sheet fell away and Ngorro licked his lips as he looked at the tasty pert pink nipples on her full breasts.


He preferred the sensitivity of newly budding breasts to large breasts, but Angels round white orbs were full and firm, with no sag. They would be a welcome change.


His trousers fell to the floor and Angel looked away rather see the monstrosity hanging between his thick round legs.


Ngorro did not have the length of some men, but his cock was thick, very thick. It was why he had to wait until others had opened a woman up. He had never been able to take a virgin because of his thickness. However, that handicap assured the loyalty of his staff and bodyguards who did not regard the duty opening up young white girls for their master a particularly onerous duty!


Fortunately Igwe, Joshua and Joseph had prepared her for him!


He knelt on the bed and it creaked and strained under his weight.


Angel squealed and drew her knees up, trying to get further away from the lecherous overweight African goat hungrily looking at her.


The bed groaned again as Ngorro put his full weight onto the bed.


Angel started shaking and pushed backwards wishing she could just disappear into the wall.


Ngorro chuckled and reached for her ankles.


“You are going to enjoy this!”


“I won’t! Please leave me alone.”


“Hell you are going to be begging me to fuck you before I’m finished.”


“Never! You are an animal.”


“That’s right. I’m your worst nightmare … I know that, but by the time I’m finished with you you will be begging for my cock!”


“Don’t hurt me!”


“Hurt you? Hurt a lovely jewel of a woman like you! Not likely! I am going to savour your lovely English beauty.” His hands grasped her ankles and pulled her legs straight, pulled her slowly towards him.


“Igwe tells me you married?”


Angel nodded, not trusting herself to speak.


“That your husband gets off knowing you are being fucked by a black man.”


Angel nodded wearily pulling at his hands trying to get her legs free, and marvelling at the strength of his grip. A quiver went through her as she realised that despite his obesity Ngorro was strong.


“I would just love to see your husband’s face when he learns you have been fucked by a man like me and liked it!”


“Never. I could never like it with a beast like you!”


Ngorro chuckled, and released her ankles. His podgy black hands stroked gently and lightly over her lower calves. Caressing and savouring the shapely white legs of another man’s wife.


Angel’s eyes went wide as his soft hands sent tingling sensations up and down her legs. She tried to jerk her legs free, shocked at the sensations in her legs, but Ngorro quickly grabbed behind her knees and effortlessly pulled her towards him.


She flopped onto her back as he hauled her towards him and squealed again. Her arms flapped she wanted to push him away, but she did not want to touch the rolling fat of his body.


Her hands waved ineffectively.


Ngorro grinned as he ran his hands up the shapeliness of her full upper thighs. His fingers circled and stroked the soft whiteness. Angel tried to pull away, shocked at the tingling sensations his hands were continuing to generate. Hot little flames seemed to be firing up in her loins as the sensations travelled up her legs and met and circled in her loins.


‘This can’t be happening’, she thought as tendrils of passion stirred within her.


Ngorro grinned at the confusion on the woman’s face. He pulled her legs firmly in position, gripping them firmly till she stilled. Then he began stroking again. It was easy really, women couldn’t help themselves, as he watched her nipples start to darken and thicken.


“Lady you are just going to have to be patient while I dine on those tasty pink nips.”


Angel looked at him alarmed, then as his head lowered she tried to pull away, she tried to back up but Ngorro held her in position as his head lowered and his fat lips sucked in one of her pink nipples.


Angel threw her hands above his head to avoid her hands and arms coming into contact with the fat black slug sucking on her nipples, which had the side effect of thrusting her breast into his greedy hungry mouth.


She groaned as shocking pleasure erupted from her breast.


“Noooooo,” she moaned. ‘This can’t be happening!’


Ngorro suckled, delighting in the clean healthy smell of the woman, and the lovely taste of her white breast. His tongue lapped and licked at the pointy puckered female teat. His fat lips sucked in the surrounding white flesh. He loved the way the woman groaned and squirmed underneath his sucking mouth.


His hands caressed her thigh as they splayed out on either side of his body. She was not the first white woman who had been appalled at his attention, nor would she be the first to get excited by it. His accountant’s wife Laura never failed to drop everything and come at his call despite refusing his attention for six months, and bringing whichever of her daughter’s he had a mind to enjoy with her. Though he invariably called for her young minx of a daughter Hayley, sometimes he called for her elder sister Jacky.


Jacky he tended to offer up to clients who might appreciate the opportunity to bed a nubile seventeen year old English teenager, but Hayley he kept for his own pleasure.


His teeth closed on a nipple and gripped it, causing the woman to tense and squirm. He worried the puckered flesh causing her to squeal and gasp. He just loved these moments. He released her nipple and switched his attention to the other one. Grinning to himself when the woman did not hesitate to thrust the untouched breast into his hot sucking mouth.


Angel cursed herself even as she thrust her other breast into his mouth. Her body was betraying her again! What was wrong with her?


She moaned and gasped as his teeth and lips worried her sensitive flesh. There was a hot hunger between her legs. ‘This just can’t be happening, it just can’t!’


“Leave me alone, please leave me alone.”


Ngorro raised himself from Angel’s breasts and looked into her eyes.


“Now I know you don’t really mean that, sweet lady.”


“But I do … I do.”


“You taste so sweet so delicious. The honey between your legs will be very savoury at the moment.”


He loved the shock and panic in her eyes.


“You won’t … you can’t … God No. I … Igwe … Joshua.” Her voice trailed off.


“As I said, particularly savoury at the moment.”


Ngorro raised himself up, and looked down at the trembling woman. Why were white women such fools when it came to their sexuality? There was no such thing as perversion! Just pleasure and more pleasure! He leaned forward for the woman’s breast, cupping them in his pudgy hands.


He gently squeezed them, running his palms over the wet nubs. Watching her eyes close as sought to fight the pleasure. Then her pink tongue licked over her lips as her excitement showed. His fingers pinched the nipples and she gasped and her eyes shot open.


“Like it!” He asked.


“No!”


She gasped weakly. Ngorro chuckled as his black hands fondled and caressed the firm white orbs. Then he ran his hands softly and gently down her body as he backed away. She squirmed in his hands, her body pushing into his caressing hands despite her desperate efforts not to respond.


How could this man make her body react like this?


She yelped when his head dropped between her legs now firmly held apart by his hands. When his greedy tongue lapped the well used crease between her legs she shrieked in shock at the exquisite pleasure.


“Nooooo … don’t!”


Ngorro grinned and buried his tongue in the tasty crack, lathing his tongue up through the well fucked channel. Angel bucked against his face and he had to hold her firmly not be shaken off.


It did not deter him and his tongue licked the tasty mix of male spunk and her feminine juices. Angel bit her lip to control the exciting tingling passion erupting between her legs.


‘Oh the dirty bastard’ she thought, as his lapping tongue drove her wild. She just loved being licked. Her fingers curled in the bedsheets and she fought the urge to wrap her legs around the bobbing black head between her thighs.


“Oh God,” she moaned. “Oh God.”


It shouldn’t feel this good. It really shouldn’t!


Ngorro licked. She did not compare to a sweet tasting white virgin, but it was rare to come across one and they rarely stayed that way long. But she was reacting with the excited uncontrolled passion of an innocent youngster experiencing a lapping tongue for the first time and he loved her excited squirming passion, and the taste of a well fucked pussy was one he had come to like.


No doubt her husband had acquired the taste for it by now!


His tongue continued delving into the slick wet mess of cunt, greedily avidly lapping, while firmly holding down the trembling woman.


At last he raised himself up and looked down at the woman. Her chest heaved and gasped as she recovered from the excitement of his tonguing. She just lay there for a moment gasping, before turning to look at him.


“I told you that you would like it. Want to be fucked now?”


“Nooooo,” she wailed as she looked up. His tongue had made her temporarily forget the rolls of corpulent fat as he hovered above her.


“I think you lie to me.”


He ran his fat hands over her wet slick folds easily pushing them apart and toyed with the stiff nub exposed. He laughed as Angel shuddered as his fat fingers set her pussy tingling and throbbing in need.


She felt hungry for cock and cursed the overweight African lecher who had got her so aroused and wanting.


Ngorro gripped her legs and pulled Angel to the edge of the bed and hoisted her legs high and wide. He positioned himself between those high held legs and shuffled forward.


“Are you sure you don’t want to be fucked?”


“No … no … leave me alone.” Even as her pussy throbbed and pulsed in hungry need to be filled.


Ngorro laughed.


“Liar!” and he leaned forward.


Angel felt shock as a thick pole seemed to press forward between her legs. No it couldn’t be. That could not be a cock! She looked down at him but his fat black cock was now resting at the entrance to her body. She shuddered as the pressure increased.


It was too big!


Too thick!


No cock could be that size!


She looked again at Ngorro’s roles of fat.


“Oh no … Oh no!”


Ngorro chuckled.


“Oh yes sweet lady” he whispered, and thrust.


The slick well lubricated channel could provide little resistance to his hard thrusting cock and slid up and in.


Angel shrieked as the fat cock stretched her beyond limit and endurance.


Ngorro loved it as the slick channel gripped him tightly in protest at his rude thrusting entry, but he did not care. She would stretch. They all did. Then she would whimper, squirm and gasp as she was fucked by a real cock!


“Thought Igwe was big did you?” He laughed into to her startled shocked eyes.


He held her stunned eyes in his own as he leaned forward and the rest of thick length slid into her.


Angel gasped and was relieved when she felt his hips against her thigh! At least he was not as long as Igwe!


Ngorro paused to let her body become accustomed to his girth. He twitched his cock revelling on the hot clinging sheath that was still struggling to adapt to his thickness.


Angel lay on the bed. She felt like a butterfly pinned to the bed by the strength of the African. His pig-like eyes held her gaze while her pussy strained and ached under the stretching influence of the man’s cock.


God! She felt as though she had a can of coke thrust up inside her innards! A can that was hot and pulsed inside her. She felt as though she could feel every throbbing vein in the man’s cock. When it twitched inside her shocking jolts of pleasure radiated through her loins.


She lay there paralysed by his girth and the pulsing heat of their union.


Ngorro had that lecherous grin on his face. His hands had started stroking her legs again setting those tingling sensations off again. This should really not be happening! How could she be feeling this way? The man was a pig!


Damn his cock felt good!


She had never felt so full or so stretched.


It was … was … thrilling!


Ngorro lowered his arms to either side of her slim waist and shifted position.


Angel gasped as the motion of his cock inside set off new sensations. It seems that being stretched to breaking point did stop her pussy from getting over excited!


Then he pulled his cock out and bit and thrust back in setting star rockets exploding in he loins. It was too much but she wanted more she humped against him before even realising what she was doing.


Ngorro withdrew and thrust a few more times, enough to pump prime with lust the hunger for more within the cunt of the woman below him. Angel had closed her eyes when he started humping, only to open again when he stopped.


Ngorro’s eyes were just above hers, looking straight into her own eyes.


“Why have your stopped?”


Ngorro grinned.


“Want me to continue do you?”


“Want this ugly black fat man to fuck you do you?”


Angel whimpered in need her pussy was on fire the man’s cock was fucking enormous!


“Yes! Yes! I want it. Fuck me!”


“Are you sure your husband won’t mind!”


“Fuck my husband,” she gasped


“Hell no, sweet lady. It’s not your husband I’m going to fuck!”


“Please … please … just fuck me!”


Twenty stones of corpulent black male started to shake and roll as Ngorro thrust and humped into the now eager lusting white woman beneath him. ‘Oh yes these white women were all the same!’





Angel lay back in the bed dazed and sated. Not quite believing the intensity of the last fucking. She would never have believed that lecherous pig had got her so excited. She didn’t even like him, but the orgasm had been just as intense. It was unbelievable. It was not supposed to be like this.


Sex was supposed to be only so good with the man you loved. Joshua and Joseph had been able to set off an orgasm within her, but that African pervert Ngorro had really gotten her off!


What had happened to the world?


The door opened and Igwe entered the room. She looked back at him … and smiled.


Igwe smiled back and came and sat beside her on the bed.


“That was not so bad now was it?”


Angel nodded sheepishly.


“All that silly fuss about not wanting my friends.”


Angel hugged him as he leaned down close, and her arms went around him.


“It was not so bad!”


“Not so bad! You little hussy you loved it!”


Angel laughed and hugged him again.


“At least it’s over now.”


“Over?” Igwe’s hand raised her face so he could look into her eyes. “Honey, it ain’t over. That was just the start! We are all going to fuck you again now!”


“Oh!” Angel looked up at Igwe to see if he was joking.


His lips found hers and pressed her back into the bed.


“Ohhhhh!” She moaned into his kiss.




Chapter 13






Mark had given up waiting up for Angel to come home by 2 a.m. This time he would not go out looking for her. He had stark memories of the last time he went looking for her and found her kneeling submissively on Igwe’s bed and the long glistening wet length of his thick black cock slithering wetly out of her as Igwe turned to see who was at the window!


That image of his wife was seared onto his memory!


No, he would not go looking for her again.


She had been due to be home for 11pm.


That was their agreement.


He had a heavy heart when he went to bed. The future was uncertain again. He suspected Igwe would make heavy demands on his wife since she had gone grovelling back to her lover after dropping him.


Of course Angel, did not consider that she had gone grovelling, but the African lover would see it that way. There would be a price to pay, he was sure of it. Nothing was ever simple in Africa, but one thing he was certain of when an African concluded he was in control, there was only one way a relationship went.


He was woken when Angel arrived home at 6 a.m. His relief was mixed. He rose from the bed when he heard the gates open and a car drive into the compound. The car had not stayed long and he was walking down the corridor when the front door opened and Angel staggered through.


He was surprised when she closed the door and sagged back against it. He suppressed his sudden concern she had made her bed and could lie in it he decided. She turned her head as she heard him approach. Mark was struck that there was no apology, and no defiance in her eyes.


She just seemed tired, but happy.


There was a strange smile on her face, and a sparkle in her eye.


No concern over her late arrival home was evident. He wondered if she had any thoughts about her breaching off their very basic rules. What would have happened if Robert had wanted his mother in the night? At least Amanda was away at school and would not be wondering why her mother had arrived home at 6am and started wondering what that meant!


“Sorry Mark. I know I am late. What a night!”


“That’s a bit of an understatement, you know you agreed to be home by 11pm.”


Angel shrugged her shoulders as though that was unimportant. Mark bridled at that casual dismissal of his concern, but he curbed his response.


“God I’ve been fucked!”


“Well that is hardly a reason for coming home this late. It’s not as if you have not been ‘fucked’ before…”


“No, no, you don’t understand I’ve been … fucked!”


Mark’s anger flared but he suppressed it with a deep breath. It would not do any good. Angel turned to look at him again.


“Igwe’s friends were there tonight.”


“It’s not the first time you have met his friends.”


“You don’t understand.”


“You are right. I don’t understand.” Mark turned and walked back to the bedroom.


Angel looked after the retreating back of her husband. Would he ever understand?


“His friends fucked me,” she blurted.


Mark stopped at those words. His emotions whirled. He had expected this for some time. That it had finally happened and he had been proved right was little comfort. He gathered himself, and then continued back to bed. He wondered if there was any point in commenting?


He slid back into bed with little thought of sleep.


Angel followed him into the bedroom, before slipping into their adjoining bathroom to clean up and prepare for bed. She needed some sleep!


When she returned to the bedroom, her husband was curled up on one side facing away from her. She sighed for moment before cuddling up to him. She still needed Mark. Igwe had made it clear that she had to go home. Her sleeping with his friends had made no difference on that point. She just wished she could move in with him and live in luxury, and of course be ridden by him every night and every morning.


She pressed her warm curvy body against her husband.


“Want me to tell you what happened?”


She reached around him searching for his cock. It would not be the first time he had been hard with excitement when she came home. She caressed and stroked and Mark made no effort to pull away.


She kissed him lightly on the neck and pressed her full breasts into his back. Once her husband was aroused he would stop worrying, she knew that from experience. Her hands stroked.


“Well do you want me to tell?”


“If you must!”


Angel grinned. His body did not match Mark’s reticence. Mark’s cock had hardened in her squeezing hand!


“It was like this…


Mark listened with fascination as his wife related the events of the evening. Her caressing hand and firm breasts pressed into his back making him acutely aware of the superb body these African men had recently enjoyed.


“I would never have believed I could have enjoyed it Mark! I don’t pretend to understand. I certainly don’t love them! In fact I don’t even like them!”


“But you say each gave you an orgasm?”


“Oh yes. It was extra-ordinary! It was the most exciting night I have ever experienced. Sexually exciting that is!” Then she quietened wondering how Mark had taken her words. He was quiet.


“I would never have believed that I could have an orgasm with men I don’t love! I really mean it when I say I don’t like them, but that did stop me having an orgasm. It was … was wonderful.”


Mark swallowed as he listened to his wife. At thirty two years old it sounded as though his wife had discovered sexual liberation for the first time! What was going to happen now?


Angel shut up. Suddenly conscious she had been waxing lyrical and talking too much.


“Well I need to sleep.”


She forgot her husband’s erection aroused by her hand, and in moments was asleep.


Mark, however, could not get back to sleep.


He lay there with his abandoned cock still hard.





When the phone rang that evening Mark had been settling in for the early evening. He picked up the phone surprised it was working, as it often did not work.


“Hello.”


It was not often they received calls since moving to Africa. The voice on the other end was male, and educated, but clearly African.


“Could I speak to Angel please?”


“Err…” Mark paused uncertain. It was not Igwe’s voice so who was this man asking to speak to his wife? He looked across the room at Angel


“Can I ask whose calling?”


“Joshua.”


“Errr … Joshua who?”


“Just Joshua, she will know who it is.”


Mark looked across at Angel who was reading a magazine and not giving any indication she was expecting a call.


“Oh, well OK.”


He covered the mouthpiece and looked across to Angel who seemed engrossed in her magazine.


“Honey it someone called Joshua. He wants to speak to you?”


Angel looked up slightly confused.


“Joshua?” she asked. Her eyes widened. “Oh Joshua!”


She stood and brushed herself down as though she was about to answer the door, while giving her husband a look. Had she told her husband the names of the men who she had slept with last night? She walked over and took the phone. Shooing her husband away when he showed signs of standing there ready to listen in.


“Yes? This is Angel.”


“So formal. I trust you have recovered from last night?” Angel blushed. “I understand Igwe is busy tonight and unable to entertain you in the manner a beautiful woman like you should be entertained.”


“Well we were just preparing to have dinner…”


“Oh forget that! Come and have dinner with my family and me. We have fresh salmon tonight.”


“Salmon?” Angel was startled after nearly eleven months in landlocked Zimbabwe fresh fish was a rarity, and salmon unheard of. Nile Perch was the usual fresh fish in Zimbabwe. She had almost forgotten what Salmon tasted like. Her own domestic was working on what was meant to be a Lancaster Hot Pot, but was more like a Zimbabwe Hodge Podge.


“Yes. Fresh Salmon. You can meet my three wives.”


“You have three wives?” Angela was startled again. She had heard gossip that many Africans had more than one wife, but most were too poor to have more than one. It was only wealthy Africans who had numerous wives.


“Yes, and my eldest daughter will be here, and my children’s new Tutor will be here. She is from Lancaster, fresh from university, you won’t get bored.”


“It’s sounds like you have quite enough there without me joining you.”


“Oh don’t worry they will keep out of the way after the meal and we can carry on from last night.”


Angel’s cunt pulsed in sudden heat.


“Oh … last night!”


Angel swallowed and looked across at her watching husband and flushed a brighter pink


“Oh yes, last night was a bit rushed. I can’t wait to sample you again, to have some quality time with you. Have you all to myself to savour and enjoy that shapely body. I cannot wait to feel those pretty lips of yours circling my cock. We were just too rushed last night”


Rushed! The man on the other end of the phone had fucked her three times last night before they had allowed her to go home to sleep!


“Oh, well … Igwe’s my boyfriend you know.” She did not notice the flicker on her husband’s face. She would not have recognised his momentary anguish her words caused.


“Igwe’s busy tonight. You will be lucky to see him again before Tuesday. We are his friends it is our duty to keep you entertained, to keep you well fucked! Come along tonight and you will not be bored sitting at home with hubby.”


Angel flushed again. She could feel her nipples already filling out, and her loins felt heavier and hotter. This man had fucked her three times last night and each time she had enjoyed exquisite orgasms! She looked across at her husband then turned away from him cuddling the phone close to her.


“Do you really want me to?”


“Oh yes, I want to lavish some time of those wonderful firm breasts you have. I loved the silky softness of your legs and just can’t wait to sample your tight pussy again without it being full of other men’s juices.”


Angel flushed even pinker. She was not used to hearing such dirty talk on the phone. It was disturbing and shocking. It was also exciting. Did this man really want her so much?


“Well were just about to eat … I don’t even know where you live? How could I get there?”


“My driver’s already outside your villa. I live in Borrowdale. I’ll see you in ten minutes.”


Then the phone was dead in her hands. The African had hung up. She looked at it startled again, and replaced the receiver in the set.


“Are you Ok, honey? Who was that?”


She turned briefly and looked across the room. Mark looking a bit anxious, as he looked at her, Robert was playing happily. The domestic was bustling in the kitchen. A picture of domestic normality, was that what she wanted?


She raised her eyes to Mark.


“I’m going out.”


Ignoring her husband’s blustering protest she rushed for the bedroom. She would have to change her knickers!





Angel was confused. She sat at a lavish table and struggled to suppress her surprise and astonishment. A Mercedes with smartly dressed chauffeur had been waiting outside and had simply opened a rear door for her.


The drive had been short but the villa she had been taken to was more like a mansion. It had to be one of the largest houses she had seen in Harare. She had not seen anything like the whitewashed pillars and ornate frontage on a private house before in Africa.


It’s name Hatuna Katama was blazoned on the wall on a gold plaque. Angel did realise that this was Joshua’s idea of a joke as the words were Kenyan not Zimbabwean at all, but reflected the source of much of Joshua’s wealth from corrupt World Bank negotiations that Joshua had fronted to enable Kenyan politicians ‘prove’ they had an outside investor.


As the car pulled up before the house Joshua was waiting for her outside, with three extremely well dressed African women, and a very young African girl standing beside them looking out of place but equally well dressed. There were also two young adolescent black boys, behind whom stood an exceptionally pretty and far too busty young white woman, with long blond hair and bright blues eyes.


Off to one side, in a long line were several liveried servants. Angel had not known whether to laugh or be astonished. It was like something out of an old fashioned historical drama, except this was Africa and all were black!


She had kept her face straight as she was introduced to Joshua’s family. Hardly the start to the evening she had expected. First she was introduced to Erela Farei, his first wife, a well built African matron who looked about the same age as Joshua.


Then she was introduced to Ada Farei, his second wife. Both women were dressed in traditional robes, full of vibrant colour and sported a feathered headdress that matched the flowing patterns of the robes. Both looked proud and disdainful. Both were annoyed that Joshua should have invited his latest white mistress to dine with them, and were fearful of the increasing influence of the third wife.


Angel shook hands with Daura Farei, the third wife, whose eyes sparkled fire. The woman had a strong grip and retained Angel’s hand in hers as the two women studied each other. Daura was not like the earlier two wives at all. Firstly she was wearing a modern stylish dress, a dress that Angel would have been proud to wear. She was also appeared to be about the same age as Angela.


The woman had a fuller rounder body than Angel, junoesque in shape, with strong firm legs under her short dress. Angel could have easily imagined this woman leading an impi of Amazon warriors.


She only just controlled her shock when Joshua introduced the teenage girl as Sylvi Farei as his latest wife.


“But she is just a young girl!”


The girl in question looked daggers at the white woman who had just insulted her status as Joshua’s fourth wife. Soon she would have enough sexual experience to usurp Daura as Joshua’s favourite wife. Sylvi expected that to be sooner rather than later. Any suggestion that she was too young was not only unwelcome, it warranted revenge!


She glanced across at Taka, her own personal servant. The man already knew that Sylvi had a streak of spiteful cruelty and took note of the woman that had made the mistake of upsetting Sylvi. Whatever scheme Sylvi came up it would be up to him to carry it out.


“She is my wife, and honoured as the representative of the Luba family. Her father is Ngorro, one of my most trusted friends.”


Angel looked in astonishment at the lithe pretty girl. Could this be the daughter of that overweight lecherous bull?


Joshua then moved Angel along and had introduced her to his two sons Saul and Ezekiel. The woman stand behind them he told her was Natalie, a Tutor he had appointed to refine his son’s education and keep them in line. The young woman’s laugh was hearty and honest. Though Erela and Ada sniffed in disapproval that a white employee should be introduced with the family rather than lined up with the other servants!


When Natalie laughed her full, very exposed breasts had wobbled and shook attracting Joshua’s eye and Angel’s immediate disapproval. She had hardly expected to find Joshua’s household to be so full of women!


Joshua clapped his hands and the servants abandoned the line up and rushed for the house anxious to ensure the meal remained perfect.


Now she sat at his table for once grateful for her parent’s endless dinner parties. She was not fazed by the protocol Joshua’s servants followed as the meal was presented. However, she was astonished that the meal seemed to be served on gold platters, and wondered if the cutlery was real silver. The crystal goblets were of the finest and came from Edinburgh, and the red wine she was savouring was at the right temperature. Mind you she had some reservations about red wine being served with salmon, but kept her council to herself.


“So I understand you have a husband?” Angel flushed.


The question had come from Erela Farei, and embarrassed Angel. She looked across the room at Daura, who was looking amused.


“Did you have an education?”


This question had come from Ada, and Angel had an answer to that.


“Yes. I was educated,” her tome was a bit biting. “I took a Science degree in Soils at Bristol, that was where I met my husband. After that I worked in a laboratory, before studying computer programming. I was good at that and went on to become a Systems Analyst. Before we came to Zimbabwe I earned more than my husband!”


Ada and Erela sniffed, determined not to be impressed.


“But now you sit at home by the pool, while your husband works?” Erela asked archly.


Angel shook her head and looked across at the young white woman Natalie.


“I went to university at Lancaster.” She added helpfully.


“But now you teach our sons about sex education!” Ada snapped. Natalie flushed angrily at the bitter African matron’s but said nothing.


The two boys sitting across from Natalie looked at each and grinned. Under the table both boys sported adolescent erections in anticipation of their lessons once dinner was over.


“Shut up, both of you!” Joshua barked. “Angel is my guest and you will treat her with respect, or else!”


Erela and Ada sniffed in unison. It was an art they had practiced together.


“So what does your husband do?” asked Daura, looking at Angel with a smile on her face. “Well he…”


“Da! Da! What sex lessons do we have tonight?” Both boys strained forward looking at their father.


“Now be polite boys we have a guest, a very lovely guest?”


“Are you going to let us fuck her?”


Angel stared at the two grinning boys and felt pale. There was nothing she would put past these Africans, and turned to look anxiously at Joshua.


“Boys. Go to you room immediately!”


“But Da…”


“We want to know Da … I’m sure Nats wants to know as well.”


“You will leave the room immediately! Natalie will visit you at her leisure when she has finished our meal and our guest is more comfortable.”


“But Da…”


“You boys need to learn more discipline and self control. When Natalie comes to you tonight each of you will suck on a nipple!” The boy’s eyes brightened. “You will not touch her anywhere, or rub against her. You will each suck a nipple for one hour and if either of you comes in your pants there will be no sex lessons for a week!”


“But Da… !” Both boys now looked alarmed. Neither expected to be able to hold back when sucking on Nat’s perfect pink tips.


“Self control is what you boys need to learn. Now off you go!”


Angel looked across at Natalie who had blushed herself now, but there was a sparkle in the woman’s eyes. Then Angel noticed that her nipples were pressing through the thin material of her dress. She reached for her wine to cover her confusion. ‘What sort of madhouse am I in’ she wondered?


The boys trooped out of the room.


Erela and Ada sniffed.


Joshua sighted. Both women had been enthusiastic wives when her married them, but that was many years ago. If it were not so important to maintain good relations with their families, he would have been tempted to get rid of them long ago. Thank goodness he could marry as many times as he liked!


He looked across at Sylvi, his latest wife. She was a good girl, if a bit out of her depth, but willing! Then he looked at Daura, and grinned. The woman was sexual predator and just what he needed to add spice to his life. Perhaps he would reward her by letting her have Angel tonight.


Once he was finished with her himself, of course.


He rang the bell on the table and one set of servants rushed in to clear the dirty plates, while another rushed in carrying ice cream deserts. He was tempted to take Angel to the bedroom tip the Sundae’s over her firm breasts and then lick them off her. Hmm, perhaps next time.


The meal was followed by coffee on the veranda. The occasional frowns from Erela and Ada made Angel feel a bit awkward, but not for long. Sylvi fell asleep and Joshua ordered servants to take her to bed. Then as an afterthought sent Daura after them to make sure the servants did not fuck Sylvi while she was asleep!


Finally he got fed up of Erela and Ada’s attempts to restrain frowns and rose to his feet, and took Angel’s hand.


“Come, I will show you around my home.”


Angel gratefully took his hand and wondered what marvels this ostentatious African might have hidden away. She felt strangely comfortable with his hand enveloping hers.


Erela and Ada sniffed.


Joshua led her out of the dining room into the entrance foyer and she marvelled again at the curving staircase surrounding a fountain that had lights set behind it to make it sparkle in different colours. Joshua had really made efforts to impress with this house. He must be really wealthy and she cast a sidelong glance at him.


He was rugged and heavy set. Not as attractive as Igwe, but her loins tightened when she remembered the orgasm he had triggered in her that awesome night. Was it only yesterday!


Joshua led her straight to the carpeted marble covered stairway and ushered her up. She did not baulk when his guiding hand slid down her back to cup her round derriere.


After all she was going to let him do far more than grope her bottom. She could feel her pussy lubricating in advance as she walked up the stairs. Her excitement rising swiftly with the knowledge she would soon be fucked.


At the top of the stairs she glanced briefly as the chandelier above the fountain, but Joshua’s hand was urging her to the right and a row of doors. She wondered what was behind each door?


Joshua led her towards the door at the end of the corridor, which must she assumed be at the end of one wing of the mansion. The door opened to a large room with an exceptionally curved bay window.


The large bed set off to one side was no doubt their destination and without urging from Joshua she headed for it before turning to look at him. Her eyes dropped to his trousers and she noted the bulge with satisfaction.


She felt a surge of pride that she could still make men hard with lust. After years married to her husband Mark Zimbabwe’s biggest surprise was the aggressive forwardness of the African. The knowledge that men still found her attractive had been very reassuring in a wicked way she had tried to suppress. Perhaps the men in England were just too polite to show their lust these days!


When Joshua reached for the dress she drew in her shoulders knowing it would slide off easily. It was why she had chosen it. The loose material easily slid over her shoulders and she watched Joshua’s eyes as her body came into view.


She watched those eyes widen with lust as his nostrils flared at the sight of her firm naked breasts popping out of her dress. She had worn no bra. She did not need to, she was proud of her breasts.


Joshua reached for the jutting proud orbs challenged his manhood. He cupped their full curves, fondling them, enjoying the soft but solid round white flesh. He flicked his thumbs over the already erect pink nipples, which were beginning to darken and thicken.


“You are lucky to have such wonderful breasts! Igwe said you had such good breasts. I did not have the opportunity yesterday to fully appreciate them! Most African women struggle to maintain their figure but you are so perfect!”


Angel soaked in the praise, even as his warm fondling hands aroused her further. Angel was always ready to hear a man tell her how wonderful she was! She stood patiently, her sexual excitement rising as the man’s black hands caressed, stroked and squeezed her sensitive orbs.


She looked down t his hands, but the bulge in his trousers drew her eyes. She remembered his cock very well. It was not as long as Igwe’s or as think but was probably a perfectly acceptable nine inches. Her own loins pulsed at the memory and seemed to fill with a welcoming surge of need.


She reached across the gap between them and her hand grasped the firm bulge inside the man’s trousers. She faltered a moment at the brazenness of grasping a relative stranger’s cock, but the flood of heat and liquid between her legs at the feel of the hard male length in her hand drove away any reserve or caution that nagged at her conscience.


“Take it out,” urged Joshua, leaning to forward to whisper hot words in her ear.


Angel needed no further urging and reached for the zipper in the man’s trousers. Her hand trembled as she worked the zipper down, then she thrust her hand inside his trousers eager for the feel of hard, hot, throbbing cock.


Joshua’s cock leaped out to meet her hand and she grasped it firmly. A shiver ran though her as her slim white hand grasped the gnarled length. Its heat and hardness sent an urgent throbbing need to be filled with its length through her.


Joshua’s hands urged her closer to him, and his calloused hands stroked up the slender softness of her back. She leaned into his arms, pressing her full breasts against him. She rubbed her hard nipples across the coarse material of his jacket and wanted to feel his warm body against her, but did not want to leave her grip on his hot cock to start removing his clothes.


Joshua’s hands reached her shoulder’s and when he pushed her down Angel went willingly eagerly, only to ready to suck and lick the hot black cock now bouncing in front of her lovely face. Joshua’s hands held her steady for a moment as she wobbled off balance at his feet then a hand cupped around her head and pulled her pretty face forward.


Angel needed no urging or encouragement. Her reservation and recent distaste for sucking cock seemed a distant memory as her mouth watered and she licked her lips quickly before kissing the underside of that upstanding black manhood. She started from its base kissing and sucking with her soft lips.


Her tongue found the throbbing pulsing vein that ran the length of the underside of his cock. She licked along the vein pressing and pushing with her tongue until she reached the top of his cock and was rewarded with a gush of salty tasty pre-cum. Her past nausea for the pungent male essence also forgotten as she hungrily sucked up and swallowed the liquid.


The moan that issued from the African man standing over her was like music to her ears. Joshua felt the soft wetness slide over the cap of his cock as the Englishwoman slavishly sucked his blackness into her hungry mouth. His hands firmly clasped the head of the beautiful white female kneeling at his black feet.


Then he was stripping off his clothes as this remarkable white woman slavishly lapped and licked his urgently throbbing cock. Igwe’s find was truly a wonder! It was true that she was older, and he could tell she lacked the skill of some of his white lovers. Nor did not have that marvellous wide-eyed thrilling enthusiasm that young girls offered sex for the first time, but she was beauty.


There was a unique satisfaction of its own that the woman at his feet, married to white professional, intelligent, clever and educated was lost to the mystique of black cock, as her tongue lapped and lips sucked.


Then he was pushing his trousers down and had to hold onto her shoulders to steady himself when her mouth dropped without any urging her soft tender tongue lapped at his balls. Then his hands reached for her and he pulled the woman to her feet, effortlessly lifting her and threw her backwards onto the bed.


Angel squealed as gasped as she fell backwards on to the bed. She looked up at Joshua and the hungry lust in his eyes took her breath away, then his hands were pulling at her dress, dragging it over her round hips.


She writhed and twisted in his grasp helping him pull her dress off eager now for that magnificent cock to be thrust where it belonged. Up her quaking, excited cunt! The fact that this was not her husband or her lover, but a relative stranger, did not diminish or thwart her excitement at all.


This was not what she had thought it should be, an act of love between two caring people that loved each other, and she did not care. She was torn up with lust and excitement that a man was about to drive his cock up her … and that was all that mattered!


The dress was tossed to one side and Angel spread her long shapely white legs wide in joyous invitation to the hard cocked black man about to ram his cock up her! She shrieked with laughter and joy as the middle aged African urgently threw himself on top of her and her legs wrapped around him as she humped upwards searching for the thrusting cock she wanted up inside her.


The hard thrusting jab of his cock seemed to find her centre at the first attempt and she sighed with a remarkably deep sense of satisfaction as the hard maleness pushed open her womanhood and surged up into her body. This was what being a woman was all about she realised as the African settled above her and thrust his cock even deeper.


This was life!


She grasped Joshua’s shoulders tight.


“Fuck!” She gasped delighting in the wicked crudeness.


“Go on, fuck me!”


She could not control her excitement as his heavy body crushed her and his cock felt like a hot iron bar throbbing and jerking as the man surged and thrust above her! She shivered in delight as the African’s hardness slid deep inside her. Her inner muscles grasped greedily at the male intrusion milking it for all the exciting sensations that flooded her loins.


She did not love this man. He was OK, a bit domineering, but his cock thrusting inside her felt just great and she humped and grasped the lust driven African as he humped above her. She marvelled that it could feel so good to be fucked by a man she did not love, but that was not uppermost in her mind as the maleness inside her ground deep and stretched her womanhood.


Joshua soaked in the delight of having a really beautiful white woman squirm and gasping in submission beneath him as he thrust into her hot tightness. Her clutching muscles grasped at his cock enhancing his pleasure. His black hands caressed and squeezed soft round white curvy womanhood.


He looked down into that pretty face and lowered his head. The woman eagerly responded her lips found his, hungry with passion and excitement. Their tongues met and duelled as their loins ground together in a fierce melding of wet hot lust.


Angel’s legs squeezed and clamped around the black body pressing down on hers. Her feet began an urgent tattoo on his buttocks urging him to fuck her harder and deeper.


Joshua responded exerting his weight and strength to really drive into the softness of the submissive woman beneath him. Her soft body yielded easily to his male aggression. The clutching soft heat of her channel enclosed his hardness as he humped and thrust between widespread thighs. Her drumming heels an irritation even as he marvelled at her excitement and arousal apparent in this woman.


Angel gasped as the cock throbbed deep inside her. It seemed as though every gnarled inch throbbed and pulsed in urgent desire to fill her with male flesh then the African shuddered and she wailed as his cock shot off inside her!


“No, not yet. I’m not ready! It’s too early.”


Joshua shuddered atop the protesting woman as his balls pumped his seed up inside her grasping tight sheath. He made no effort to hold back, or excite her further. He was done. With a groan he rolled off and lay back, flat on his back.


“But what about me?” Angel pleaded.


Joshua ignored her as lay gasping at her side. He had just fucked one of the most beautiful white women he had ever met and soaked her married pussy with his seed. Life in Zimbabwe just got better by the day.


Angel rolled over and raised herself on an elbow and glared at him. No man ever treated her so casually! The bastard. What about her orgasm?


“Will you lick me?”


“No.”


“But…”


“Shut up!”


Angel stared at him in disbelief. Was he really going to leave her hanging? She looked down at his body. He was much older than her husband, but around the same age as Igwe. His body heaved and shuddered as he got his breath back. She realised he was not very fit, but something had to be done.


Her eyes drifted down to his cock. It lay across his stomach, now flaccid, but still long and glistening wetly with their combined juices. ‘To hell with this, ‘ she thought and her head dipped down to lick. ‘I’ll get this bastard hard again!’


Her tongue lashed across the still thick cock and the taste of her own juices mixed with his sperm suffused her mouth as the pungent fluid coated her tongue. There had been a time when just the thought of licking a cock at all would have repulsed her never mind a cock soaked in sex juices. Now she savoured the pungent taste and as the cock twitched back into life!


She licked her tongue around her mouth to maximise the taste, before dipping her head lower to lap up a large white globule of sperm, nestling at the base of his cock. She swept the thicker lump of male sperm into her mouth and swallowed it down.


Then she dipped her head lower and lapped softly at Joshua’s black balls. Her eyes lit up as she saw Joshua’s cock stiffen and lengthen, and then she was licking her way up its length along the ribbed throbbing vein seeking out the opening through which more sperm might seep out.


Joshua closed his eyes and laid back his head. He concentrated only on the soft, warm, wet tongue licking and lapping around his private parts. His cock pulsed and ached as it surged back to full erection. The soft hot warmth that engulfed the head of his cock was so exciting. The knowledge that a white woman, and a beautiful one at that was eagerly seeking to arouse him was always a unique and special thrill.


Never in all his childhood dreams had he dreamed he would have such a woman as this, or young women like his children’s governess Natalie, or any of the other white women and girls throwing themselves into his bed. Wealth and power had come to Joshua thanks to his friendship with Igwe, and Ngorro. While Joseph’s connections with the CIO guaranteed there would be no repercussions for the wildest of excesses.


He reached down and patted Angel on the head, before he ran his hands through her soft hair before pushing her head down. A slight gurgling came from the woman as he pushed her head a bit more firmly down but she made no effort to pull away. The heat of her mouth and the swirling tongue seemed to engulf half the length of his cock then he released his hand.


Angel’s head slid upwards her lips grasping the sides of the cock and sucking firmly on the hard maleness, before she popped her mouth free and looked across at Joshua assessing him. There was no sign of movement from him despite the full erect cock bobbing in front of her face. She would have to do the work herself!


She turned around and stretched a long shapely tanned thigh over his body watching the flicker of emotion demonstrating his sudden interest in her activity. Angel knew her legs were one of her best features and as she sat astride Joshua she almost forgot his cock as she flexed the muscles in her legs. She watched his hungry eyes ogle her, but her own hungry pussy was not to be denied and she straightened up, reaching for the hard black stake she intended to impale herself on!


Joshua watched amazed as this supposedly restrained English wife raised herself and lined his cock up with her womanhood. The entrance was slick and open after their first bout. He enjoyed the feel as the slick lips of her womanhood opened and received his hardened length. The sight of shapely white thighs spread wide to accept his black cock was almost as stimulating as the feel of her tight sheaf sliding down and grasping greedily at his cock.


Angel gasped as Joshua’s thick length opened her up again. She slid herself down the iron bar of black cock. She worked her inner muscles to squeeze and caress it in a manner she would never have dreamed of doing just a few months earlier. Her experience of sex in the last few months had opened her eyes to the pleasure that sex could provide.


Joshua watched as the woman’s eyes started to glaze over as she gasped and quivered above him. He grinned and reached up sliding his hands over the soft white skin of her straddling thighs. His hands rose to grasp her slender waist and the warm curve of her hips. He took a firmer hold and bounced her up and down a few times, laughing as the woman bit her lip to suppress a squeal of delight.


Angel’s lip hurt from the sudden clamp of her teeth on her soft lips. The pain helping her control the exquisite delight of the African’s cock being thrust vigorously up and down in her cunt. She bounced on his cock in his firm grasp trying to gain control of the situation but not sure if she wanted to as her loins were engulfed in sensation.


Joshua released his grip on her waist, sliding his hands high he reached for her fill firm breasts. The soft round orbs were a pleasure to hold and squeeze. He pumped his hips a few times while holding her breasts firmly, forcing more gasps and moans from the excited aroused English wife.


Angel moaned as bouncing lower the curls of hair in the African’s loins ground against her clitoris as she absorbed the last think inch of black cock into her body. She moaned deeply at the knowledge that its full black length was up inside her body and wriggled down on it.


Joshua ran thumbs over erect darkened nipples, enjoyed the excited squirming it generated, and the urgent clasp of her pussy around his manhood as the woman lost control of her body. His palms manhandled the warm fullness of the white breasts, and Angel leaned forward to towards him to press her sensitive breasts into his hard grasping hands. Her own hands reached down on either side of his shoulders to take her weight then she raised her hips drawing his cock out of her before slamming her hips back down forcing a gasp from the man beneath her.


She experienced an extraordinary satisfaction at forcing the exclamation of lust from the African. Then she raised her hips and drove back down on his cock delighting in the feel of male hardness driving up into her body. She had never done this before and was shocked at the intensity of the experience. She looked into the African’s eyes as his hands continued to play with her breasts then moaned as a deep hungry need engulfed her and she began to feverishly hammer her hips up and down on the hard male spike buried so deeply inside her body.


Joshua grinned and lowered his hands to grasp round, jerking, bobbing hips. It took him an effort to get a firm grip of the heaving driving hips. As soon as he had managed to steady her down he thrust upwards. Angel yelped at the sudden intensity of pleasure.


She tried to drive her hips back down on his hardness, but Joshua held her firmly steadying her then he thrust upwards again drawing forth another yelp of pleasure from the woman. Then he used his strength to guide her hips to match his upward thrusts, and Angel’s wail was music to his ears.


Under Joshua’s guidance Angel learned to match her downward slide to Joshua’s upwards thrusts and as the their loins ground together his cock each time seemed to threaten to punch through into her womb. She thanked God for the pill as she squeezed the hard male cock to coax out his hot male seed.


Now she wanted him to come. She was hungry for the spurt of male juice! Wanted it spray the walls of her womb with its heat! She urged her hips to meet the man’s thrusting cock squeezing and clasping it as though she could force its juice out of it and into her by sheer will and the power of her clamping tight heat.


Joshua lay back on the bed. His hands savoured the warm curves of vibrant urgent white womanhood bouncing above him. Her greedily clasping pussy was tight around his cock. He could feel the woman’s inner muscles seeking to hold his cock tightly even as their hips separated as she rose on her knees above.


Full round white breasts quivered and bounced in front of his eyes, and he darted his head forward to bite at a pert hard nipple. Her squeal of pain was mixed with excitement and pleasure. His hands rose to grasp the soft slim waist and pulled her down firmly onto his cock delighting in the hot clinging sheath that slid over his harness.


As their loins smashed together the woman’s pussy grabbed tightly at his cock as though she would never let it go again. He groaned unable to contain himself any longer and his heavy balls tightened sending a surge of sperm shooting from his cock.


Angel shrieked in excitement, as the hot surge of sperm seemed to shoot straight through her uterus directly into her womb. She pressed down tightly grinding herself against the hard bone of his pelvis, eagerly milking the spurting cock as it sent further floods of hot seed up inside her.


Joshua fell back from the woman gasping and heaving from the exertion of fucking her. She was giving him no peace or grace, as her womanhood seemed to be trying to tear his cock off his body, so anxiously was she milking his cock of seed.


Angel squirmed and wriggled above the middle aged African as she sought more male sperm. She seemed overwhelmed with a hunger for it and moaned as she felt his cock start to soften inside her and tried to excite than man further to keep it hard longer just a bit longer.


Almost miraculously it seemed another surge of seed shot into her. This last surge seemed long and sustained. She relaxed allowing her own orgasm to overtake her. Joshua reached up and pulled her tight against him as she shivered and shook.


Finally when both were still she rolled off him and lay comfortable beside him panting.


After a few moments rest Joshua rose and padded off to his first wife Erela who was expecting him in her bed tonight. Each of his wives had a strict rota and whatever else he might get up to it would not be worth breaking the rule that he ended the night with Erela.


Angel was too wrapped up in the sated luxury of her orgasm to take much notice. She assumed he was going off to shower, but could not stir herself from the lazy comfort of the bed.


When footsteps padded into the room and the door was shut, she heard they key turn in the lock and wondered if Joshua would anything particularly kinky done to arouse him again. Then pulled her thoughts together shocked that she should so easily slip into thinking of kinky ways to please a man.


The footfalls padded over to the bed sounded softer, not so heavy as Joshua. Angel opened her eyes to look up into the disconcerting gaze of Daura, Joshua’s youngest wife. She rose on one elbow pulling the sheet up with her to preserve her modesty.


“What are you doing here? What do you want?”


Her eyes flicked over to the door remembering the click of the lock. Why had this woman locked them both in? Her heart fluttered with a little worry and she sat up properly before moving to get out of the bed.


Daura firmly pushed her back down.


“This is my bed, in my bedroom. Joshua has gone to sleep with Erela, it’s her night.”


“But…”


Angel leaned forward to stand up, but Daura pushed her back and fear rose up in Angel. She looked up at Daura who she realised was fit and strong, her earlier thought during dinner that she was an Amazon returned to her.


What did the woman want? Was she here to exact revenge on Angel for sleeping with her husband, but Joshua had three other wives! What was she up to?


“What…”


Daura interrupted her brusquely.


“Joshua left you in my bed, and you have something of mine that I want back.”


“I don’t understand.”


“You will.”


Daura unclasped a towel that she had wrapped around her and it fell around her feet.


“You have my husband’s sperm and I want it back. It’s mine!”


When Daura put a knee on the bed and reached for Angel she quickly backed away.


“What are you doing?”


“I told you taking back what is mine, now get over here.” Daura commanded.


Angel backed further away.


I don’t … what do you want … leave me alone.” Her voice rose to a frightened shriek as Daura lunged her, pinning her beneath her on the bed. For a moment the two women lay together and Angel was keenly aware of the soft warm curves pressed against her. Then panic set in and she tried to wriggle from underneath the woman. She wasn’t a lesbian!


The struggle was fierce, and prolonged as Angel wrestled with the African woman to get free of her.


“Let me go.”


Daura seemed more amused than angry with her at every opportunity rubbed and pressed herself against Angel. The feel of firm, round breasts and soft, sleek thighs slipping and sliding over her own body was strange, alien and confusing to Angel and she struggled harder to get free. The more she struggled the more the woman’s body rubbed against her and the more confused Angel became at the way her body was responding.


Suddenly she realised that the African woman was enjoying her efforts, was getting off on her squirming efforts to get free and she froze. Daura looked down at her quizzically.


“I’m not a lesbian!”


Daura grinned and slid one hand up Angel’s body and cupped a white breast then tweaked one of Angel’s nipples. Angel whimpered in protest, denying the flush of pleasure that spread outwards form her breast.


“Please don’t. I don’t want this.”


Daura grinned and lowered her head to lick at the woman’s soft white neck. Angel protested and pulled her head away but Daura reached higher and grasped Angel’s hair tightly locking her hand in the woman’s hair. Then she leaned closer and licked again at Angel’s soft neck. When Angel tried to pull away again Daura’s hand tightened forcing a shriek of pain out of Angel who froze, and remained still while Daura licked and nibbled at her soft neck.


Angel whimpered again. Afraid of the pain of wrenching free, and afraid even more of the moist pleasure the woman’s tongue was bringing her. I’m not a lesbian she told herself again. I’m not. The soft warmth of round breasts pressed against her was disturbing.


Daura shifted around on the bed, repositioning Angel’s body, pushing her legs apart.


“Now you give me back my husband’s seed.”


Angel started struggling again when she realised Daura’ intent. She clamped her legs together and twisted and turned, struggling to get free of the black woman. Daura became angry now that the white woman was denying her own body and still resisting her!


She sat astride the struggling woman and slapped Angel hard. The woman shrieked, and Daura slapped her again a few times for good measure. She ignored the tears springing from the woman’s eyes. Then she twisted the woman’s legs up and around and pulled them apart, forcing the woman’s legs back down while leaving her womanhood exposed and high in the air in front of her.


She grasped Angel firmly in position.


“Keep still, or I hurt you again!” She ignored the woman’s whimpering moans of protest. Then dipped her head and tongued the exposed pussy. Her husband’s thick pungent sperm had not yet mixed with the woman’s juices and she licked up stringy lengths of spunk.


Angel moaned in despair as the woman’s tongue flicked out across her private parts. Oh God No! Please No! I don’t want this as her loins reacted to the soft knowing tongue. Hot waves of pleasure surged through her. No, No I can’t like this. I mustn’t! It’s perverted and wrong. It’s too much!


Daura held the white woman firm as she felt the woman shiver and shake, anticipating that she would try to wriggle free again. She pushed her tongue deep, up inside the woman setting off shaking even more intensely.


Angel wailed as the tongue pushed deep and wriggled around inside her. Daura lapped at the pungent mix of woman juice and her husband’s seed, savouring the tasty mix. She grinned when the woman’s hips jerked upwards, then give several upward jerks.


Enjoying the moment her tongue lashed out and circled the woman’s clitoris in a way she knew would drive the woman mad with excitement.


The moan this generated within the white woman was quite different in temper and character to the earlier complaints, and Daura twirled and probed between Angel’s spread white things. Angel bit her tongue to suppress the urgent passion building between her legs.


Protest had died at the exquisitely perfect tonguing of her pussy. This black woman was a devil with her tongue! As the soft tongue licked and probed Angel found herself spreading her legs wider, raising her hips up higher hungry for the heady sensations radiating out from her loins.


Daura turned and pushed Angel away and rose up onto her knees, twisting around before reaching for the white woman, turning her over, and meeting no resistance as she pulled the woman’s legs apart for the third time.


Then she turned and straddled the woman’s head looking down over the admittedly shapely woman’s body and lithe tanned legs. She looked at the full breasts and reached down and fondled them. Not many African women had such full firm orbs.


“OK. Now lick me!” She commanded.


Angel had been looking with fear and distaste at the woman’s pussy between the dark thighs rising on either side of her face. She had feared the command made by the woman. She might like having her own pussy licked but doing the same to another woman! She swallowed nervously, anxiously. She closed her eyes but the smell of African womanhood did not go away.


Before she opened her eyes a wet heat was pressing down on her mouth. She opened her mouth to protest, but her mouth was filled with wet African pussy before she could speak.


Pain shot from her nipples as Daura tweaked them hard.


“Lick!” She commanded again.


Angel resisted the command struggling to overcome her repugnance of doing the act herself!


Daura reached down for the white woman’s head. Angel whimpered as Daura’s hands tightened in her hair. When the hands pulled and jerked at her hair Angel whimpered then stuck her tongue out to avoid further pain.


Her tongue sought to pull back in distaste but the hands in her hair tightened threateningly and she kept her tongue extended and started a tentative licking. She heard the woman above her gasp in pleasure, and lapped a bit more trying to ignore her first taste of pussy, African pussy.


Then Daura started a humping motion against Angel’s face and tongue and the hands in her hair became gentle, caressing. Angel licked with a little more effort realising that as soon as this woman had her orgasm this would all end.


Daura abandoned Angel’s hair and leaned forward sliding her hands up and over the woman’s body, before leaning further forward pushing complaint thighs apart before she dipped her own head down between well shaped white thighs and began licking herself.


Angel shivered when the woman’s body pressed against hers, and the woman’s tongue delved between her own pussy lips reminding her what the woman must be feeling from her own tongue. She licked a bit harder and started to seek those private places that she knew would excite the woman further.


It was Angel’s first time licking pussy, and her first experience of simultaneous pussy licking. The excitement of her own pussy been licked soon built up and she almost forgot what she was doing herself as the two women used lips, tongues and hands to pleasure each other.


Angel forgot lesbianism was a sin, and thought only of the pleasure she was receiving as the African woman’s tongues sought out every last drop of her husband’s sperm. Angel tried to blot out what she was doing with her own tongue but soon realised that it was not so bad after all, and her licking grew more urgent, more fervent.


She clasped the black woman tightly as their passion rose and somehow they both achieved orgasm together in one mind-blowing explosion of bliss before falling apart from each other.


It was Angel’s second orgasm of the evening. There had been a time when she had not liked having more than one orgasm but Africa was rapidly widening her understanding of sex. Daura rose and walked over to a dresser and fished around in one of the drawers, Angel looked over towards her then quickly looked away. She did not find it comfortable to look at another woman’s body despite what they had both been doing.


She did not therefore notice that the African woman was fastening straps around her waist and thighs. She was looking up at the ceiling when Daura padded back to her.


“OK. Now spread your legs for me!” Her words were barked in barked in a commanding tone. Angel’s eyes flashed back to Daura and widened in shocked surprise when she saw the carved ivory phallus jutting from the woman’s loins.


“What?”


“Spread your legs!” Daura shouted at her and Angel’s legs flew apart. She did not want to get hurt again! She knew she could not overpower this woman and her eyes flicked quickly over to the locked door.


Daura grinned seeing the woman’s renewed alarm and fear. Where had Igwe found this woman?


“Just relax honey. I’m not going to do anything to you men have not already done.”


“But you’re a woman.”


“Yeah, which means I can do it better!”


Daura climbed onto the bed. Angel desperately wanted to clamp her thighs together and deny this perverted woman, but she simply did not dare and kept her trembling legs wide apart.


Daura grinned and ran her hands over soft skinned tanned thighs, she could feel them trembling as she rose up the woman’s body caressing and stroking. She lowered herself using one hand to guide the carved polished ivory tusk into the woman and remarkably gently slid it up inside the woman.


Angel moaned as the hardness pressed deep into her.


She looked into Daura’s eyes as they came up alongside her own eyes. The woman’s eyes were shiny and bright.


“There that was not to bad was it?”


The woman’s round breasts crushed down on Angel’s own full firm orbs and her head lowered and Angel found she was being kissed! Her head told her to pull away but the fact was the kiss felt nice.


Being kissed by another woman was not supposed to be nice!


Angel felt her face being stroked gently and then the woman was thrusting at her grinding her pussy against Angel’s loins pressing the dildo deeper.


Angel gasped and Daura’s tongue entered her mouth. Angel’s arms came up around the African woman and held her close and tight as her tongue duelled with Daura’s in a dance of lust and excitement.


Angel’s legs came up and wrapped around the African woman grasping the black woman tight as their loins bumped and ground together.


This was not right! This was not right! But Angel did not care anymore!


It felt good!




Chapter 14






Amanda stepped quietly along the corridor. It was after curfew and she could be in trouble if she was caught out of her room but she was not used to hot nights and need the coolness of the drinking fountain that the school provided on each floor. The drink she had put by her bedside had become warm and insipid while she slept.


The darkness of corridor was broken by moonlight coming in through the large windows. She glanced outside at the remarkable star filled night as she passed one window wondering what was out there in the dark African night. The school was protected on all sides by tall strong fences that bounded one hundred acres of the school grounds. It was somewhat ironic that the fence between the Boys School and the Girl’s School was even higher and more elaborate than the boundary fences.


She dipped her head at the fountain and the water spouted high coating her lips and surging into her mouth. The action reminded her of the Sarah Braithwaite’s comment that the fountains reminded her of a spurting black cock. The schoolgirls had giggled together at the lewd comment. Amanda guessed Sarah’s comment was just a girlish fantasy, but as she drank the refreshingly cool water she wondered what it would be like to have a cock spurt it’s seed into her mouth.


Lots of the girls at the school talked about cock sucking, in particular about sucking black cocks. Amanda suspected they did not know what they were talking about, but some of the girl’s talked about the smell and taste of cock, and how black cocks were so much more pungent and earthy than white cocks in a way that made her wonder if they could be telling the truth.


Back in England the girls at her school had talked about sex a lot, but they had talked without real knowledge, guessing and wonderings, interspersed with what were clearly wide speculations.


Here the girl’s talked about the African’s running their family home; of sex that happened as soon as they arrived home; of being taken away to meet important men and expected to please them. Amanda wondered what it meant to please a man, what it would feel like to ‘know’ you were being taken away to have sex with a strange man!


She lifted her head from the fountain and headed back to her room. A room she shared with six other girls, five of whom were white, and one African girl who came from a wealthy family. Laysha Farei was seventeen years old and had been appointed Head Girl at the start of the term.


Gossip around the school said Laysha’s father was a wealthy businessman, who was one of the school governors. She intimidated Amanda, who was not used to being around black people. Even after a year in Zimbabwe she had few contacts with African people. The school was 98% white, with just a few African girls like Laysha. There was only one token African teacher, though the Headmaster and the school matron, were also was African. The school matron was also African. A domineering no nonsense woman that ticked all the boxes that qualified her as a Big Black Mamma so stereotyped in American films.


The grounds staff, and security staff were all black of course.


Amanda paused at the window as she heard soft African voices carry through the window from the outer darkness. She listened to the deep timbered male voices with fascination. She did not understand the dialect being spoken, but the masculine tones seemed to send a shiver through her. To her these strange African voices had a mystical quality, enhanced by the way they seemed to float in through the window from the deep darkness of the African night.


It sounded like they were near the cycle shelters, probably smoking she thought. She was about to head off back to bed when an English girlish voice squeaked nervously in the darkness.


“Mtombi … Ogi … is that you? Are you there?”


The African voices fell quiet. The girl’s voice broke the silence; Amanda thought it sounded like Paula White, one of the girl’s in the year above Amanda.


“Mtombi … Ogi … where are you I can’t see anything in this blasted darkness … Ooohhh!”


The last was a muffled squeal cut off mid conversation.


“Shush. Do you want to get us caught?”


“But…” the girl’s response was quickly cut off.


“Shush girl, we know why you are here. Just keep silent.”


A laugh from the second African was followed by was another muffled squeal.


“Christ, you had better not be a screamer!”


What was a screamer? Amanda edged closer to the window just in time to see a brief flicker of movement at the far end of the sheds before the darkness engulfed all movement. Silence returned to the night.


Amanda waited but no sign broke the night to indicate what might be happening out there in the dark. Her curiosity rose as she waited and wondered. What was happening? Whatever it was she was sure it was illicit … naughty … forbidden. She felt her own body tingle in the strange way it had so often these days when she thought about sex. She had to find out what was going on! She would not sleep lying in her bed wondering. She looked into the darkness of the corridor. There was no sign of any patrolling staff, nor doors being opened and closed, or lights going on and off.


Amanda made a decision and headed for the stairwell. From the lower windows she would have a better chance of seeing what was going on. Her heart beat fast as she crept down the stairs fearful of being caught, but Paula had managed to get out of the school building. Perhaps everyone was asleep?


Creeping about in the dark was a new experience for Amanda but the draw of seeing illicit sex between one of the white schoolgirls and the African men guarding the school was an unexpected magnet that drew her like a moth to the flame.


At the last turn of the stairs before the ground floor Amanda paused on the landing and looked out into the sheds. In the darkness Paula’s white body appeared in short glimpses confusing Amanda. She could not see the African men at all, but flashes of Paula’s white pale legs appeared to come and go. Amanda did not understand why that was the case until she realised that it was the dark bodies of the two African men that occasionally blocked her view of Paula.


Amanda could hear absolutely nothing at all. She wondered at that, before realising that the windows in the stairwell were closed. She had not realised the windows were so effective at cutting out the noise, but the designers had been well aware of how the restless African night was never silent.


Her heart seemed to thump in her chest as she reached for the handles, but if they did squeak she was confident she would be gone long before anyone could reach this spot to investigate!


She inched the window open, and the deep African voices that seemed to drift in through the opening were soft and gentle.


“That’s it girl, stay still, try to keep quiet.”


Amanda heard only a ghost of a whisper of a girlish voice, but even that whisper stood her nerves on edge.


“Please I … oh … err … be gentle.”


“Shhh … relax … we know you have not sneaked out before but we know what you need.”


“Woah! Oh! Oohh!”


“You get much black cock at home do you?”


“No, I’ve never done something like this at home. I have to sneak out to the shops.”


“Not so loud girl, if we are caught you will be expelled, but we will loose our jobs.”


“Sorry … Ooooh … I can’t help myself!”


“God she’s wet, she really is soaking wet for it.”


Amanda was confused. What was he talking about? How could she be wet? There had been no rain for weeks. She felt a tingle build in her own loins. She had become moist and hot between her own legs quite frequently in the last year, could they be talking about that, but that could hardly be called wet!


She had often been tempted to touch herself between her legs this last year, but her mother’s strict lectures and warnings of sin and kept her hands above her waist. Men had touched her between the legs more than a few times this year and their touch had been fiercely exciting and set off strange feelings within her. Those surging reactions when she thought about it reaffirmed her mother’s words of the dangers of lust.


Her thoughts drifted back to the first time an African had slipped his hand up her skirt. His caressing hand had set little shock waves off inside her. She had been waiting at the carousel for their baggage when they had first arrived when she felt the warm hand slide up her leg from behind. She had at first been too shocked, and had frozen in position. Only when the hand reached higher and touched her private parts had she squealed.


In moments the hand had gone and her father had been there, looking concerned and glaring around looking for an offender. Her father had kept her close, his presence reassuring, but the feel of that warm hand sliding up her leg had been a feeling that she had lain at night thinking about it.


Of course, since that first grope she had been touched and fondled many times despite the presence of her parents. Her father had been like an ever present sheepdog herding her and her mother as the African men seemed to circle like hungry sharks when they had wandered into shopping malls.


In the crowded shops and supermarkets black hands had sneaked out to caress and fondle her body, and the sensations had overcame her fear of the men who had manoeuvred to get close to her. Her breasts had tingled and swelled when African hands had cupped and gently squeezed them. African hands squeezing her slender waist had sent shivers through her that confused her.


Then her father had been there shooing them away, protecting her and she had found her love for him get only stronger as she saw his concern and love for her; but also she had found a deep and profound wish that he had not been there and the touching and fondling had been able to continue.


Now outside in the dark Paul White was with two African men, and there was no Daddy to protect her and chase the men off. Amanda’s heart was in her mouth as she tried to see what was happening!


“OOOhhh!”


“Oh honey, you just can’t make be so noisy.”


“Shut her up Ogi, before anyone hears her!”


“Here honey, bend over, lean forward … I’m sure you know what to do.”


“Ahh!” The gasp was quickly muffled, but was definitely male. What had Paula done to make the man gasp like that?


“Is she any good?”


“Shit this little bitch knows how to suck!”


Amanda found her breath caught in her throat. Her stomach churned, and her heart thudded in her chest. She peered desperately into the darkness. Her brain rebelled at a black man calling a white girl a bitch, but something inside he was stirred by the crudity, and the thought that out there in the darkness Paula White was sucking a cock.


A black cock!


Amanda’s hand rose to her throat as she tried to imagine what Paula must be experiencing with a black cock in her mouth. Her imagination was going wild but she just could not imagine what a cock would taste like. Why did girls like doing it?


Nevertheless the thought of a man holding her firmly in place while he guided her mouth up and down his cock was a strangely heady thought.


There was a flash of white in the darkness and Paula’s round white bottom and thighs seemed to move into view as her pleated skirt was pushed up over her waist and laid along her back. Amanda’s eyes were riveted and then a black hand appeared on Paula’s curved bottom.


The sight of that dark hand taking hold and possession of Paula’s white hips sent a surge through her own loins as she imagined a man doing the same with her. Her knees went weak. A light flicked on in the school. Amanda saw the light shining onto the lawn and jumped nervously. In moments she was fleeing up the stairs. More lights flicked on this time outside and she heard the African men curse and Paula whimper her distress, but her own concern was getting into bed without being caught. She raced up the stairs.


“Amanda Scott! Stand right there!”


Amanda slid to a stop. Suddenly her heart had sank to her stomach as she realised she had been caught. She could be expelled for being out of her bed at this time of night. Someone among the staff must have realised what was happening outside.


“Report to the Headmaster’s Office and wait there!”


It was the African matron and Amanda knew she would get no mercy from the Amazonian harridan. With a heavy heart she made her way to the Headmaster’s office while the flat, heavy steps of the African woman following on behind.


Waiting outside the office of the Headmaster Amanda felt only trepidation. It was the middle of the night and the Headmaster, who was always gruff, would not appreciate being called out of bed.


She was about to be caned!


There could be no other conclusion. She might even get expelled and that would hurt her parents. This was the best school in Zimbabwe, and she had heard dark stories about some of the other African owned boarding schools.


A door slammed shut and Amanda’s heart beat faster as the heavy tread of the Headmaster came up the stairs. She had never been caned in England. Such practices were against the law in England, but her parents had had to sign a waiver allowing the school to exert discipline the old fashioned way.


She tensed her soft bottom at the thought of the pain about to be inflicted. She was summoning the courage to cut and run, but the door from the staircase opened and the Headmaster walked through. Amanda looked up into his stern gaze and looked away quickly. The last thing she wanted him to think at the moment was that she was defiant. That would only get her into more trouble.


The Headmaster looked down at the young English pupil. He was surprised it was Amanda Scott. In the last year she had not given any cause for trouble. He had watched her from his study on a few sports afternoons. He liked to watch the nubile white girls running around the sports field in their hockey shorts, with bouncing breasts and hair blowing in the wind.


As the girl looked timidly away from him his gaze fell to her bare legs. She must have been sleeping in a tee-shirt, which in itself was a breach of discipline. She was too scared of him to look up at him so he took the opportunity to have a good look at the girl.


Her bare legs were developing nicely with her upper thighs were filling out, and hips that would comfortably take a man between them. Her hair was dark, and long, and with her head bowed as she looked down at her hands resting in her lap. Her dark hair partially hid her face, and the darkness of the half lit corridor did not help, but the Headmaster remembered well her bright eyes, pretty nose, and soft lips.


Her stance did not show off her breasts. If he recalled correctly they were the shape and solidity of nice round apples. He recalled them bobbing as she ran on the sports field but without much movement.


The girl was on the borderline of womanhood and his cock hardened in expectation of the opportunity her punishment might provide. At fourteen years she was hardly likely to be a virgin, but some of the English girls were. He would have to be careful. His cock just hardened and thickened further.


His cock had no interest in caution.


The door to the study opened and the Matron emerged.


“What have we hear Matron?”


“One of the girls was out in the cycle sheds. I was investigating when I found this young woman in the stairwell spying on what was happening.”


“Well young lady what do you have to say for yourself?”


Amanda shrunk in on herself, wishing she could just disappear. Her little adventure had turned into a nightmare.


“Being caught away from your room in the middle of the night is in itself a reason for your automatic expulsion. You do realise that?”


“All the girls know the rules Headmaster!”


It was Matron who chipped in with that comment.


“Well girl?”


Amanda nodded.


“Yes sir.”


The Head’s cock stirred further as the submissive softness of the girl’s reply. The Headmaster kept back a grin. He loved it when the white girl’s in his control had to be respectful and called him ‘Sir’.


“So what did you expect, that you could swan around the school after dark and flout the rules. I am going to have telephone your parents at 3am and report this. I can’t imagine they are going to be very happy about this.”


“Please don’t. Oh please don’t! Can’t I just be punished I won’t do it again”.


“You can rest assured you are going to be punished. Matron!”


The Head nodded at Matron who walked over to the wall, returning with a switch and handing it to the Headmaster. He took it from Matron and flexed it with a few swipes through the air. The whistling shriek of the switch passing through the air give Amanda a nasty scare, and her heart pounded and her blood started to race through her veins.


“So why shouldn’t I tell your parents?”


“If you expel me you will lose a fee!”


The Headmaster looked at her surprised. For a moment he sensed some defiance in the girl. The girl obviously was cleverer than he had thought.


“No Amanda, I won’t lose a fee. Your parents have paid for the year. If I choose to expel you I will retain that fee, and have the opportunity to charge another parent a fee to get their daughter into the school. Another girl who I might expect to be more respectful of the rules of the school.”


“Oh.”


“So do you have any more bright ideas?”


“No Sir. Sorry Sir!”


“So into my study and I will inflict the standard punishment, and then we will call your parents”.


Amanda stood, and the Headmaster was please to see his assessment had been right. The young lady had developed breasts, not very full, but they would be nice pert handfuls. They strained the material of her short top, and his cock responded by straining against his trousers.


He followed the girl into the study.


“Is there anything I can do to persuade you not to call my parents.”


“Of course there is girl. I would remiss in my education of all my pupils did not learn the importance of using all their skills and assets to further their career.”


The Headmaster looked at Amanda and then brought the switch down sharply into his hand delighted in the way the girl flinched.


“Normally I would punish you as you are, bent over my desk! This is you first infringement of the school rules. You have been well behaved up until now. I will consider not calling your parents if you remove your clothes and allow me to punish you naked!”


“Naked!”


Amanda was shocked. No one had seen her naked for years. She looked more closely at the Headmaster, but his stern gaze was fierce and she quickly looked away. Her eyes fell on the matron who has standing there with crossed arms. There was no comfort and support there.


“Well do you want your parents to know you were sneaking around the corridors at night to spy on another girl having sex?”


Amanda shuddered at the thought of how her parents might react, especially her mother who she suspected prayed at Church in the hope that she would never have sex again. She knew her mother had had a difficult time with Robert’s birth and sworn off sex afterwards very publicly. Amanda found her mother’s new prudish attitude formidable and could not imagine her own mother behaving in the way some of the girl’s in the school described their own mothers as doing with African men.


In the last few month’s it has been even worse with her mother getting fretful and worried if an African man looked too long at Amanda. Her father’s sheepdog behaviour was almost amusing, and she could understand it she supposed, but lately her mother seemed to have an irrational fear that Amanda would be seen by men and was always checking out places to see who was there before letting Amanda enter with her.


Her mother would be outraged that the Head teacher wanted her naked, but would be equally outraged and worried if she was to learn Amanda had been spying on one of her school friends misbehaving with two African men.


She did not really have much choice and matron was overseeing her punishment so it should all be OK. She reached for the bottom of her tee-shirt and quickly pulled it over her head, leaving her clad only in her panties, before suddenly remembering she was wearing her Mickey Mouse panties and flushed in embarrassment.


She looked everywhere in the study rather than look at the male teacher, but eventually the silence in the room eventually brought her gaze around to him.


When she saw the way his eyes seemed to be greedily devouring her naked body, she felt a deep swirl of sensation in her stomach, and suddenly felt very conscious of her new breasts. To her surprise they started to tingle.


The African drank in the vision of adolescent nubility. Her pale skin seemed flawless, and he was sure it would be silky soft to touch. Her slim waist set off rounded hips, and those cute panties clung to her loins tightly. Her legs seemed longer than he remembered, and were surprisingly shapely. This pupil had quietly and unassumingly become a woman.


His eyes rose over her body to settle for a moment of apple sized breasts that stood proud of her body as though they had been a recent addition to her slender upper body, as well they might be he guessed. They were crowned with little pink nipples. His mouth watered.


Finally he raised his eyes further, noting the slender unblemished neck, to her pretty face. Her soft sweet looking lips were trembling, and he licked his own lips unconsciously. Her nose was pert, set between eyes that were wide, with a touch of fear in them. Pale blue eyes met his then glanced away in embarrassment.


Christ in Heaven! This girl was worth a fortune! His mind skipped to the men he knew in Zimbabwe who would pay cash to buy this girl outright, and there were newly rich Africans in Mozambique and Zambia who might also be interested. She would be wasted on a South African pimp or brothel owner.


He struggled to remember who her father was, and who he worked for. Would he be able to exert power and influence to cause a fuss if his daughter vanished? This was Africa and an accident with predators was not uncommon. A disappearance one night while on school trip to a National Park could be put down to a lion…


Matron coughed.


The Head stirred himself from his thoughts.


“Bend over the table and grip the other edge with your hands Miss Scott.”


Amanda shuddered and hesitated a moment then realised she had no alternative but to obey if she did not want her mother to hear about tonight.


“Get yourself over the table girl, or it will be worse for you.”


There was no comfort to be gained from Matron’s voice. Amanda moved over to the table and leaned forward. There were no papers on the table and her pert breasts pressed against the cold polished wood. Her hands reached up and grasped the curved bevelled edge of the table.


The Headmaster struggled to contain his excitement before nodding to Matron, who went to the shelves, and pressed a small partly hidden switch. He glanced at the hidden cameras, and hoped there would be no power cut this evening. Hopefully the whole evening’s entertainment would be caught on camera, which would help him market the girl. Though the video he would make tonight of her being used would fetch a tidy sum sold around the townships.


Matron moved over to the girl and gripped her panties. She paused for a moment savouring the feel of the white girl’s soft skin. She could feel the girl trembling and grinned, before sliding the panties over the girl’s bottom and down to her knees.


The exposed fig of girlish womanhood was exposed and her own heart gave a little jump at the sweetness of Amanda’s untouched womanhood was a delicious sight. She just new this girl was still a virgin! There was no sign of the heavy use such a lovely girl like this would be getting if she had already experienced sex.


Matron knew that half the girl’s in the school were being regularly fucked at weekends. Her position in the school allowed her control of white girls who wanted to keep secrets from parents and Matron always had her own price for such silence.


She stepped away from the girl being careful to keep far enough away from the Headmaster who sometimes got over enthusiastic when punishing white girls!


The Headmaster flexed the cane a few times watching with amusement the way the girl flinched as it whistled through the air before striking into the palm of his hand. The girl’s rounded bottom was very pronounced as she bent over his desk. Each flinch set the girl’s bottom cheeks quivering.


He controlled the urge to hurl the cane aside, pull out his cock and hold the girl down as he pumped into her. There would be time for that, first he would loosen her up, inflict a bit of pain and fear. By the time he had finished with the cane she would be anxious to please.


Without warning he switched the direction of his aim. The cane swished down, and a pink stripe appeared on those soft white cheeks. The shriek from the girl seemed almost an afterthought. He enjoyed the sound. After years of caning his pupils he knew when they were ready to give up all to ease the pain.


He understood the English practice of six of the best, but this was Africa, and no such restraints applied.


The cane swished again, and a second pink stripe erupted across the rounded perfection before him. This time her exclamation was muffled, as the girl’s spirit rose to the challenge and her natural defiance. He liked these moments. Over the years he had perfected his assessment of the pupil’s reactions. They may think they are all individual and special, but his cane was expert at thrashing them into squirming submission.


He looked across at the Matron whose own eyes where on the quivering girl splayed across his desk. He knew of the Matron’s tastes of course and did not mind. Together they had to keep close control of the girl’s in the school and recognise when it was time to direct their burgeoning womanhood, while ensuring the school’s owners and other important people had their own needs met.


He flexed his arm and thrashed down harder now. It was important the girl did not think the threshold of pain had been reached by inflicting steadily rising pain on the girl.


The squeal that burst from the girl was music to his ears.


He did not pause before striking again, this time aiming a swipe across the existing three pink stripes to ratchet up the effect of the girl, forcing a pained shriek from the girl who had probably never experienced such pain before.


He paused for a moment, watching the pink stained bottom quiver and wobble, with the girl’s fear and anticipation. She probably thought he was going to stop at six. She would soon learn better. He found English girls broke quickly when they realised he was not going to stop at six.


American girls not familiar with the British way of school punishment often started screeching and protesting at three.


He was not particularly concerned with when they started screeching. He was watching for the tell tale signs of moisture seeping from their womanhood. For the girls who shrieked and wriggled on receiving the blow, but then subtly raised their bottom higher as though presenting their derriere for the next blow.


That was a sure sign they were ready to be mounted.


He aimed the next blow more carefully, at a point not on their bottom, but on those lithe, coltish upper legs about an inch below her womanhood. He knew this would shock and alarm the girl, but it was important to pummel the area around her womanhood to drive the blood into her private parts.


The cane swished through the air forcing another shocked gasp for the girl. He noted the way she controlled herself this time with some effort. He just loved fucking girls with spirit and defiance. The shock of the first orgasm after a caning was always the greater among such girls.


He paused for a moment and aimed the next swipe slightly higher than her womanhood but only half an inch away from it. The gasp from the girl as air burst out from her lungs was satisfying but she probably thought that was going to be the last.


Indeed she rose up onto her elbows as though about to get up from the desk, but then held herself in position gasping, her chest heaving as she steadied herself before trusting putting her weight of her trembling legs.


For a moment he caught a glimpse of a soft round breast standing proud from her chest and a thrill of lust pass through him. He restrained the urge to palm that soft roundness, and controlled a deep felt hunger to suck that delicious mound into his hungry mouth.


He must be patient. There would be plenty of time to enjoy the girl.


He watched Matron move forward. She placed a hand on the small of the girl’s slender back and pressed her down again onto the desk. The action made that delicious round posterior move higher and the headmaster struck again just as the girl querulously complained.


The resulting shriek was full of protest and outrage and the Headmaster loved it. White girls like this had to be taught their place in African society. He reached for his trousers and with practiced ease pushed down the zip and hauled out his erect black cock.


Matron followed his action and a frown flickered across her face.


With his cock unrestrained and bouncing in the air he wielded the cane an eighth time. This time he aimed his blow to slash across her womanhood, but he did not strike too hard and cane pressed deep into her rounded flesh on either side of her precious jewel but barely grazed the softness of her pussy. Nevertheless he knew the threat of what might have been would be seared on the girl’s consciousness.


“Who was the girl you were spying on tonight?” He demanded.


The question surprised Amanda who was desperately trying not to pee herself as the pain and the blows pummelled her previously unpunished bottom. For a moment she felt a brief defiance, and her spirit baulked at telling on Paula. There was code in the school she well understood of not telling tales.


Then the cane fell again and this time the blow was not restrained and the cane seemed to bite hard into her pussy and she screamed in shock and pain that her private parts should be so abused.


“Tell me! Tell me now!”


“Paula … it was Paula … Paula White!”


The Headmaster grinned and looked across at Matron. They knew the girl, she had been troublesome and rebellious the last few weeks and rumours had it the father had gone home abandoning his wife and family. If that was true the opportunities that presented could be profitable as well as satisfying.


He threw the cane to one side and moved behind the girl. His hands softly caressed and gentled the bruised striped flesh. He felt the girl shiver under his caressing hands, and his fingers gently stroked over her womanhood seeking out signs of moisture. He grinned in satisfaction as exploring fingers found that moistness, just as the girl tried to wriggle away from his exploring hand.


He lowered a hand to the small of her slender back and pinned her down.


“You can’t!”


The words had come from Matron. The Headmaster looked up at her with incredulity.


“She’s a virgin!”


He laughed.


“You know that has never stopped us before, don’t worry you will have your turn.”


The Headmaster had resorted to Shona, the language of the majority tribe in Zimbabwe.


“There are rumours that the girl’s mother is controlled by Igwe Orizu.”


The name of the well connected businessman, reputed to have the ears of the very highest in the Zimbabwe Government give him pause for thought. If this girl was being reserved for Igwe then he could have his cock cut off in punishment. He had no illusions about the ruthlessness and severity of thwarted authority and power in Zimbabwe.


“If Igwe had his eyes on her then why should she be a virgin still? She has been in the country a year. She would not still be a virgin if Igwe had his eyes on her!”


“Who’s to know what these kind of men think? You know what they are like. She may be reserved for a special occasion, or to seal one of their infernal business contracts. If you take her virginity you will lower her value you know that very well”


“They will never know!”


“Are you willing to take that risk? Joshua Farei is a known friend of Igwe, and his daughter Laysha shares a dorm with Amanda. Are you willing to risk your manhood for a moment’s satisfaction.”


The Headmaster ground his teeth in frustration. He his hands flew from the tempting forbidden fruit of the white schoolgirl’s soft bottom. He growled in his throat, and turned and snatched up the cane before turning back to the girl. Then he cursed and snapped the cane over his knee.


“Forget this girl. Call school security have Paula White brought to your study immediately. She is no protected innocent, and let me take care of that for you till she arrives.”


Matron stepped close to the Headmaster and took his meaty cock in her hand. Her soft hand caressed gently.


The Headmaster stepped over to the phone. With a few coarse commands he ordered the Duty Security officer to bring Paula White to his study immediately. Then he turned back to Matron, who dropped to her knees and slipped her mouth eagerly over his erect cock.


Silence fell for a moment on the study.


Amanda remained bent over the hard polished oak desk. She had fought the urge to cry over the pain inflicted on her bottom. Had not understood the urgent conversation between the Headmaster and the Matron, which she thought had been conducted in some African dialect.


The pain in her bottom and pussy had receded leaving a hot, throbbing sensation, which she was trying to understand. The tingling heat in her loins was not something she had experienced before. She had the strange sensation that something was missing. She felt a sudden urge to slip her hand between her private parts and explore the new sensations in her young pussy.


She firmly gripped the edge of the desk to help resist the strange twisted need that seemed to have surfaced within her.


“What was going on?’ Since the Headmaster had put the phone down there had been no more discussion behind her. She could not hear anything. Or could she? What was that soft sound? Her ears tried to focus on the odd sounds behind her. Her nervousness over what was going to happen next to her, combined by her natural curiosity fed her own over active imagination.


She quietly turned her head, resting her soft cheek on the cool of the polished wood. There was no response to her changing position, and she raised her arms slightly as if testing and flexing her grip.


Then with her heart pounding a little faster, she turned her head slightly and peeked through the gap between her arm and the desk.


Her eyes went wide.


Her heart leapt into her mouth, while her stomach lurched at sight of Matron on her knees in front of the Headmaster. Her lips slithering up and down the black length that could only be the Headmaster’s cock.


It was Amanda’s first sight of a cock, or at least a hard cock. She had seen her father’s cock a few times, usually when she was not supposed to see it and wondered at the bulge in his swimming costume, but this was her first sight of an erect distended cock.


It was so black!


As the Matron’s head bobbed up she watched the cock pop free of the black woman’s mouth, and her eyes widened further at the length of it exposed to her fascinated, fearful eyes. Her pussy throbbed and she felt a strange empty void in her loins. It felt as though her innards were opening up in readiness.


It was too big. Surely that was far too long to fit into a woman’s body. She knew what was supposed to happen from the sex lessons, but that black cock looked about eight inches long, and that was surely far too long.


She watched with surprise, as a thick cream seemed to appear at the top of that black length, and slide and dribble down its length. Its whiteness was a stark contrast to the throbbing black flesh.


Her shock could not have been more profound when the Matron’s head bobbed lower and her long thick tongue lapped up the dribbling whiteness. The matron seemed to be relishing the taste as she licked her lips savouring the sperm for that must surely be what it was.


It was what men used to give women babies, and the matron was licking it up as though it was some kind of tasty treat!


Amanda’s eyes were riveted on the scene as the Matron rose slightly on her knees and the glistening black length disappeared again inside matron’s mouth.


Cock sucking!


This is what the girl’s in the school had whispered about. Was this what her classmates really did when they went home at the weekend with the parent’s African gardeners? Her own parent’s gardener was a wizened old grey beard and she could not imagine him with a cock sprouting from his loins.


Some of the girl’s talked about demands being made on them by Africans who were lovers of their mother. That sounded even more bizarre to Amanda, but there was no chance of her prim and proper god fearing mother taking an African lover.


How was Amanda going to discover for herself what cock sucking was like?


As she watched matron suck and bob her head she occasionally saw the woman’s tongue slavering over the throbbing veined black cock. What effect must this have on a man to just stand there allowing Matron to do this? She could not see through the gap between her arm and the desk how the Headmaster was reacting.


Did men like this?


She did not dare lift her head and look at his face.


Time seemed to pass in a dreamless period of disbelief for Amanda as she secretly watched the forbidden wicked scene. Her heart beat faster and her mouth watered involuntarily as she wondered what it must be like to such a thing. When there was a commotion outside the study it came as a shock to Amanda and she had to avoid jerking suddenly away from the salacious excitement of watching matron sucking on the Headmaster’s cock.


She forced herself to unwind and relax from the inner tension that overtaken her. She became acutely conscious of the wet feeling between her legs, and flushed with embarrassment at still being naked.


“Sir. I have Ms White here. Sir!”


Amanda sensed quick movements behind her as the African Headmaster struggled to return his hard erectness to his trousers. Matron rose to her feet and walked over to Amanda pulling her knickers back up, before pulling a confused Amanda to her feet.


“Bring her in.”


The door opened and the security guard with one arm firmly on the shoulder of the fifteen year old schoolgirl marched her into the Headmaster’s study.


Amanda saw the surprise on Paula’s face as the American girl saw Amanda already in the study. The girls stared at each other wonderingly. Amanda recalled the way Paula had been bent over between the two black Africans. The image of those dark hands clasping Paula’s hips holding her steady filled her mind. Had Paula just been fucked moments before being brought here? He face flushed pink as blood seemed to rise to her cheeks.


The Headmaster’s own attention was rapt as he gazed at the girl. She had that freshly fucked radiance about her. The American girl seemed to glow with health and vitality in a way that only healthy western women could. He knew that look in a woman. His cock refilled with the blood that had receded in frustration at not being able to satisfy itself in Amanda


Matron coughed.


The Headmaster pulled his thoughts together and turned to the Duty Security Officer.


“Take this girl back to her dormitory.”


The African looked at Amanda and his eyes danced, as they looked over the pretty nubile white teenager. The Headmaster noticed the African’s sudden interest.


“You will take her straight to her dormitory and there will be no monkey business on the way!”


The African’s face fell. Matron pushed Amanda in the small of her back and she edged forward in the now crowded study. The African took Amanda by the shoulder as though he expected her to make a break for it. His strong hand held her tightly as he marched her out of the study.


It seemed a long walk back to her bed. The grip of that African on her shoulder unsettled her as he marched slightly behind her. As she walked her private parts tingled and throbbed in a way they had never done before. The pain had gone but her loins seemed filled with blood and heat. Thoughts about what might be happening to Paula back in the study, mixed with the memory of her bare hips and legs being stroked and grasped.


Was the cock of the African, marching her along this corridor, hardening and thickening?


Black cock!


She has seen one now. Long and thick, ridged with veins.


Her thoughts centred on the memory of the Headmaster’s cock.


The African, seeing the girl’s nipples harden and thicken as he walked her back to her dorm, cursed the Headmaster’s orders. His own cock was an iron bar as he realised this young English schoolgirl was ripe fruit ready to be picked.





In the study the Headmaster licked his lips.


“Well girl what do you have to say for yourself?”


Paula stirred back defiant. The sperm leaking down her thighs a reminder of the thwarted pleasure she had been experiencing. The Headmaster was a man, a black man. She grinned and pushed her chest out and forward delighting in the way his eyes fell to her firm, full breasts.


The Headmaster eyes duly fell to the full beasts, which looked much fuller than a fifteen year old schoolgirl might be expected to have. The buttons of the white blouse were dishevelled, no doubt hastily re-buttoned. The prim school blouse and regulation bra had done little to curb this minx’s developed womanhood.


An American girl he remembered and Americans seem obsessed with large boobs.


He stepped closer.


“You have not dressed yourself properly; the buttons are all in disarray. Why is that Paula? Have you been breaking the rules?”


He licked his dry lips.


This girl was no innocent he had to be careful about.


He suppressed the grin as his hands rose to the buttons on the blouse. One by one he popped the buttons on her blouse loose until the garment hung loose, and the he stepped back. Her full breasts pushed the blouse free of her body and a few inches of bare, lightly tanned white skin was exposed to his hungry gaze.


Her skin looked soft and blemish free. Even the musk of the two Africans she had reportedly been with in the cycle sheds had not overpowered her fresh clean feminine smell.


He controlled the urge to push the blouse aside and grab those melons before forcing her down on the table. He had after all the whole night with which to take his pleasure.


He stepped back and looked at the telephone on his desk.


“Well I suppose I am going to have to ring your father and tell him that his daughter has been caught in the cycle sheds. That his precious daughter is a cock hungry slut.”


To his surprise the threat did not bring the usual protests. Indeed the girl looked even more defiant.


“Well?”


“You will have a job! My father left two weeks ago. He’s gone home leaving us behind.”


The headmaster’s brain went into a whirl at this surprising good news.


“Well then I will just have to telephone your mother then.”


The expression on the girl’s face almost turned into a snarl of contempt.


“I doubt she will be in, or willing to answer the phone if she is in. Her black lover will be fucking her senseless again. No good complaining to my mother that I like black cocks! She’s a slut for black cock herself!”


“So is that the problem. Your father has up and abandoned you and your mother had other pre-occupations?”


“Fancy words but if she likes it why can’t I get fucked as well? It will do you no good complaining to me to my mother. She’s a beast!”


“A beast?” The Headmaster was surprised at the vehemence of the girl’s anger. “That’s strong words, all just because your mother has a new love in her life.”


“New love!” The girl’s fierce anger was burning hot. “She’s nothing but a bitch in heat that has drove my father away!”


“Still a bit strong, girl you should show some respect for your mother.”


“Do you know what she does? What she has done to me?”


The Headmaster shook his head marvelling at the fire and bright anger in the girl’s blue eyes.


“She locks me in my room! For hours! If her lover is coming she marches me into the bedroom and threatens to beat me and whip me if I make a noise while her lover is here. She even threatened to tie me up and gag me when I screamed and shouted at her.”


“I am sure she wouldn’t go that far!”


“Oh she would! She’s beast! Daddy loved her! So now I have to sit in my room nice and quiet like a good little girl while she squeals and moans and does the most disgusting things!”


“Disgusting?”


“I can’t say what he demands! Awful things! But then all I hear are his satisfied gasps. She must be doing the disgusting things he demands of her!”


The headmaster looked across at Matron who was standing behind the girl, and struggling to control her amusement. He frowned at her to try and keep her from bursting out in laughter.


“I hardly think that is justification for sneaking out at night and offering yourself to black men in the darkness!” “Why not? Why can’t I get some satisfaction? Can you a man ever understand what it is like for a young woman to sit listening to her own mother moan, groan and scream while a black man fucks her?”


“You know why she does it don’t you? You know why she locks me in my room?”


“Well I can…” then his words caught in his throat as the girl shucked her blouse off her shoulders and thrust her breasts at him.


“Cause she doesn’t want him to see these!”


The Headmaster was struggling to contain his reaction the girl was obviously wearing a bra that was too small for her and creamy white orbs surged upwards and outwards.


“She’s scared he will want me instead of her!”


“It’s so frustrating…” The girl wailed and burst into tears. “I’m a woman too!!!”


The Headmaster stepped forward and took her into his arms looking over her shoulder at the Matron as he held the girl close, and his hands gently patted her. He nodded to the door and Matron stepped across and locked it. There was unlikely to be anyone visiting at this time of night, but it was always best to be on the safe side.


As he patted the girl’s head reassuring the scent of her filled his nostrils, and his hand caressed the curly blond hair that cascaded around the pretty face. She had such a marvellous full head of curly blonde hair.


He dropped a hand sliding down to the middle of her back and pressed her closer to him. He delighted in the feel of her soft body pressed closely to his hard cock, and her sobs faded into whimpers. Those full breasts were pressed tight against him and he savoured their soft fullness against his chest.


He was unable to resist the heat of his loins and he humped his cock against her round belly. The whimpers fell away. His hand in her hair dropped to her neck and reached through the folds of cascading hair for the soft back and gently stroked.


He grinned at Matron when the girls round hips circled and pressed back against his thickened cock.


He stepped back taking the girl by the shoulders, and holding her firmly and looking her firmly in the eyes. Their blueness seemed so stark in her pretty round face, framed as it was in her blond hair.


“Well Paula, what do you say if I found you a man who will want you entirely for yourself? A rich powerful man who will love having a girl like you as his lover?”


He smiled at her, but the image of this peach of an American girl held as a sex slave to an Arab filled his thoughts and his cock with heated blood.


She snuffled and wiped the tears from her wet cheeks. She was confused that he had pulled her away. The feel of his cock so hard and throbbing had been exciting.


“Don’t you want me?”


“Of course I do, you little treasure, but I am only Headmaster here. There are rich and powerful men who will desire you and love you.”


“Love me?” Her eyes filled with hope.


“Of course, how could any man not love you?”


Paula sniffled and nodded. She had looked at herself enough time in the mirror to know beautiful she was. She deserved to be loved!


“Why don’t you just leave it to me and you need never see your mother again.”


Paula looked startled for a moment, but the thought of never seeing her mother again was attractive. If she could have left with her father she would have done, but he had gone with no words to her! She bravely held back another emotional wave. Her mother was a nasty slut, and would probably not even miss her.


She looked up at the Headmaster trustingly.


“OK.”


“Good girl. You can count on me, I will find a good man for you tomorrow.”


“Tomorrow?”


Paula looked up surprised.


“Yes, tomorrow. A beautiful woman like you deserves the very best kind of virile man and I know just who to call.”


“Oh!” She felt a bit nervous at the suddenness.


“What about my mother?”


“I will arrange for her to be told your father picked you up. Do you think she will check with your father?”


“Oh no. I don’t think he will ever speak to her again!”


“Good tomorrow then. But we still have tonight.”


“Tonight?”


“Yes, tonight.”


The Headmaster reached down the girl’s eyes followed his hands. He eased down the zipper on his trousers careful not to catch the erect flesh in the zip before hauling out hic cock. He reached a bit lower and pulled out his testicles so all hung free and exposed to the girl’s gaze.


“Well? Are you going to thank me?”


He had to hold back the threatened surge of seed when the girl tremulously nodded her pretty head.





The headmaster struggled to hold the phone firmly. His body was shaking from the exquisite feelings the girl’s sucking mouth was creating. She was clearly a relative novice at this but that just enhanced his excitement.


Her soft sliding lips were sensational and her soft nervously licking tongue felt just divine.


He glanced across at Matron who had shed her clothes. The big woman had a surprisingly firm body that he had always admired. Now the matron was fumbling with the girl’s pleated skirt and as he watched she loosened it at the waist and drew it down the girl’s legs exposing the delectably round derriere.


He clenched his loins to avoid a spurt of his seed escaping. He wanted to make this last as long as possible.


“Yes, hello.”


The voice on the other end of the phone answered in Arabic, a language the Headmaster was fluent in.


“Mustapaha, I have a package for you.”


“At this time of the morning I don’t care what you have for me.”


“Ok Mustapha, I will ring Yannis in Abu Dhabi.”


“Now don’t be like that.”


“Well you don’t seem to want to talk.”


“What do have?”


“The price is £150,000, that’s Stirling British pounds.”


There was a pause on the other end of the phone.


“That’s ridiculous!”


“Not for what I have for you.”


“She is a virgin, of course.”


“No.”


“Now you are being ridiculous!”


“Well I know Yannis will pay for this little honey big time.”


“She was a virgin two weeks, and has hardly been used since then.”


Mustapha grunted.


“Well maybe I should leave her for Yannis.”


The Headmaster grinned as he recognised the tone in Mustapha’s voice. The negotiations had started.


“Sweet fifteen.”


“It’s supposed to be Sweet Sixteen.”


“Which just makes this little peach all the sweeter, and I am sure she still has a virgin ass.”


“Humph! I should think I would be getting something for my money! You know the market rate is £100,000.”


“She’s blonde.”


“Humph!”


“Blue eyed.”


“There’s nothing knew about blondes and blue eyes. There a dime a dozen these days from the Russians.”


“She’s American.”


The silence on the other end of the phone was telling. The Headmaster kept quiet letting Mustapha work it through. The Arabs were really keen on getting their hands on American females.


“Too much trouble!”


The Headmaster grinned and the dollar signs started to roll in his head.


“Her father has abandoned her and her mother.”


“So her mother can still make a fuss.”


“I’ll just tell her mother her father collected her. The mother’s too busy bouncing on a black pole. I doubt she will enquire too hard, she clearly regards her daughter as competition.”


“Is she? Competition that is, is she competition to her mother?”


“She’s a stunning beauty.”


“I should think so at that price! Will the girl complain?”


“No she feels abandoned by her father, and hates her mother for driving her father way. Would you believe her mother locks her away when her lover calls and she has to sit in her room listening as her mother is shagged royally be her black lover!”


Mustapha chuckled. “You can pick her up tomorrow.” “So soon?” “The sooner the better before someone else spies her. She is ripe.” “Still the market price is £100,000!” “£150,000!” “£125,000, and that’s my final offer!” “Ok, but I take her anal virginity first!” “Nooo! Oh OK £140,000!” “Done.” “10 o’clock. The Headmaster put the phone down. He looked down at the young beauty sprawled across his desk and grinned lasciviously, dropping his hands to soft warm skin. He had her until 10am tomorrow!


Oblivious to her fate Paula, who had not followed the conversation in Arabic, greedily sucked on the pungent African manhood filling her mouth.


Matron raised her head from the girl’s vulva licking her lips to wipe away the mix of male sperm and girlish juices coating her lips. She looked questioningly up to the Headmaster noting his grinning satisfaction, and rising lust as he turned his attention to the curvy fifteen year old American.


He nodded to Matron and giving her a thumbs up sign. Matron would receive a five hundred pound bonus for the nights work. A small price but a fortune to her, besides she enjoyed identifying and finding which girls in her charge were in vulnerable exploitable circumstances.


He pulled his cock free of the girl’s eager mouth delighting in the whimper of protest that greeted him pulling away. Mustapha and his clients would be delighted with the girl’s enthusiasm. Then he pulled his cock to one side and grasping her blonde curls he pushed the girl’s head lower and close in to his loins.


He cut through her confusion with one command.


“Lick.” Her soft wet tongue licked across his testicles sending a thrill of pleasure through him. He released the tight grip on her head, stroking his hand through the soft curls.


“Good girl, just like that! Oh yes, that makes me feel really good Paula.”


He could feel the girl respond to his praise with more determined cat licks on his private parts. His leaned his head back and looked at the ceiling concentrating on the hot tongue licking deep in his loins. ‘This was heaven on earth.’


Finally he pulled he summoned up the determination to pull away from the sweet licking pleasure, ignoring the girl’s efforts to keep on licking at him as he drew away.


“Time to switch around Matron,” who rose from crouching on her knees behind the girl, patting the girl’s round bottom as she stepped away.


“What’s going on? Why did you stop?”


The two Africans ignored Paula as they circled the desk, until both had swapped places. Matron started removing her clothes as the Headmaster looked down in heated lust at the round white bottom, which seemed to shiver and shake in front of his eyes as the girl’s trembling excitement and desire displayed itself as the girl ground her heated loins against the edge of the desk.


He lowered a hand to the small of her back pressing down firmly. Her hips seemed to rise in greeting as with his other hand he guided his member towards the wetly glistening opening that was protected by only a light sheen of blond curls.


He leaned forward, pressing against the wet soft pink flesh that flowered open to accept his black manhood. He slid the black end of his cock down her pink furrow, positioning his cock at the opening that seemed already to be eagerly grasping at his cock as Paula pushed herself backwards seeking to catch the pleasure giving cock so close to her needy hungry sheath.


The Headmaster bucked his hips ramming his cock deep. The sudden gasp of the American girl was music to his ears. He humped his hips brutally forward but met little resistance, as his cock slid easily up and through the girl’s tight inner muscles.


Her inner sheath was slick and wet as his cock slid through it. Presumably Matron’s licking had not extracted the sperm one the African guards had shot up into her!


He shuffled forward grasping her hips firmly, while delighting in the way the girl humped back grasping at his cock. Her inexperience showed at the way her inner muscles seized at his hardness at every moment.


The young woman had yet to learn to grasp with her inner muscled as the man withdrew and relax as his cock drove in!


He ground his black hips against her warm round white bottom, enjoying both the sight and feel of her soft curves, while his hard cock twisted and rolled around inside her. Her gasps and squeals adding to his enjoyment.


Mustapha would enjoy his new slave, but tonight she was his!




Chapter 15






Mark’s heart leapt into his throat as he turned to see the vision of loveliness that walked into his living room. His wife was looking absolutely stunning. He swallowed as he took in her stately, slightly aloof stance.


As usual she had dressed with style and panache, with a flowing white cape hanging off her shoulder, over a matching white dress that was cut low with white string thongs laced across small but full and proud breasts.


The dress was short but not too short. She looked over at Mark and did a little twirl. There were no panty lines marring the tightness of the dress across her full round bottom. His eyes devoured the rich curves.


At thirty two years old Angel Scott had a much younger looking body than might be expected of a mother of two children. Her waist was slender, emphasising the rounded hips and full derriere.


“Don’t wait up,” she said, before turning and walking out the door.


Mark watched her go, hips swaying, long legs stepping proudly out into the dark African night. He closed the door and sank into an armchair reaching for his brandy. His wife would not be back before an African male had pumped his seed into her tight white pussy.


His cock rose to attention at the image of his lovely white wife being tumbled onto a bed by a rampant, lusting African. He took a longer sip of the brandy wondering if his hard cock would subside before his wife’s return.





Angel stepped out into the warm African night. The night breeze was like a warm caress across her bare shoulder. She twirled the cape on her dress and her own heart pounded with excitement. Her womanhood throbbed with lustful anticipation of a hard black cock pumping into her.


The gardener, Kaifus, was waiting at the gate to open it and let her out. His face carefully neutral as the limousine waited to take away his employer’s adulterous wife. As he locked the gate after her, his eyes took in the glimpse of thigh as she glided into the back of the car. At sixty years old he knew he was regarded as safe and trustworthy, and Kaifus had no intention of breaking that trust before the opportunity came.


Sexy and stylish as the ‘madam’ undoubtedly was, it was the fresh nubile daughter of the family that stood Kaifus’ sixty year old cock up hard! He sighed with frustrated pent up desire.





Joseph reached across and ran his hand along the bare thigh of the attractive white woman sliding into the car beside him. Angel instinctively drew her leg away but Joshua was climbing into the car behind her pushing her closer to Joseph, who she had only met once before.


She was soon sandwiched between the two African men in the back of the limousine; as soon as Joshua closed the car door he turned his attention to her and his hand descended onto her other bare leg. She shivered as two warm male hands squeezed her legs. She looked uncertainly at Joshua, but he seemed entirely unperturbed that his friend was also groping her.


She had been surprised when she had walked to the car to find Joshua waiting as she had been expecting her lover Igwe, but she could hardly turn around and walk back into the villa! It was not as if she had not already spread her legs for Joshua before and he had been a surprisingly good lover. So she had taken his arm and allowed him to lead her into the car.


She had been just as surprised to see Joseph already sitting on the back seat. He was also not a stranger, but she had only met him once. Her last memory of Joseph had been the way the sweat dripped off him as he had pounded his cock up into her that wild night when she had given in to Igwe’s demands that she sleep with his friends.


Joshua and Joseph were both friends of Igwe and together they had taught her the hard shocking reality that any hard cock could give her an orgasm; not just the loving attention of a man she loved…


So she sat, surprisingly submissively, between them as their warm hands caressed and stroked her thighs.


“Are you taking me to Igwe? I thought Igwe was coming to pick m up tonight.”


“Igwe’s busy he asked me to entertain you tonight.”


“Oh … well really … I was expecting Igwe … he is my lover you know.”


Joshua turned to her and looked her in the eyes. Angel Scott was a beautiful woman but she had that typical attitude of western women that they were important, that life centred around them. Joshua had often encountered this attitude among the wives of his foreign staff and he knew the importance of teaching them who was boss in their new situation.


He swung his left arm over her shoulder and turned her towards him, then his right hand reached for her thigh and slid straight up under her dress until he cupped her pussy. It was already wet he noted.


He squeezed the hot wet mound, before slipping thick fingers through wet folds seeking out and lightly squeezing her clitoris that seemed to jump and throb underneath his fingers. He watched the woman’s eyes widen and felt her shiver in his grasp.


“We can always take you back to your husband. Would you like that?”


He grinned at the sudden alarm in the woman’s eyes, before she lowered her eyes and whispered softly.


“No.”


He grinned and nodded to a watching Joseph. Joseph leaned forward and reached around Angel with one to hand to grasp one of those deliciously looking breasts. He cupped and squeezed the round orb, delighting in the feel of its warm firmness.


Angel kept her eyes on Joshua as Joseph fondled her breast. Joshua’s fingers were lightly nipping the bud between her legs and she trembled in aroused hunger.


“We are going to take you out to dinner to a restaurant.”


Alarm surfaced for a moment within Angel as her natural caution surfaced.


“But someone might see me! Someone I know, or one of my husband’s work colleagues! You can’t take me to a public restaurant.”


Joshua curled one of his thick fingers and slipped it up inside the woman’s tight sheath, circling and probing deeper.


“So?”


Angel whimpered in heated arousal from the magic the finger was working on her.


“Does that really matter to you anymore, or do you want more of this!”


At which point he jabbed his thick finger in deeper. Angel mewled as the finger pushed deeper stretching her wider. Joseph’s fingers had found her nipple and started tweaking it sending shocking bursts of pleasure through her.


“Oh God! Ooooh! What are you doing to me?”


Joshua grinned.


“Nothing this wet little pussy is telling me you don’t want us to do to you? So, do we go to the restaurant, or should I have my driver take you back home to your husband?”


“No, Oh No, don’t take me home!”


“So we go to the restaurant and to hell with whoever sees you out on a date with two African men.”


Angel lowered her head from his demanding eyes.


“Ok. Yes, we got to the restaurant.” She whispered softly struggling with the thought of what people might say if they saw her with these two men. Mark and Kathy had already seen her out with Igwe. What would they think if they saw her with two other African men! Mark worked with David.


They would think she was a slut. The way her pussy was throbbing they might be forgiven for such thoughts. She was not a slut, she wasn’t. She really wasn’t! Then Joshua’s mouth descended on hers and she eagerly hungrily kissed him.


Joshua eventually broke free from the soft delectable mouth.


“Then afterwards we are going to take you out to a see a show.”


“A Show!”


Angel was surprised and racked her memory for any shows that might have been advertised in the local newspaper, but she could think of none. The local amateur dramatic society had a show planned for a few months time. Putting on such shows was the way the local white community entertained itself but she could not even think of a local theatre where such a show might be presented. She looked up questioningly at Joshua.


“Have you been to a sex show before?”


Angel’s eyes widened further and she swallowed reflexively.


“Nooo … I … I don’t think I want to see a sex show…”


“Who asked you what you wanted?”


Angel was shocked, but kept quiet as Joshua and Joseph continued fondling and exciting her, confusing her thinking.


“Have you seen one before?”


Angel shook her head.


“So what judge can you be of whether you would like it? But it is not what you want to see, but what we want to see that matters!”


Angel bit her lip and kept quiet.


“Besides the show tonight promises to offer a real treat!”


Angel did not ask what sort of sex show an African would regard as a ‘real treat.’ She was not sure that she really wanted to know!


“Then after the show we are going to take you back to Joseph’s villa, and there you are going to do whatever we tell you to do.”


Angel’s heart raced at the implication.


Why couldn’t they just take her straight to Joseph’s villa?


Her pussy was leaking and her nipples throbbing. ‘They want me to do whatever they tell her to do!’ She shivered at the thought and trembled in Joshua’s arms wondering what might be demanded of her later. The idea of being made to do things by black men had triggered a deeply suppressed illicit hunger in her that Igwe had successfully extracted from her suppressed psyche.


Joshua tipped her chin up and looked into her wide brown eyes.


“You will do whatever we want won’t you?” He asked.


Angel looked into his demanding eyes, taking in the aggressive forceful personality as his hands, and the hands of Joseph toyed with her body.


“Yes,” she breathed, leaning forward and seeking out his lips.





Angel sat in the shadows of the room where the lighting was dim, with all light focussed on the stage. Her companions were riveted on the stage where a shapely and masked, but otherwise naked young white woman had been led out on stage by a big muscular African leading her by a leash that led from his hand to a jewelled slave collar around the girl’s neck.


A Singapore Sling sat on the table in front of her untouched. She could not help a flicker of fascination, as she looked at the big muscular black African and the slender young white woman/girl now drawn up along side of him. The leash seemed to shimmer in the lights being directed onto the stage and she wondered if it was made of silver.


It would not have surprised her if it had been made of silver. The silver craftsmanship she had found in Zimbabwe had been simply outstanding and a complete shock, and totally unexpected. She had not expected a country she still considered to be backward to have such skilled craftsmen.


“Ladies and Gentlemen. We have a special delight for you tonight. The white bitch beside me is still a virgin, and we will be offering you tonight the chance to witness her defloration!”


Gasps and cheers erupted from the audience particularly among the African men, a few of whom let out wild hoots and ululations. The woman/girl stood quietly at the African’s side as this announcement was made.


“The bitch is seventeen years old, and therefore you will appreciate is not native to Zimbabwe.”


Laughter erupted in the room. All in the room knew that pretty white ‘Rhodie’ girls were lucky to reach their teens with their virginity intact, never mind the ripe old age of seventeen.


“This ripe peach has been in the country three months when her father took up employment with the kind gentleman who offers this maiden up to our community.”


There was a short pause.


“He is perfectly happy with her younger sister!”


More appreciative, raucous laughter filled the room.


Angel examined the young woman standing naked but for the leather mask that hid her face. The girl or was she a woman, she certainly had a fully developed body. Indeed the lady’s breasts were bigger than Angel’s own firm round orbs!


Those breasts were full. They had no sag of any kind. Jutting proudly from her chest in defiance of gravity with pink areola that showed no sign of arousal, and were certainly not erect or filling out and darkening as her own nipples did when she became sexually excited.


She ran her eyes critically over the teenage girl’s body, holding back the envy at the youthful freshness. The girl’s skin was free of blemishes, with no creases or folds. Her waist was narrow in a way that enhanced the rounded hips, and the bowl of womanhood, that centred on the junction between her shapely legs and her body.


She had small perfectly formed feet that seemed to Angel to be the only reminder of the teenager’s girlhood. Angel raised her eyes to the leather mask wondering why the girl’s face was hidden?


Was she scared?


One part of her hoped the otherwise perfect vision of loveliness was flawed.


Beneath the mask and protruding in a cascade down her back was layered blonde hair that looped and curled, as it fell in ringlets down the girl’s back.


Staring out from the mask were two wide blue eyes that kept sweeping across the audience but seemed to be drawn to one of the few white couples in the room. The couple in question were older than Angel. The man was probably in his early forty’s while the mature woman at his side, presumably his wife, looked to be in her late 30’s


Angel glanced at them. They seemed to be inebriated. They with a few African men, though the man, the white husband had a young African girl sitting on his lap. As Angel watched one of the African men reached across and effortlessly slipped his hand inside the woman’s loose fitting top and fondled a breast.


Angel’s own breasts tingled in response to the sight of the sexual foreplay.


Angel looked back in time to see the teenage girl look away from the couple. Was that a troubled look in her eyes? Angel looked around the room and witnessed more furtive groping and fondling in the semi darkness of the room


Then her eyes were brought back to the stage when, with a sudden jerk on the leash the young woman tumbled to her knees. The African holding the other end of the leash grinned at the expectant crowd. Then with his free hand he tugged at his loin-cloth, and it fell away revealing a long dangling cock.


Angel swallowed at the sight of it, a heaviness growing in her loins.


The African tugged at the leash again pulling the woman closer to his loins, then she recovered from the tugging and leaned forward.


Angel’s breath seemed to stop as out of the blackness of the mask a wet pink tongue poked, and seemed to wriggle in the air as it neared the dangling black cock.


Against the blackness of the African’s body, and the blackness of the mask, the wet pink tongue was a dramatic contrast. Moments later it was leaving a glistening trail as the teenager, with no hesitation at all, licked up and along the length of black manhood.


Angel’s nipples seemed to pop into aching erection as she watched the lucky girl lick that length of dark meat. She was startled for a moment at she realised what she was thinking would have appalled her just a few months ago. Now she sat between two black men, watching a white girl licking at the dangling cock that was steadily thickening and rising on a stage in front of a crowd of other eagerly watching people.


She sat back for a moment. Her heart pounded and her pussy had rather quickly become a wet morass of feminine heat. She glanced at the two men on either side. Both clasped their crystal decanters filled with Scotch whisky tightly. Both were focused on the wicked sight of a teenage girl licking and lapping at the African cock in front of her mother and father. Both Joseph and Joshua knew the girl in front of them hidden behind her mask was the daughter of the white couple sitting to their left.


The girl had without doubt noticed her parents sitting in the audience, but that French couple were unaware that it was their eldest daughter that was up on stage servicing an African cock. Joseph knew it was all part of the process of exerting control over the girl. For her to see her parents in the audience would have been a traumatic shock but she had not called out to them, and was now licking avidly at the cock in front of her.


Joshua was surprised when Angel reached across and took his hands, he glanced across at her as she pulled at his hand then grinned as her legs parted and she thrust his hand between her soft silky thighs. He cupped his hand and reached upwards reaching for her womanhood and not being surprised to find wet heat at the juncture of her legs.


He poked a finger, enjoying her wriggling gasp, then turned back to the stage as he began a slow circling movement with his finger.


Joshua watched with excitement as the young white woman on the stage knelt at the feet of the black African. She had a slim waist, from which round hips flared in delightful provocation. Her bare back was slender, and blemish free, rising to slim shoulders covered by a cascade of blonde curls.


The girl’s tongue disappeared and then the now hard African cock disappeared inside the black mask as the African male fed his lust hardened flesh into the soft, wet, hot sucking mouth. The African’s hands lowered to the mask covered head and he went up on his toes as his own excitement rose at the feel of the white woman’s eager suckling of his cock.


A gong sounded, and two more African men appeared from the shadows of the stage. Both were like the first, young fit muscular black men. They advanced on the kneeling girl and everyone in the room heard her muffled squeal as she was grasped and lifted into the air.


Her slim, slightly tanned arms reached out grasping for the African in front of her trying to hold him close as her mouth refused to release its grip on the exciting hard black cock in her mouth.


The crowd in the room watched with amusement and wonder at the way the girl clung to the man in front of her as she clamped her teeth on his cock and it was the African’s turn to squeal in alarmed surprise.


“Easy on her, easy! That bitch has her teeth tight on my cock!”


The room rocked with laughter.


The two Africans with their hands full of soft, wriggling, white woman flesh were eager to satisfy their own lusts and not so concerned for their alarmed colleague. One had grabbed the young woman’s shapely full thighs and hoisted her high.


The watching crowd now had a good view of the girl’s breasts as she hung in the air between the black men. They did not hang, or dangle but jutted firmly. Proud and full they showed her full womanhood to any who have wondered if she was still an adolescent teenager!


The African holding her thighs pulled them apart and higher. His own manhood stood like a black Leaning Tower of Pisa aimed for the junction between her widespread legs, drawing further gasps from the audience.


The third African barked out an order, and the eager African between her thighs moaned his frustration as the head of his cock was just inches from the prize of a white girl’s virginity!


Then the third African barked out further commands.


“Wait! Wait! She will tear my cock off with her teeth!”


More laughter erupted in the room.


The two Africans holding the squirming white teenager were not prepared to delay any longer and soon had firm strong hands twisting her around in mid air ignoring the panicked squeal of the first African and the confused panicked girl kept her teeth clamped on his cock, as they started to turn her.


Thankfully for the first African, at the last moment she released the grip of her teeth on his cock, as she was twisted upside down. One African went down on one knee and with one hand in the small of the young woman’s back seeming to effortlessly hold her in the air.


The girl’s head fell back between the first African’s legs and with one hand cupped behind her neck the African pulled her head back up spearing his black length down her gurgling throat.


A look of satisfaction returned to the African’s throat as he reached forward to grasp and fondle one of the woman’s full upstanding white orbs.


Angel found her own nipples spring achingly erect as she watched the aggressive fondling of the pert full breast of the girl on the stage. She was just wondering at the delightful pleasure the girl must be experiencing, when the African on her left turned towards her and his strong black hand rose up to grasp tightly at her own breast.


Angel squirmed in the grasp of the two African men. Joshua with his hand up under her dress, and a finger circling and probing her womanhood; Joseph now grasping and kneading her own full breasts with his palm playing over her nipple.


Fierce pangs of pleasure shot through her body from her loins to her breasts at first the sources of pleasure seemed to compete with each other before her body succumbed to seething hot lust as she watched the remaining African grasp the girl’s lithe, waving thighs and raise them high and push them back so that the girl’s raised bottom seemed to protrude towards him.


Wolf whistles erupted around the room, as her soft round bottom seemed to shiver and wobble in front of the African who was now stroking and fondling his cock to bring it to full erection.


The African kneeling, and holding the girl in the air, raised one hand and called out. Angel only briefly caught a blur of movement in the air before his black fist closed around something.


The African holding the girls ankles high released one and reached across and unscrewed the top of what Angel could now see was a grey jar. A plastic top was hurled behind him and his fingers dipped into the jar before returning to his cock.


Angel’s heart seemed to catch in her throat, and her own sphincter clamped tight as she saw the African was greasing his cock with Vaseline. Long slow strokes that left the long thick length glistening from the lights around the stage.


A murmur of appreciation came up from the audience.


Angel was mesmerised by the scene in front of her.


The whole room seemed to go quiet except for the gurgling gasps of the girl as the African in front of her fucked her seventeen year old, slender white throat.


Then the African standing at her hips released his cock and grasped the ankle of the leg that had started to wave in the air unsteadily. The African grasped both ankles firmly holding them high. While the African kneeling beneath her seemed to raise her inches higher lining her up with the thick greased black cock.


There was a moment when all seemed quiet when the perfectly formed round derriere seemed to shiver and quiver, wobbling before the black length that all knew, perhaps except the girl herself was destined to plunge deep into her back passage.


Angel looked across the room feeling a flush of embarrassment at being openly fondled by black men and suddenly conscious how much she had been staring with fascinated excitement at the proceedings on the stage.


Across the room most concentration was on the events on the stage. But even in the darkness Angel could see the occasional bared and grasped white breast as the watching white women were fondled and aroused adding to the feral atmosphere developing around the room.


She turned her head at a commotion to her left and stared as the wife of the couple she had observed earlier was pushed down over a table, as the African behind her fumbled with his trousers. The man who was presumably her husband was sliding a young African girl up and down in his lap.


A gurgled scream from the stage jerked her head forward, just as the crowd erupted in cheers. On stage the African had thrust between the young woman’s quivering buttocks. Angel watched breathlessly as that thick African cock moved forward inch by inch between the girl’s jerking and shaking hips.


Roars of encouragement came from the watching African men.


The African thrusting into her rectal passage held her thighs firmly, while the one kneeling below her patiently waited his turn. The African at the girl’s head was now sliding and thrusting into the girl’s mouth with a brute determination to take his pleasure form her tightly grasping throat.


Angel shivered at the thought of what the young woman must be feeling to be ravaged in such a way by two men at the same time. That shivering took on a new meaning as she felt Joshua’s finger circling in her pussy, and Joseph’s hand grasped and squeezed one of her firm breasts.


On stage the two Africans on either side of the white teenager grunted and thrust as she squirmed and quivered between them. Angel could see that the girl’s nipples standing proud and erect above her stretched breasts as her white body bucked and shook between the thrusting black men.


Was she enjoying it Angel wondered?


Then Joshua pulled open her dress and his warm black hand encompassed her bare breast. His hand was rough and hard as it squeezed her soft roundness. Angel looked quickly around ready to protest, but she soon saw that the lust taking place on the stage had aroused and inflamed more than just those on stage. Men and women around the room were getting involved with their partners, white women submitting to the urgent hungry lust of the black men who had brought them here.


There was a whistle from the stage that drew Angel’s gaze back to the stage. Two African men had ran onto the stage to spread a pristine white cotton sheet across the floor behind the copulating performers, before quickly running off stage.


As soon as they were gone the kneeling African stood up and pushed at the man whose cock was ensconced in the tight girl’s rectum. Although obviously planned the African was reluctant to withdraw from the tightly clasping hot sheath, and some pushing, shoving and cursing erupted before that long black cock slid out of the teenager’s hot, clenching ass.


The African holding her neck began an urgent thrusting into the girl’s throat causing more gurgling squawks to erupt from the young woman, who had become alarmed at the lack of support and the squabbling taking place between the other two African men.


The African in her throat gasped loudly and started shaking as his cock shot off into the stretched throat. He made no attempt to pull out as his body shook and trembled. The audience watched in excitement as the girl heaved and gasped as her throat filled with sperm and she was forced to swallow quickly or drown in spunk.


Cheers and whoops rose from some of the watching crowd.


Then, as he withdrew with a look of smug satisfaction on his face, the African at her loins finally give up his struggle to remain in her tight ass and instead give up his place to the formerly kneeling African. However, he was still determined on getting his satisfaction and quickly moved to the other side reaching down to grasp the girl’s neck firmly and pushing away the now sated African.


The African, who had now completed his orgasm, pulled his cock clear of the sucking throat and nibbling mouth, moved to take his place supporting the teenage girl at her waist. Then all three in a crab like manoeuvre moved slowly into position above the white sheet.


Angel was bemused by these strange antics and manoeuvring, her gaze however was drawn to the cock of the kneeling African. It hung now, long and slack from his loins, glistening wetly in the stage lights. Angel shuddered with an acute urgent hunger, imaging the taste of that black length in her own mouth.


Then the African at the woman’s hips pulled her hips up high to meet his hard proud length, and Angel found herself wishing she was the girl on the stage about to be speared by that long black cock.


The Africans nodded to each other as they reached the culmination of the show. The African at her head took a strong grip on the girl’s shoulders, while the African now kneeling brought both hands up to hold her steady.


Then the African at his hips reached down a hand to grasp his cock firmly and aim it between the squirming girl’s thighs, before leaning forward and pressing it in.


The girl on stage seemed to freeze for a moment, as the African cock nudged its way into her. Angel could see that for some reason her legs had started a fierce trembling shaking. The African at her hips nodded to his companions who seemed to noticeably tighten their grip on the young woman, before he thrust forcefully into her.


A muffled wail erupted from the woman through her cock stuffed mouth. Then the room erupted in cheers confusing and unsettling Angel. Joshua and Joseph had ceased fondling Angel and their attention was wholly on the scene in front of them.


Angel herself gasped and a hand went to her mouth as she noticed the white sheet now had a fine spray of red across it. Then as the African at her hips began a more vigorous humping and the white woman bounced and jerked in his grasp. Heavier spots of blood seemed to fly from the through the air before landing on the white sheet.


The room was in uproar as African men roared their approval.


Angel struggled to comprehend that she had just witness the taking of the virginity of the lovely blond teenager. Her breath was tight in her throat and a fierce heat pulsed even stronger in her own loins as a deep flush rose through her. Her nipples seemed to tighten further as deep excitement flooded through her.


The same energised arousal afflicted her companions she discovered as Joseph turned towards her, with one hand at the flap of his trousers they other curled around her neck and pulled her head into his lap.


Angel did not hesitate to open her mouth as Joseph’s cock jumped out of his trousers and she welcomed the hot pungent hardness between her lips. The taste of the cock assaulted her senses, but with none of the repugnance that would have disgusted her a few months earlier.


Her mouth watered at the pungent masculine taste and the deeply African male scents that flooded her senses. Greedily and with no hesitation at all she sucked the hot hard length into her mouth.


Joseph’s head fell back as the hot wet mouth engulfed his cock. That the mouth belonged to a stunningly beautiful white woman was exciting enough, but that she was the wife of a white educated professional gave an added edge to the delightful feel of her wet lapping tongue, and soft grasping lips.


He grinned at the moment.


He glanced at the stage where a white virgin was impaled on a black cock for the pleasure of the watching crowd, and the pleasure created by the now hotly sucking white wife kneeling at his feet intensified.


Africa had changed since he was a boy!


His role in the CIO was to ensure it stayed that way and this evening was a triumph of African power. He glanced across the room at the white couple Angel had been looking at early. The man now had an African girl kneeling at his feet sucking on his cock, while the woman was bent over the table being stuffed full of black cock. He glanced at the stage and was gratified that the masked blond virgin, or should he say ex-virgin, was locked on the debauchery her parents were involved in.


He wondered if the couple had truly not realised it was their own daughter there on the stage being deflowered and debauched by the three men. Nearly every African man in the room knew the masked girl was the couple’s innocent daughter!


Not that it mattered.


To the girl on stage it would seem that her parents were willingly co-operating in what was being done to her, and that she could expect no support from that quarter. By the time the evening was over she would be thoroughly broken in anyway.


He reached down and grasped Angel’s hair tightly and lifted her off his cock. He ignored the whimpering protests at pain he inflicted on her, and reached down to find and cup his heavy balls. Then he pulled them free of his trousers and roughly pushed her head back down.


The soft lap of her pink, wet tongue working through the hair of his loins to lap at his sensitive balls marked the end of her protests.


Joseph liked the new Africa!


With her head pressed firmly into the musky heady male loins, Angel found herself in a seventh heaven. Why on earth had she ever protested at doing this? There was a primitive thrill to just being ‘used’ by a man to provide pleasure that was far beyond anything she had ever imagined.


Through her nostrils she breathed deep the masculine African scent. Could there by anything more potent, more virile, more masculine than an African man? Her nipples ached; her pussy throbbed and pulsed with a hungry powerful need to be penetrated. She happily submitted to having her head firmly held in place as she lapped at the soft sensitive flesh encasing the African’s testicles, absorbing his power and authority over her.


She seemed to lick forever before he released the pressure on her head. She looked up at him, but was distracted by the sight of streams of spunk running down his cock. She swallowed quickly before darting out her tongue to eagerly lap up the tasty male pre-cum.


After licking up all the leaking sperm, she raised herself up to take the plum like head of his cock into her mouth. Her lips sliding over the hard knob and her tongue poking and lapping at the small opening that was the source of the delicious male juice.


She slid her lips down the thick male hardness, and then she had a sudden panic at the thought that everyone in the room may be watching what she was doing!


She released the Africa cock from her mouth and sat back on her heels and quickly looked around the room. On either side of her the room had descended into dishevelled chaos as mainly African men took liberties with their accompanying females.


She turned to look at the white couple she had seen earlier, only to be distracted by the more immediate sight of a young white girl, who was enthusiastically bobbing her head up and down on a long black cock protruding from the loins of an African sitting at the next table.


‘Oh my God, ‘ she thought that girl looks younger than her own fourteen year old daughter Amanda!


As she watched the girl’s head pulled free of the slick black cock she had been sucking and then her tongue flickered out, licking and lashing at the throbbing maleness. Angel shivered as she saw the African jerk and hump in excitement.


She felt a sudden irrational urge to ensure that she made Joseph come before that wippersneak of a girl brought off her own lover. She returned her attention to the black meat in front of her sliding her lips greedily over the fat cock head and sliding her tongue sensuously along its underside as she started a determined sucking.


Joseph groaned as the woman’s sucking seemed to edge up a notch. Angel had always seemed an unenthusiastic cock sucker even when aroused, but suddenly she had turned into a demon as her lips clasped his cock firmly, hotly milking his flesh and her tongue whirled and twisted around his flesh.


His hands fell to her head; then locked in her dark hair. Angel’s natural resentment at been held and control flared briefly; then subsided as her newly awakened discovery of the excitement of submission returned.


She did not have to worry about appearances and perceptions when she was held in place kneeling at the feet of a black man. Butterflies swirled and flew in her stomach as she sucked, absorbing the pungent taste and hot firm manhood.


Then she thought of the kneeling girl just a few feet away and determined to be the first to suck the seed out of the cock in front of her. Her head bobbed lower and faster while her lips clasped it tightly.


Her tongue lashed along the excited male flesh.


Joseph groaned above her, exciting Angel even further. Inciting her to even greater efforts as she savoured the first leaking juice dribbling out of the eye of the cock. She reached up with one hand and gently caressed the hairy black balls at the root of Josephs cock. Her fingernails scratched gently along the underside of his scrotum, before inspiration overtook her and she pressed a slender finger between his buttocks searching with a finger for his anus.


Joseph jerked in surprise when a warm fingertip probed at his bottom opening, then he shuddered as the finger pushed inside circling.


‘Unbelievable’ he thought as the sensation in his bottom intensified the hot throbbing lust in his cock. He humped twice then increased the pressure of his hands on Angel’s head holding her firmly as his cock exploded, expecting her to try and struggle free.


Angel’s eyes shot wide as Joseph thrust twice quickly in her throat before the hot flood erupted. She felt the hot spurts splash against the back of her mouth and twisted her head slightly as her tongue lapped hungrily at the spurting cock. The cock was hosing her mouth with tasty yummy cock juice and her heart swelled in excitement as she eagerly swallowed it down.


When it finally subsided and the cock in her mouth softened Angel felt an uncharacteristic pang of regret that it was over so quickly. Her husband’s cock for all his limitations stayed hard for hours, while Igwe’s cock hardly lost any firmness the first time he spurted his load.


She sat back on her heels finally reluctantly releasing the softening cock from her mouth. She glanced across the room and saw that the young white teenager was still hard at work on the thick cock in her mouth and felt a sudden surge of pleasure that she had successfully sucked off Joseph before the girl had been able to bring off her own lover.


That pleasure subsided as she glanced at the now soft cock.


Then she remembered Joshua and a hot flush overcame her. Her pussy gave a hot throb of renewed anticipation as she looked across at him and thought of his meaty long cock. There was something to be said for going out with two men she realised.


Suddenly the crowd started clapping and she turned to see what was happening.


On stage the three black men had disengaged themselves and the young white woman was being helped to her feet. One of the African reached down for the white sheet then waived the blood stained sheet at the crown eliciting more heated roars of approval. Angel looked at the sweat stained girl. Despite the attentions of the three virile Africans she seemed to glow with vitality. Her skin seemed to glow and with a pang of dismay she noticed the girl’s breast were fuller and bigger than her own breasts.


Her eyes were drawn to the slick wet thighs, were a couple of trails of red ran down her inner thighs. Had she really been a virgin?


“Gentlemen, gentlemen!”


“The evening is early and this young lady has a lot more to learn before the night is over.”


Chuckles of laughter swept the room. The African came forward and reconnect the leash to the band around the girl’s throat then tugged it twice pulling her off her already unsteady feet and she collapsed to her knees.


“Spread” he commended. Instinctively she obeyed his command. Then her eyes flickered over to her parents. Her mother was sitting in the lap of the African who had just finished fucking her. While her father was engrossed with the pert small breasts of the African girl who looked younger than her self. ‘Didn’t they care what happened to her?’


“Gentlemen, from this night forward this ripe peach will be available ZS10,000 a night from our good friend Joseph Yoruba.”


To Angel’s surprise the African waved to towards her companion, who raised his hand accepting the burst of appreciation.


‘Oh my God.’ She thought. ‘He’s a pimp! I’ve just sucked off a black pimp.’ A tightness developed in the pit of her stomach. The wickedness of it, and slow tingling overcame her and she looked at Joseph with new eyes. She should be shocked! She was shocked! She swallowed and found herself wondering when his cock would be hard again.


“But tonight Gentlemen, and of course any Ladies who might be interested, this little honey will be available in a back room for the discounted price of ZS2,500 a pop.”


More cheers erupted across the room before men stood and moved forward eager to try her out before she was too stretched and exhausted.


Angel looked towards the ripe curvy figure of the young woman before she was obscured by the advancing men. She would be a soft warm cushion for the lusts of the men intent on having her tonight.


She glanced across at the girl’s parents wondering what sort of country this was that seemed to allow people’s morals to slip so steeply so quickly. She licked at the remaining sperm on her lips. She shivered at the thought the pungent taste was from a black pimp!


Was she any better while her husband waited patiently at home?


She took Joshua’s hand and allowed him to raise her to her feet.


“Time to go Joseph. Your men will look after things here.”


Joseph had his concerns. He was doing a quick count of the men starting to queue up for the girl. He was determined not to be cheated from his profits. His men knew and feared him, but they would get away with whatever they thought they could get away with. He scowled at the man he left in charge as he slipped an arm around Angel’s waist, as the two men led her away.





Angel’s thoughts were racing she crossed the car park towards Joshua’s waiting limousine. The stars sparkled in the African night sky. The evening was a typically warm balmy scent filled night.


She did not really want to be taken home. Her pussy tingled with unfulfilled arousal. Sucking cock was one thing but she needed a man’s cock pumping into her. If she went home her husband would oblige but Angel wanted a thick black cock like Joshua’s meaty length pumping up and down in her heated channel.


When she slid into the back seat of the limousine she snuggled up to Joshua pressing one of her full breasts into his arm, then in a brazen hussy like manner she sneaked her hand across the front of his trousers feeling for his heavy meat.


If she could get him aroused, he would not be taking her back to her husband!


Not that she need to worry Joshua and Joseph had plans for Angel tonight. They had talked it through with Igwe her lover, and they had every intention of taking Angel’s sexual education a step further tonight.





The villa they drove up to was new to Angel. Its pristine whitewashed walls were typical of many in Harare, but the whiteness of the walls seemed so fresh and clean it strained the eyes. Her eyes widened slightly when the African who opened the gate was both in uniform, and sporting a sub-machine gun. Just as the gates opened and the limousine swept through two other uniformed armed guards who had been running up snapped to attention and saluted as the car swept past.


“This is my villa.” Joseph remarked.


Angel was impressed. She knew of course that he was a Major on the Central Intelligence Organisation, but never having seen him in uniform, had not given it much thought.


Seeing these smartly uniformed soldiers jumping to attention just by his presence reminded her just how powerful and important his position was. Her heart beat a little faster. To feel desired by important men was a little thrill she was not accustomed to.


The villa seemed to be in the style of a Spanish hacienda with curved archways and painted black metal grilles on the windows, whose ornate style hid the security intent between them.


Joshua took her arm as she climbed out of the car and Angel pressed close against him, conscious that he had not had an orgasm at the club, and his hard cock would be an opportunity for intense pleasure.


As Joseph led the way to the front door of the villa, Angel blatantly rubbed her breasts against Joshua. Eager to get him hard and ready to satisfy the unfulfilled need the depravity of the staged show in the club had fired up inside her.


The door opened, and Joseph waved them in. Angel met his smouldering gaze as she passed him by, and another little thrill pulsed in her loins.


Then her gaze fell on the person holding open the door and her hopes tumbled.


The girl standing their holding the door open was stunningly pretty, and a blond to boot, with long hair, and startlingly blue eyes. She was clad in a skimpy maid’s outfit, but more of her curvaceous body seemed exposed than covered.


Full, firm creamy white breasts seemed to surge out of the tight fitting top, while Angel marvelled at how the short skirt had somehow managed to just cover her private parts … but only just.


Long shapely legs that seemed to last forever as Angel took in this vision of loveliness. She must be around seventeen Angel thought. Fresh and youthful and in that outfit was clearly designed for a female whose duties went beyond being just a housemaid.


If Angel had been a cat her tail would have been standing upright as she stared at this dramatic rival for the hard cocks of Joseph and Joshua. Her back would have arched, and she would have started spitting.


The two females briefly ignored the men as they stared in fierce instant rivalry.


Angel without thinking stretched and flexed her hands wishing her nails were longer so she could scar and maim that pretty face.


Joshua coughed, and with his arm around her waist firmly steered her deeper into the villa. Before a large, open hearth, in which incongruously a fire blazed. He released her and Angel turned to glare at the girl before glancing at Joseph.


To her surprise Joseph had only eyes for her!


He had tossed his jacket to the girl as he strode in but now his eyes were on her, undressing her. She preened in victory, as the African’s hungry eyes seemed to devour her. Her nipples thickened and her pussy throbbed in pleasure at his obvious hunger for her.


She glanced at Joshua, whose face held a humorous smirk that at another time would have annoyed her, but Joshua was looking at her not the vivacious curvy teenager who was now sullenly hanging up the jacket, and Angel felt a sudden surge of pride.


The swell of confidence and power that passed through Angel then was one she had not felt for a long time. These men really wanted her, not that floozy of a maid!


She suppressed the urge to twirl and show off, but she could not suppress a sudden need to rub her thighs together, and she swayed in front of the two men, pulling her shoulders back and pushing her breasts up and out.


Joshua laughed, stepped forward and a big meaty hand slapped across her bottom. Angel whimpered in a mix of pain and passion as his hard hand connected, and squeezed before letting go.


“Let’s get this one into bed before she explodes!”


Angel wanted to glare at Joshua for his casual mockery, but a deeper urge to just spread her legs wide for him overcame her mild irritation.


She needed to be fucked!


Desperately!


Joseph walked across and took her hand. She turned to him and looked into eyes that seemed to smoulder with fire and her stomach leaped and somersaulted at the lust in his eyes. She held his hand tightly as led her down a hallway with bright white painted walls.


Joshua fell in behind them and she felt his gaze on her bottom and instinctively swung it from side to side.


At the end of the hallway Joseph opened a large door and shepherded her through it. The room inside was light and airy, and a large double bed dominated the room. The sight of it sent another little pulse through Angel’s loins.


“I’ll be back in a minute.” Joseph nodded to Joshua and left the room.


Angel turned to Joshua as Joseph left and her heart beat faster as she saw he was already undressing. She shivered as his trousers hit the floor and nine inches of erect thick black manhood waived the air.


Her knees felt weak, and she felt an irrational compulsion to kneel at his feet. An urge a few months ago she would have dismissed as outrageous, but which she now struggled to resist.


Then he was striding towards her and only his strong arms held her up as her strength left her. Was this weakness in the presence of aroused men just a natural feminine trait her years of education and confidence training had failed to eradicate?


Joshua took her firmly in his arms. He turned her around to face the long mirrors that line the bedroom wall near the bed. Angel watched in those mirrors as his hard black hands rose up to grasp and fondle her breasts through her dress.


She leaned back resting against Joshua as his hands made free with her body, trembling at the arousal he was generating within her. She felt his hard black body behind her and pressed backwards with her bottom seeking out the hard rod, before circling and rubbing her soft curvy bottom against his hardness.


The feel of that male bar of iron flesh sent shivers of desire through her loins. Her pussy throbbed. Her panties were wet and clung to her inner lips.


“Curse this dress!” muttered Joshua as he struggled to find how it could be removed.


Angel smiled to herself and reached for the hidden zip on her right hand side. Joshua grunted as the dress became loose and he promptly tugged it down. As the dress bundled up at her hips Joshua’s hard hands passed around her and now gripped firmly her exposed breasts.


Angel gasped, and sighed as the hard, hands grasped, fondled and squeezed her full, firm orbs. Her knees weakened as fingers tweaked her nipples sending exciting tingles through her.


On the other side of the mirror Joseph carefully checked the focus was right. Twiddling the adjusting wheel he was careful to ensure the focus was centred on the middle of the bed and not where Angel and Joshua were standing.


As he made his adjustments he noted Angel pushing the bunched dress down over her hips, before it slid down her legs and collapsed at her feet.


‘Good’ he thought. He could use those lovely golden tanned legs to ensure he had the contrast right, moments later he stood straight casting his eyes over the range of carefully set up equipment. One of the perks in his role in the security services was having access to the most sophisticated recording equipment.


He glanced across at Vicky, a young woman he had first entrapped with this same equipment, but now seemed happy in her role as a black man’s whore!


“Keep an eye on the lights. If any turn red, then just bring that tray of drinks in to us.” He nodded to the silver tray set with crystal glasses, and a decanter of brandy. The girl nodded.


“Can’t I join you?”


Joseph grinned down at the pretty seventeen year old and was pleased at the anxious look on her face. ‘Yes, this little honey, had been a gem of a find, a natural whore.’


“Do as your told, or you will get a thrashing.”


“I don’t mind you using your belt on me.”


“I was thinking of Minister Nkomo, he has been asking after you.”


Vicky swallowed tightly, and tensed up. Minister Nkomo was beast of a man, who delighted in thinking up new ways to inflict pain on soft white bodies. She could not suppress a shudder at the memory of her last visit to his fortress like home.


She dropped her head submissively. Joseph reached over and ran his hand in a caress through her soft blond curls, then turned the girl’s pretty face up so he could look into her blue eyes.


It was so tempting to just thrust his cock between her sweet soft eager to please lips, but there was still much to do to properly break in Angel Scott. A task he was taking great delight in assisting Igwe to bring about.


“Patience, honey, there will be time for you later.”


He ran his thumb across her soft lips.





Angel hooked her fingers in her knickers before drawing them down her legs; relieved she was after all going to be fucked tonight. She turned to help Joshua with his shirt, but the African simply pushed her firmly backwards. She collided with the bed and fell backwards surprise on her face.


She almost voiced her protest at this rude treatment, then something inside her snapped and instead she simply propped herself up on her elbows and submissively accepted Joshua’s rough manner.


The smile on Joshua’s face at her lack of a tart response seemed almost predatory, and sent another unnerving tingle through her loins. Could she be excited at being a victim? The unusual thought distracted her from Joshua as he stripped.


She glanced towards Joseph as he entered the room, watching the way his eyes ran over her body. She pushed her chest out instinctively, proud of her firm upstanding orbs. She watched as his eyes focussed on her breasts then, as his tongue licked across his lips, her nipples seemed to stiffen and thicken with desire.


“Who gets her pussy?” asked Joseph.


“That’s mine,” said Joshua.


It seemed an odd remark to Angel but she dismissed it without further thought as Joshua climbed onto the bed and she spread her legs wide to receive him. As the heavy older African man moved above her, she raised her legs on either side of him and raised her hips to align that heavy, long, black cock with her eager womanhood.


Her hands came up to grasp his shoulders tightly, while her own shoulders braced against the bed to ensure his cock drove deep on the first thrust.


Joshua made no particular effort to line himself but his cock seemed to get the angle and position right instinctively and the thick head of his cock pushed through the wet, hot lips of her womanhood and thrust an inch of black manhood into her married white pussy.


Angel paid no regard to Joseph as he watched and stripped off his own clothes.


Angel humped with her hips grasping with her vaginal muscles for more of the thick black cock, opening herself to Joshua’s thrust then humping back for a few more inches of cock!


Angel stretched her shapely white legs wide to either side of the middle aged African on top of her, eager to have his full ten inches buried up inside her! She humped upwards. Her inner muscles grabbing for more thick inches of cock.


Joshua thrust, marvelling that Angel’s channel was still so tight, and the wonderful elasticity of a woman’s body. He gloried in the warm curvy body and the round breasts now pressed tight to his chest. It was when he looked into Angel’s eyes that the real thrill came.


Seeing the almost feral sexual hunger in the eyes of this once conservative married wife was deeply arousing. He thrust harder and deeper watching those eyes widen, the soft mouth grimace briefly, before opening to release a long sigh.


“Oh yes, that’s it! Get your wonderful cock right up inside me. It’s wonderful! Fuck me!”


Joshua grinned. The room was wired for sound and he knew that eventually the video tape made today would be sent to Mark, Angel’s husband, as well as being sold around the townships for the African masses to drool over and dream about.


“You sure you wouldn’t rather be at home with your husband?”


“Bollocks!” She blurted without thought. Joshua grinned.


“I’m serious, your husband must be missing you, wouldn’t you rather be at home being fucked by your husband?”


Angel pressed her body against Joshua’s hard black maleness, and brought her legs around to grasp the African tightly as his cock slid that least few inches up inside her. She could almost feel the large head of his cock probing her cervix.


“Oh shut up and fuck me harder!”


Joshua grinned and Joseph stripped away his clothes and stood by the side of the bed his own cock erect and bobbing in anticipation.


“I’m serious Angel. I want you to tell me about want you want?”


Angel looked up at him confused, why did he not just get on with the business of ramming his cock up her tight willing pussy?


“I want you to fuck me?”


Joshua grinned and dropped his head to kiss her small shapely nose, then each of her eyes as she lowered her eyelids for him when she realised his intent. Her pussy squeezed and milked the hard black rod buried deep inside her.


“Yes, you not my husband!” She gasped.


“But what about Igwe?”


“Oh yes I love Igwe.” She looked up at Joshua wondering if this was some kind of test.


“I love Igwe and I wish he was here fucking me rather than you!” Her tone was defiant challenging, and she wondered if she could provoke Joshua into fucking her harder.


Joshua just laughed.


“And what about Joseph here, are you going to let him fuck you as well?”


Angel glanced across at the other African man. Her eyes quickly fell to his hard cock. Joseph was young, fitter, more muscled and she shivered with excitement.


“Yes I want Joseph to fuck me too!” Joshua grinned.


“Face it Angel, you’re a slut who would let any black man fuck you.”


“I would not!” She blurted. “I love Igwe. I only fuck you and Joseph because Igwe wants me to too.”


“Really?”


Joshua humped and thrust several times causing the woman beneath him to moan and groan several times, before returning to the conversation.


“I think you are fucking me, and not your husband, because you love being fucked.”


“No,” Angel gasped, but wondering if he might be right.


“I think you would moan and gasp beneath any black man off the street if he wanted you.”


“No!”


More certain now, Angel knew she would never let the stinking masses of poorly clad dirty Africans between her legs to abuse her carefully looked after body.


“What…” She gasped at a particularly deep thrust from Joshua…“what kind…” gasp “of … of,” another deep moan escaped her, ” of woman do you think I am?”


Joshua roared with laughter as he braced himself on his elbows as Angel bucked and humped in a frenzied orgasm. He held himself steady as the woman squirmed and wriggled. Her inner muscles squeezing and clasping at his cock in a fevered attempt to draw forth his seed.


Then he rolled over. Holding Angel tightly in his grasp, keeping her close. She squealed as she rolled with him, trying to keep his cock inside her channel eager for that burst of seed she knew she deserved to have. Joshua lay back, one hand around Angel’s waist, the other hand dropping down to squeeze a white round orb of ass.


Angel was exhausted, sprawled across Joshua’s solid black body, savouring her thrilling orgasm and relishing the fact that Joshua’s cock was still hard and there would be more delicious sex to come.


She hardly noticed the change in alignment of the bed as Joseph stepped up onto the bed.


It was the sudden surge of pain in her head that broke her sexual reverie.


Hard hands, painfully locked tightly in her hair pulled her upwards.


Angel squealed in pain and outrage as her head was pulled high.


Then the pain eased and she opened her eyes to see a black cock bobbing in front of her face. She had barely registered the fact before her head was being pulled forward and she opened her mouth to receive god’s blessing on white women … a black cock in her mouth.


Lying beneath her Joshua watched as Angel’s lips slid over Joseph’s black length. His companion’s cock was not as long as Joshua’s or Igwe’s, or as thick but that had its advantages. As Joseph’s hands urged Angel’s head forward she did not struggle or strain as she had the first time Igwe had stuffed his cock down her throat.


To see a beautiful white woman with her lips around a black cock was always a delight, and his cock throbbed into increased hardness and he started to pump it into the woman again.


Angel was agitated when Joshua started to hump upwards. She always found it hard to think when she had a black cock in her mouth and as Joshua’s bucking thrusts broke her concentration on the hard, pungent black meat in her mouth.


How could she suck and fuck at the same time?


Joshua’s hand came up and grasped her round white hips with his hard black hands and held her firmly as he thrust his cock into her hot buttery depths and she groaned through cock stuffed lips.


Her tongue briefly flickered as she remembered what she was supposed to be doing, then Joshua’s cock seemed to push against her cervix and she raised her hips before she was ruptured.


Joseph’s hands tightened in her hair urging her to pay attention to his cock and she whimpered in frustration and hunger, struggling to decide whether to concentrate on the tasty black cock in her mouth, or to try to use her muscles to milk the hard bar of male flesh buried deep up her pussy!


Joshua grasped her hips firmly, holding then in place, as he bucked and thrust upwards into her hot tightness.


Joseph kept a hand tight behind her head pulling it forward as he slid over her hot licking tongue and pushing the end of his cock at the tight entrance to her throat.


Angel moaned, whimpered and just closed her eyes and give up trying to work things out. Was this what they meant by double penetration? Two cocks inside her at the same time.


Joseph gasped as he managed to get Angel’s soft lips still wrapped around his cock up tight against his loins. She was managing to keep her lips tight as he thrust deeper. He held her head still and then pumped his hips a few times fucking her mouth, using it for his pleasure.


Joshua released his firm grip on her Angel’s hips and ran his hands down the soft warm thighs on either side of his body. He could feel her trembling and shaking as the two men took their pleasure.


He reached up with his hands and grasped her two firm upstanding breasts and looked up to see the way the Englishwoman’s lips slid along the surface of Joseph’s thrusting cock softly nibbling the hard flesh.


Then Joseph pulled free and stepped back. Joshua enjoyed the look of confusion on Angel’s face as Joseph’s cock popped out of her mouth. Her mouth remained open, soft bruised red lips that wanted cock.


Her tongue flickered out across her lips before she strained forward to recapture that cock, but Joseph pushed her away causing a little whimper of need to burst from her. Joseph stepped back off the bed and walked away around the bed.


Angel turned to follow him, but Joshua grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down on top of him.


“Rub your breasts against me.” He demanded.


Angel was happy to comply rubbing the tips of her nipples though the coarse hairs on his chest. Squirming against him, pushing down with her hips to get his hard cock deeper. Her legs splayed out on either side of him.


She loved the feel of his hard hands kneading and moulding her round bottom, pulling the cheeks apart and then urging her down on his still humping cock. She hardly noticed the bed shift as Joseph climbed onto the bed behind her.


Joshua bucked his cock up into her, and she grasped for it with her muscles eager to tease out his seed. She was ready for Joseph’s hard cock, and to feel his strong muscled body on top of hers.


Joseph however, had no intention of waiting…


Joshua’s arms came around Angel, holding her tight against him. Angel squirmed in his tight grasp, loving the feel of his warm body against hers. When Joseph’s hand came down in the small of her back she was surprised, but she only felt him moving, settling, settling into position behind her that she had inkling of what he planned.


“No. What are you doing?”


She struggled to sit up on Joshua’s lap but his encircling arms held her tight. She looked down into Joshua’s face and the sly grin gave her goose bumps.


“What’s he trying to do?”


Joshua grinned back at her, then she felt Joseph’s hands grasp her bottom and pull her cheeks apart.


“Oh No! Please no it’s not possible. He will tear me apart with you up my pussy!”


Joshua grinned and tightened his arms as Angel wriggled and squirmed to get free.


Joseph did not hang around. Women needed to learn that pain, sex and pleasure were all inter-related. Many people, men and women, had learned that in his torture cells!


He lowered his body onto Angel, taking little care to align himself correctly he thrust hard with his hips.


Angel’s gasped wail was torn from her throat as the hard black rod thrust at her back passage. She was not a stranger anymore to anal sex, but surely two men at the same time … it just wasn’t natural.


Joseph relished the feel of the surrender of the tight sphincter as his hardened length punched through the tight, crinkled orifice.


Angel’s wail of protest increased his excitement. It had surprised him the way women’s pain so quickly succumbed to ecstasy once they were being thoroughly ravaged, but now he was used to it and he ignored her agonised gasps.


Angel desperately tried to relax her sphincter as Joseph’s cock ravaged her back channel. She knew the pain would fade away, assuming she was not injured internally! If only she could get her injured flesh to relax!


Joseph’s weight came down on her crushing her on top of Joshua who released his grip around her shoulders and back as he took hold of her arms. She felt Joseph’s hands come up and grasp her shoulders then both men started to hump and she wailed again.


She felt hemmed between two hot sweating vigorous male bodies.


Though there was a different tone to her wail now as both cocks pummelled up inside her tight channels…





Angel managed to walk in a straight line as she walked into their living room. Her husband was in a chair reading. He would have to learn there was more to life than reading a good book!


He looked up as she entered the room, his gaze was not condemning or accusatory but she felt the need for defiant belligerence.


“Come to the bedroom. I’m feeling sore!”


She turned and strode from the room trying to hide her own weak-kneed tiredness. Those two black men had been brutes tonight! She shivered and a trace of male cream oozed from her loins and ran down her thigh.


She needed her husband’s tongue. At least he was good for that!


Mark put the book to one side. As soon as he had heard his wife’s return his cock had jumped back to attention at the thought of the evening his wife had just had. Fortunately Angel had not noticed or there might have been another barbed comment.


He rose and followed Angel to the bedroom.


As he stepped inside the room Angel’s white dress fluttered down to her ankles and she kicked it to one side. That was so out of character. Normally she would have been punctiliously careful with her clothes.


Such thoughts did last long. Angel had not worn anything below the dress, or at least not for the journey home. His eyes took in her womanly shape with hungry eyes. My God, he thought she is positively glowing. Though there was tiredness in her eyes; there was also a sparkle that had been missing just a few months ago.


“Come over here and lick my pussy better.”


Mark swallowed at Angel’s words and his eyes fell to her loins. The soft inner skin was slick and wet. Was that a white drop running down her thigh? He shuddered with a pang of repugnance, but he had done this before. It was not as bad as it seemed. Once the cold rationality was passed and the passion of the moment rose he knew his natural reticence would fade.


“Don’t keep me waiting thinking about it, just do it!”


Mark swallowed again. His wife was not very dominant, normally so reserved. Moments when she exerted her will for her own sexual satisfactions were rare, and were a different experience to make the most of.


He dropped to his knees.


Angel stepped forward and reached for her husband’s head pulling it forward into the wet slick heat of her spunked pussy.


“Go on, get your tongue in!”


Her head fell back as the soft, wet hot tongue of her husband delved into the mess between her legs. She held his head firmly to prevent him pulling away as he sometimes did at this moment.


Pleasure erupted in her loins as the loving tongue swept up between her vulva then the tip seems to swirl around her clitoris. Only her husband’s hands now holding her thighs kept her from falling over from the exciting thrill of his tongue.


She used both of her hands now to hold his head firmly in place then began to hump urgently at his face.


Mark felt the hot heat of his wife’s thighs enclose his face. His cheeks felt the wetness of her inner thighs pressing against him, thighs slick with the sweat of a heated fucking. Thighs that had, not long ago, clasped a thrusting African between them.


His tongue delved deep. He could feel Angel’s excitement as he licked, at first trying to ignore the taste then as he got used to it and found himself beginning to enjoy it with more enthusiasm.


Eventually Angel pushed his head away and staggered to the bed before collapsing on to it. She knelt on the edge of the bed with her round bottom held high.


“Lick my ass now, it really is very sore!”


Mark turned to her and shuffled over on his knees. His hands rose and cupped the soft round cheeks and found himself wishing he had seen the black hands holding them tight earlier in the evening.


He pulled the cheeks apart. It was not uncommon for sperm and juice to trail down and collect around the rosebud so he was not surprised to see a mix of juices. Again he pulled his thoughts together, bowed his head and licked.


Angel sighed at the lovely feeling of the soft wetness licking her back passage.


“Push it in and circle it around,” she demanded.


Then she shivered as the soft but firm tongue seemed to push open her loose stretched sphincter.


“Oooh! That’s it honey, stick your tongue right in!”


Mark felt the soft ridges lining her ass open, and surprised pushed his tongue in deeper, circling and lapping at the bruised entrance and listening to his wife’s happy sighs.


“I am going to Igwe’s tomorrow night. He has a surprise party for me!”


Mark ignored her as his tongue lapped and probed.


“And on Friday I am going out to dinner with Ngorro.”


Mark shuddered at the thought of the fat, overweight, lecherous black man getting his hands on Angel’s shapely curves. Then he pulled his head away confused at the taste that was not going away. He had licked the sperm from the rosebud of his wife’s ass and that should have been that. On her hands and knees the flavour should not have come back.


He looked at her ass as he held the cheeks open. The wrinkled entrance did look as though it had suffered some attention. Then right before his eyes it seemed to wink open, and a thick white stream of spunk seemed to surge out of his wife’s ass.


Oh God, he realised some African has spilt his seed up inside Angel’s back channel!


“What happened tonight? Tell me!” “There were two of them they both fucked me … I didn’t think it was possible but they did.”


“You mean … you mean they fucked you front and back at the same time!”


“Yes. It was shocking but exciting as well. What are you doing?”


Mark had stood up and was stripping his clothes off.


“Oh No! Not now. I’m tired. I’ve had enough. I just need your soft tongue.”


Angel was too weak and tired to resist as her husband pushed her face down on the bed.


“You will not deny me, your husband, that which you have given to African men!”


“But I’m tired,” she wailed as her husband’s weight settled on her.


Then seven inches of thick cock slid up into her ass, and she gasped at the feel of it.


Her husband’s hands grasped her shoulders firmly holding her down as he thrust into her. She was surprised her husband still wanted her after the sluttish way she had behaved.


A sense of comfortable warmth came over as he began humping into her.


As Mark held her tightly and drove into his wife, the image of Angel crushed beneath that twenty one stone lecherous Ngorro filled his mind and the release he had sought all evening surged out of his loins flooding Angel’s back passage with another dose of male seed.




Chapter 16




Amanda knelt at the feet of the African Headmaster, her head held firmly in his hands as he thrust his cock into her mouth. The hard length slid between her lips pushing deep into her mouth.


“Suck this you little white bitch in heat,” he demanded.


Amanda quivered at his crude words. Her tender young breasts seemed so achingly full that they were straining the skin that seemed stretched over their relatively recent appearance. A year ago they had been little more than slight mounds and she had despaired of every growing proper breasts. Today they were full, jutting orbs with pink tips that seemed frequently to pop into hard sensitive peaks at the slightest provocation.


A year ago men had taken little notice of her. Now they stopped in the street to stare at her, and since in Africa they had started to follow her down the street. That realisation had set off strange butterflies in her stomach. Feelings that she found scary, but also set off a very strange set of emotions that she had not felt before and didn’t understand.


As the Headmaster’s hard hands held her head firmly and thrust his cock into her mouth she whimpered and choked, his black length poked at her slender young throat.


She gulped, coughed, and shuddered and turned in her bed as she woke from her dream. Momentarily disorganised and confused. It was a dream that had been disturbing her sleep regularly since seeing the Matron sucking off the Headmaster’s thick cock!


She ran her tongue over her lips as though she could somehow bring the dream back, but she had never sucked a cock in her life outside her recent dreams, and her wild fantasies were not enough to retain a dream memory of something she had never done in real life.


She turned as she heard muffled voices and looked across the darkened dormitory. The sheets above Judith’s bed moved and shifted and she watched as the sheets fell away from Laysha Farei as she sat up above the fifteen year old daughter of an old Rhodesian colonial farming family.


Amanda immediately closed her eyes, hoping not to have been noticed. The latest gossip was that Judith had been snatched off the street last weekend by five African brothers and repeatedly raped until her father paid the ransom demanded. She had missed two days of school then returned as though nothing had happened!


But Laysha Ferei had noticed Amanda’s wide eyes; along with the way they had snapped shut. Laysha smiled to herself. Perhaps it was time to have some fun with the new girl. Though when she thought about, it Amanda Scott must have been going to the school for nearly a year now. The little mouse has escaped her attention over that time but recently Laysha had noticed the English flower was starting to blossom


Like her parents Laysha had taken exceptional pleasure in corrupting the womenfolk of the colonial whites who had ruled the country for so long before Independence. Lately however her father, Joshua Farei, and his friends were always willing to pay more attention to her when she brought white school friends to them, and now an unspoken agreement had been reached that whereby she received an extra Z$500 pocket money for each girl she helped procure from the school.


She slipped from Judith’s bed. The girl had seemed cowed and subdued after her rape and it had not been as much fun as Laysha had expected. The girl was tormented that her respected family would ostracise her if they ever saw the videos of her the kidnappers had made. Video tapes that clearly showed Judith’s excitement as those men ploughed their black cocks up into her white body.


She padded across the room to Amanda’s bed. She wondered if anyone had ever taught her how to pleasure a woman? She had heard rumours that lesbianism riddled English Boarding Schools, but many of the daughters of expatriate staff had never been to a Boarding School before coming to Africa.


Amanda heard her coming and peeked through half closed lids. The seventeen year old African woman seemed like a pocket Venus of grown womanhood to Amanda’s adolescent eyes. In the moonlight coming through the windows Laysha’s body was impressive to the young English girl who could only dream of having such full womanly curves.


She felt gawky and naïve compared to the impressive African woman. It was not just that Laysha had an impressive figure. She was intelligent, and had a natural authority about her that had intimidated Amanda when she realised she would be sharing a dormitory with the Head Girl of the school.


From what she had heard Laysha’s father was one of the Africans who now owned the school and her authority was more than just her natural presence. She squeezed her eyes shut as she realised Laysha might be heading for her and her heart suddenly pounded faster.


She heard Laysha chuckle then Amanda’s bed shifted as the African woman climbed onto the bed. When the sheets were pulled to one side and the warm woman’s body slid in next to hers Amanda could not pretend to be asleep any longer.


“What are you doing?” She whispered in a quiet voice that trembled.


Laysha ignored her and snuggled up to nubile white girl, letting the heat of her naked body suffuse into the nervous teenager. She propped herself up onto one elbow and looked down into the wide blue eyes that tremulously looked back at her.


“You ever done it with a girl sweetie?”


“Done what?”


Laysha grinned and could not suppress a shudder of lascivious delight. She loved innocents! She raised one hand and softly stroked the girl’s pretty face, rubbing her palm against the girl’s pale cheek, turning the girl’s face towards her.


“Well should we start with kissing? Have you ever kissed a girl?”


“No, of course not! That’s wrong!”


“Who told you it was wrong silly girl!”


“But every one knows it is wrong and my mum said it’s sinful.”


Laysha giggled.


“You silly girl, grown ups only say it is wrong and sinful to try to stop their children having fun.”


Amanda looked doubtfully at Laysha.


“Now you are a grown woman it’s alright to kiss.”


“But I’m not a grown woman, I’m just a girl?”


“Not a grown woman…” Laysha mimicked, leaning forward she brought up one of her hands to cup and caress one of Amanda’s pert breasts.


“Hell girl, maybe last year you were a girl but now you have tits,” squeezing the small round breast she had been fondling…“and that makes you a woman.”


Amanda swallowed back a retort. Laysha was intimidating and the hand squeezing her sensitive breasts had set off those strange swirling tingling feelings in her stomach and loins.


She glanced away from the mocking eyes of the African Head girl.


Amused, Laysha leaned a bit closer then she poked out her tongue and circled the small elfin ear. She felt Amanda shudder and squeezed the breast in her hand harder. She pressed her full womanly body against the girl’s slim nubile whiteness.


“Just relax honey, I can make you feel very good,” she felt the girl trembling, and released her hold on the soft, firm breast and ran her hand down the girl’s slim body, enjoying the soft warm skin. “Just relax honey, you won’t believe how good I can make you feel.”


Amanda turned to Laysha seeking to push her away. She was alarmed by the way her body was reacting to the warm caressing hands of the older African teenager. Her hands strained to no effect against the stronger African woman, even as her loins throbbed with a strange heat.


“None of that now honey … give me a kiss.”


Amanda turned her face away as the African’s head leaned closer, only to find herself trembling uncontrollably as teeth nibbled the lobe of her ear in a way that sent sparks shooting from the nibbled ear to the tips of erect nipples then seemed to flash down and ignite the heat in her virginal pussy.


She jerked her ear from the nibbling teeth and turned back to Laysha.


“No … No…” further protest was muffled when lips descended on hers and for the first time in her life she was kissed.


By a girl!


When she opened her mouth to protest further, she was shocked when Laysha’s hot probing tongue darted into her mouth. Instinctively she closed her mouth and momentarily her teeth gripped Laysha’s tongue and she thought about biting it, but fear of the consequences stopped her. Then as Laysha withdrew her tongue Amanda found her lips and teeth closing down around the invading tongue and new shivers ran through her.


Laysha slid her full thigh over Amanda sliding it between the coltish legs of the English virgin.


Amanda tried to turn away again and Laysha reached up to grasp Amanda’s dark coils of hair. Her hands tightened in the girl’s hair and pulled, watching the girl flinch in pain and alarm.


“You are going to kiss me, and you are going to respond.”


Amanda froze still, looking up confused by the excitement her own fear seemed to be generating.


Further confusion was overborne when Laysha’s lips descended on Amanda’s in a fierce passionate toe-curling kiss.


Laysha pulled away from the now bruised lips of the virgin, her hands slipped free of the girl’s wet loins, her finger drawing back from teasing the hymen she had found.


“Well, well … you are indeed a virgin! My father is going to like you.”


“Your father?”


“Yes, he likes white virgins.”


Laysha reached again for the slick wetness between the girl’s thighs, and ran her fingers through the soft, wispy curls of her young pussy.


“You do want a man to push his hard cock up into you … I bet you just can’t wait to be fucked! My dad’s cock is thick and hard, and he knows to be gentle with virgins like you.”


Amanda’s eyes widened.


“You are joking?” She asked.


“Not at all, sweet pea! He’ll absolutely love taking your virginity. Why don’t you tell your parents you are going to spend the weekend with me, and then I’ll sort it!”


“No, I couldn’t do that!” Amanda was shocked, but also excited. Perhaps if she lost her virginity the Headmaster would be prepared to fuck her. Her mind drifted to that thick black cock she had seen Matron sucking and to what it would feel like having that thickness worked up inside her wet, excited pussy.


Lights flicked on in the school corridor. Steps sounded, clicking away coming up the staircase. Then brisk firm steps came closer to their dormitory.


Laysha sighed and raised herself on one elbow and looked towards the door expectantly. She had been expecting the visit, but had been enjoying herself with the young English virgin, whose body had turned out to have developed quite nicely over the last year.


The door opened and Matron walked in with a security guard behind her. She seemed surprised that Laysha was in Amanda’s bed, but forbore to make any comment on it.


“Is the girl ready?” She asked.


“Near enough.” Replied Laysha, before lightly patting a confused Amanda.


“Another time sweet pea.” She said to Amanda before sliding out of the bed, and totally impervious to her own nakedness, and the watching Matron and security guard, strolled across to her own bedside locker.


Amanda watched nervously as the teenage African Goddess pulled out a short dress that once pulled over her head seemed to flow into place barely covering the girl’s full curves. It was so short that Amanda would not have been surprised to see the girl’s crotch to be exposed as she walked, and while the material did cover her full nipples most of the seventeen year olds fulsome black breasts were exposed.


Then Laysha reached down and surprised Amanda further by pulling out long thigh high calfskin boots with three inch heels. These clothes would have gotten Amanda barred from the school, or at the very least severely punished. Laysha donned them without a care in the world.


She flushed as she recalled the burning heat between her legs when the Head teacher had thrashed her. Would it be so bad to be punished again, and feel that warm tingling throbbing between her legs?


Then Amanda’s eyes widened further as Laysha pulled from the locker a long silvery chain, and the leather collar that was attached to it.


A whimper came from Judith, and Amanda’s eyes flicked from Laysha the white girl who was only a year older than herself. Judith’s eyes seemed unnaturally wide as she lay frozen on the bed with the sheet pulled tight to her chin.


Laysha laughed and swirled the collar and chain as she turned and advanced on Judith.


“Don’t be like that, you know you want it!”


Judith whimpered and shuffled backwards on the bed as Laysha reached forward and with one jerk pulled the sheet clear of the trembling teenager. The girl’s hands waved feebly in the air as Laysha leaned forward and started sliding the black leather collar around the girl’s slender white neck.


“There is a nice man come to see you … well maybe not a nice man, but he has a nice thick cock and that is just what you need, and he is really important so let’s not have any fuss.”


Laysha finished tightening the straps on the collar and checking that the leash was securely fastened.


“They are not really going to make a video of me with the Vice-President are they? Daddy hates him.” “But that’s the point Judith. The Vice President hates your Daddy just as much as your Daddy hates him, but don’t you worry about that, just think of his eight inches of fat black cock pumping up your cunt!”


Laysha tugged on the leash.


“Come on girl, get out of that bed, he’s waiting I bet his cock is already hard in anticipation of you.”


Judith mewled and whimpered as she climbed out of bed, with Laysha tugging at the leash making her lose her balance. A few tugs on the leash and Judith was on her hands and knees at Laysha’s side.


“But you don’t understand Daddy will hate it if he sees me having sex with a darkie.”


Laysha frowned at Judith and give the leash a couple of sharp tugs.


“Watch you language young woman. You live in Free Zimbabwe now! Africans rule now, not your money grabbing white farmers!”


“You don’t understand, Daddy will cut me off. I’ll be ostracised. I’ll never see my family again.”


Laysha laughed, it was an evil chortling laugh.


“What just because you fucked a ‘darkie, ‘ or will it be because of your wails of ecstasy and delight as his hated enemy makes you scream with pleasure while he bounces Daddy’s precious daughter on the Vice President’s black cock.”


Amanda could see Judith trembling as she knelt at the feet of Laysha.


“Don’t you worry girl … we’ll find a man for you. A man to look after you, and if your lucky he’ll have a nice big cock for you to suck on all day. Now come along, we can’t keep the man waiting, he’s important.”


Laysha strode off towards the door with Judith scurrying to keep up on hands and knees. Amanda watched the scene with a mixture of horror and fascination. Her own eyes fastened on Judith’s nipples as they protruded from full hanging breasts.


Judith’s nipples were hard and long. They seemed to have darkened from the usual pinkness that Amanda had noticed in the showers. The surrounding aureoles also seemed fuller and darker and more prominent.


A tingle flushed through Amanda’s virginal loins as she realised that Judith was intensely sexually aroused as she was led off on a chain to be delivered up to some unknown black man.


Amanda lay back in her bed as the door closed. There were strange feelings in her body. Intense feelings that threatened to overwhelm her. The feel of Laysha’s warm curvy body pressed against her own body had been deeply disturbing. A girl was not meant to feel that way with another girl.


In her dreams she constantly seemed to dream of cocks.


It was confusing. What was the matter with her? She briefly thought of her older sister Rebecca, still studying for her A levels in England. Would she understand what was going on with her body?


One thing she knew for sure there was no way she could talk about these confused feelings with her mother. Angel would have a hissy fit if Amanda told her that she dreamed of sucking black cocks, or got aroused when another girl pushed her body against her!


Oh No! There was no chance of having a rational conversation with her mother about sex! Her mother seemed as frigid as a polar bear with a headache, constantly thinking about Church, and worrying about ‘darkies’ and the ‘revolution.’





Amanda would have been shocked to the core if she had seen what her mother was doing at that moment.





Angel winced in pain.


The jab had been sharp and painful.


She grunted at the second jab, biting her lip to prevent herself from crying out.


She jerked against the hard strong hand that gripped her neck, firmly holding her in place.


Sometimes it went right from the very first thrust, but sometimes like tonight, like now, the starting thrusts were hard painful jabs.


She sought to control her own natural inclination to scramble forward and away. The strong brutal African holding her firmly by the neck left her with no option but to remain kneeling submissively and take the hard demanding excited jabs of the male behind her.


Its initial thrusts were hard demanding jabs that were inflicting pain to her inner muscles. It was like a hot bevelled steel bar that brooked no resistance from her inner muscles. Fortunately even as she winced she could feel the cock expanding and thickening and as it did so the pain of the jabs slipped away and the hot fullness started to excite her.


Then she felt the warm furry haunches brush against her curvy bottom as the big German Shepherd shuffled forward to bury his cock deeper and shivered at the wickedness of the lewd act. She was letting Smith fuck her again, and it was intensely exciting.


Now that it was in position the dog started humping, and Angel bit her lip to avoid a loud groan of ecstasy breaking from her. The humping became feverish, a determined rapid, pumping into her loins.


Chuku Olanes, Igwe’s muscular bodyguard released his grip on the attractive white woman’s neck, confident the moment of resistance was passed and stepped back. He glanced at his boss, Igwe, who waved him away. Reluctantly Chuku left the room.


Igwe sat relaxed on a sofa with his trousers around his ankles as he watched the exotic site of Angel Scott kneeling submissively while one of his big security dogs pumped furiously at her upraised curvy bottom. He laughed and glanced to his right where Joshua sat with golden haired Vicky Jones bouncing in his lap.


“Good Show, Igwe!” Ngorro roared across the room at his friend, and raised a brandy glass in a brief toast. His spare arm was wrapped around the slim shoulders if his current favourite Hayley Parson, and the foxy perpetually horny white fourteen year old was cuddled up tight to him, with one hand down his trousers fondling Ngorro’s immensely thick cock.


“Dead right Igwe! Fantastic show.” Joshua raised his own glass without losing his grip on one of Natalie’s firm upstanding breasts. His new governess had needed no inducements to slide her knickers off once she had begun working for him.


“What do you think of that Natalie? Or would you prefer to be in her place kneeling on the floor being humped by that dog?” The eighteen year old busty blond shivered at his words, her eyes riveted on the sight of the kneeling white woman and the fiercely rutting dog.


Angel looked up at the sound of the bantering African voices. Getting her breath back from the initial frantic assault. The dog’s humping was getting more regular, fitting into a pattern, if just as eager.


Her eyes crossed to her lover, and her heart sank, but she bit back any comment. She knew better now than to protest, even as her heart thumped even faster and fear of losing him suddenly wobbled up inside her.


Igwe knew nothing of Angel’s inner torment as his hands dropped down to rest on the heads of the two eagerly licking females. He closed his eyes for a moment savouring the hot, soft tongues lapping at his cock and balls. Then his eyes opened again and focussed on the salacious site of his latest white mistress being humped by a feverishly rutting dog. For a moment his eyes met hers and he grinned at her.


Angel was in turmoil, confused by the heat and power of the dog cock pumping up into her heated hungry loins, and the hated sight of Susan and her pretty sixteen year old daughter lathering her lover’s cock with hungry lapping licks.


As her eyes met those of her lover she smiled tentatively. The hard pounding between her legs of the lust crazed animal was very distracting. She really wanted to spit and snarl and tear those predatory intrusive females from Igwe’s magnificent cock. As she watched, she saw Susan lift her head and look down at the efforts of her daughter, then Susan grabbed her daughter’s hair and pushed her offspring lover.


“Lick his balls, do it gently, but do it well.”


The white youngster obeyed, her limber tongue snaking through a matt of dark curls to lick the swollen, aroused testes of the middle aged African man. Susan paused for a moment before slipping her hungry mouth over the fat black cock head and slid her lips down his gnarled throbbing meat.


Angel would have shot both women if she had a gun. She didn’t. She also knew that if Igwe ordered it, she would do it, even kiss her hated rival passionately. Angel did not like sex with women, but she had learned it was necessary to do whatever pleased her lover.


She gasped as the dog’s cock seemed to reach even deeper inside. A rush of hot tingling ran through her as the bevelled, pointy head of the animal’s cock seemed to probe the entrance to her womb.


Hot flushes flooded over her as the last of the pain evaporated. The animal’s cock had lengthened and thickened to its fully aroused size, which she knew by now was a good seven inches of hot cock.


Far hotter than any human cock.


The extra six degrees that marked the canine’s higher blood temperature made its cock hotter, but also Angel also knew from experience that when the animal came inside it would release a flood of sperm that would hose her sheath and spurt into her womb a hot surge of even hotter come that always triggered her orgasm, and sometimes repeated orgasms as the spurting seed seemed to jet into her in an endless surging geyser of hot animal sperm.


She shivered and knelt beneath the rutting animal. She spread her legs wider and held herself firmly in position as the humping animal humped and pounded at her. Its eager rampant demand for satisfaction between her legs was incredibly exciting. It’s soft warm fur gliding over her skin created a unique feeling that spread through her whole body setting off further tingling.


It was sheer demanding animal lust and Angel quivered in response wondering if she would start coming before the animal shot its hot load into her.


The door opened and Chuku returned but bounding past him rushing urgently into the room came King, Stud and Wilson. The excitement of Igwe’s other security dogs was high. They were all male and their sensitive noses and already picked up what was happening in the room. They seemed to leap and jump over each other in the urgency to get to the aroused female bitch they could smell was on heat.


The Africans watching were riveted by the scene as the big eager German Shepherds pranced around the kneeling Angel, and the white women paused from their tasks for a moment to watch the turmoil.


Angel braced herself against the buffeting bodies as the brushed against her. The warm furry bodies brushed against her already sensitive flesh. She gasped as cold noses prodded against her hot aroused skin, and rasping wet tongues snaked out and licked her.


One of the dogs, King, launched himself at Smith endeavouring to push the other dog off so he could mount her himself. A gnarling, snapping, yipping began between the two dogs, but Smith had a firm grip on her haunches and his fully extended and thickened cock served to anchor him in position, and a frustrated horny King had to give up his attempt. Sliding away from the warm submissively kneeling human female.


The tussle, however, had resulted in Smith’s canine cock bouncing and twirling in Angel’s hot hungry love channel. It had jerked and throbbed and jabbed at her innards from every angle as the two animals wrestled with each other.


Their eagerness of the animals to mate with her had set off a fierce intense excitement within Angel and then the feel of seven inches of dog cock vigorously jabbing and swirling inside her cunt was too much for Angel as an orgasm overtook her and she began shaking.


The three animals jumping and leaping in excitement around paused for a moment as they watched the human shake and shudder beneath their rutting companion. Then understanding what was happening their own excitement rose and all three dogs howled liked wolves in the night.


Smith on top of the bucking shaking woman felt her inner muscles grab and seize his cock tightly. He had to pause for a moment before he tore his cock free from the grasping inner muscles and eagerly jabbed and thrust even deeper into the hotly quivering clasping sheath.


The howling of the other dogs excited him further. It was he, not his companions, who was ensconced in the kneeling woman. He who was top dog, and the its animal excitement bowled over and he clasped her round haunches tightly as his cock jerked and hot doggy sperm shot from its cock.


Angel let out a little unaccustomed shriek as the hot liquid jetted up into and her quivering orgasm entered a new plane of sexual nirvana as she clearly felt the continuing hot, jetting spurt that seemed to go on and on filling her with hot baby making sperm.


Thank goodness and animal could not get her pregnant!


Cheers erupted from the watching men as the proud, white wife. The one who preached about sin and the need to go to church! Knelt in submissive quivering orgasm as the horny dog loosed its potent hot seed inside her.


Eventually Smith slid off the kneeling white woman. It’s lust finally slaked, it stood to one side panting. It’s chest heaving and tongue lolling as it recovered from the energetic coupling.


King seized his opportunity. He was not interested in waiting for permission, or others to beat him too it. He launched himself onto the still kneeling human female. A hot urgent need to bury its cock in warm female pussy drove the animal as its leap landed it atop the warm soft human body.


King thrust.


Angel yelped as the warm furry body surged eagerly on top of her. She felt the furry haunches closing on her round bottom, then the hot iron-like bar of dog cock thrust forcefully inside in that determined jabbing thrust that she was slowly getting accustomed to.


The other two dogs were less forceful and aggressive and jumped around excitedly wondering who would be next, but neither wanted to be left out for long and both Angel would have been shocked to learn had been trained how to excite and arouse human females.


Both almost simultaneously darted forward heads dipping low as the ducked beneath the woman’s kneeling body.


Angel’s gasp was clearly heard by all on the room as two hot rasping tongues lashed across her aroused and fully extended nipples. The intensity of the feeling created by the rough rasping tongues on her super sensitised nipples was extra-ordinary and she flushed with a renewal of hot lust after her recent orgasm.


She had never felt anything like these hot tongues lapping at her most sensitive parts. It was far, far different than a human suckling of her breasts by male or females!


Smith decided he had recovered now, and was not to be left out. The smell of raw sex now permeated the room. He glanced at the man he knew was in charge of this villa and other African men; they were all in various stages of play with the white skinned human females.


It knew better than to pad over and sniff and lick at the exposed flesh on the chairs, however, tempting the smells. No, this kneeling human female was clearly intended for him and his canine companions. He padded over pushing aside one of his subservient companions and dipping its own head low and pushing its snout forward.


Angel shivered as the cold nose slid over her bare stomach. The dog Smith that had first fucked her was rooting around beneath her and she had to discipline herself not to push it away. Anyway if she had tried she would probably have fell over from the weight of the security dog that was now rutting so eagerly and energetically at her loins.


All thoughts about pushing it away evaporated when its hot tongue lashed out and sought to lick up the dribbling leaking wetness bubbling from her legs. The animal tongue licked up the soft skin of her inner thighs lapping eagerly at the slick wetness that had coated them.


Then its cold nose nudged her clitoris and Angel bucked in reaction. All four dogs growled and Angel endeavoured to remain still as the four big dogs shuffled around her, prodding and licker her as King thrust deep inside her.


Then Smith found the junction between her pussy and King’s thrusting cock and began eagerly lapping up the leaking fluids sending Angel into a new frenzy of excitement.


When she had been a child she had fantasised about being involved in a scene like this. The reality of the rabidly humping dog behind her and the feel of rasping tongues licking all over her body was far more intensely exciting than anything she had imagined.


Wilson, the dog that had been shoved aside by the returning Smith could not get back to her breasts and now moved forward again and began licking at face. Angel waved her head aside trying to avoid the animal’s affectionate, if unwanted swipes.


She did not want a dog licking her lips!


As her head flicked to one side the expanse of her soft white throat was exposed to the dog and he promptly started licking her neck. Angel shivered at the sense of vulnerability she suddenly felt with the animal’s sharp pointed teeth so close to her soft neck, but she did not pull away.


If anything she stretched her head increasing the exposure of her throat to the animal. A deep sense of utter submission swept over her and within moments she was overtaken by another even stronger orgasm.


“Nicola, lick a bit lower, stick your tongue up Igwe’s ass he will like that.” The shocking words brought Angel out of her sexual reverie amid the lusting attentive dogs.


She glanced across at Igwe to see Susan pushing her daughter’s head lower, before grinning up at Igwe. Angel saw Igwe’s head roll back in pleasure as the girl’s tongue probed at his tight wrinkled anal ring.


Then Susan, confident her daughter was doing what was needed dropped her head lower, and Angel watched with anguish as the hated woman’s soft mouth slid over the head of her lover’s cock.


She watched as Igwe bucked. His hips jerked, and he released a deep groan, then his hips jerked again and Angel’s heart clenched as she realised her rival had succeeded in drawing forth Igwe’s delicious cock juice.


Even as her own orgasm receded a deep feeling of dread engulfed her at the thought she might lose Igwe.




Chapter 17





﻿
Angel sat at her dressing table. Her stomach churned. Tonight she had a ‘date’ with Ngorro. That overweight lecherous slug of a man, and her stomach roiled at the thought. She sat dressed only in her lingerie, as she dithered over her make-up.


She had not told her husband about last night. Of how she had knelt submissively while four rutting dogs had pumped their seed into her. Nor had she mentioned it when after she returned ‘home’ Mark had gone down on her. She had just lain there in tired blissfulness as her husband had licked her sore pussy to another orgasm.


She wondered if he had noticed the difference, but it did not seem prudent to ask!


The man who was taking her out to dinner tonight had been watching last night. She could hardly retain any aloofness or pride during tonight’s dinner knowing he had seen her shake and tremble in orgasm below those feverishly rutting dogs.


So what to wear?


She was hardly in the mood to look sweet and demure. Anyone seeing her with Ngorro would not doubt for one moment how her evening was going to end, so perhaps she should look the part.


She was accustomed to dressing in style, and with some panache, but her wardrobe was perhaps not the sort that a woman on Ngorro’s arm might be expected to look like. She shivered at the thought of his short pudgy hands on her, but she had not forgotten just how fat his cock was and she felt throb in her loins!


Last time, indeed the only time Ngorro had fucked her, Igwe, Joshua and Joseph had gone before expanding and lubricating her love channel. She feared that his thickness taken direct would tear her open and felt a strange little thrill of fear.


She really had no choice but to sleep with Igwe’s friends. Any reluctance on her part would get back to him and he would be annoyed with her, so she would have to go ahead with this. Besides there was something about submitting to a man like Ngorro that set a flurry going in her stomach at the wicked depravity of allowing such a fat lecherous pig have his way with her.


She stood up and glanced in the mirror admiring herself briefly. She was proud she had retained her figure through three births, which reminded her she needed to take her pill. She was certainly taking no chances of getting pregnant again, especially not from a black man. Not even Igwe, who she now loved.


A pang of regret passed over her that she was not seeing her magnificent lover tonight, but suppressed her doubts about being expected to sleep with his friends. She had given up her defiance to his, and their, demands.


She glanced back at the mirror. She was wearing a lacy white brassiere that did little to hide her magnificent full orbs. The dark patches of her aureoles showed through the material. Some women had bigger breasts, but Angel took pride in their full firmness, and the absence of even the slightest sag.


Her panties were all lace as well and her fleece showed darkly though the thin material that made little effort to hide her private parts. The panties clung to her hips and she turned to look at he effect on her bottom. Her full round cheeks peeked from the material and she shivered again at the thought of how it would feel when Ngorro’s pudgy black hands clasped her soft white curves and dug inside her panties in hungry lust.


She felt another throb in her pussy.


Once she thought sex could only really be satisfying with the man she loved, now she knew the reality that any black man with a hard on could set her off to orgasm. Even a man like Ngorro!


She shivered in anticipation of his greedy searching hands on her body.


She had not forgotten the way his large, fat hands had caressed and fondled her before he mounted her. Hands that had been extraordinary soft, but had also been electrifying in the way they had set her flesh tingling.


She made her decision and opened the wardrobe.


It was some half an hour later that Angel emerged from the bedroom and walked down to the living room to parade in front of her husband Mark. He had become accustomed to these nightly displays, but still regarded it as a bizarre that his wife should seek his approval of her dress choice. She was after all showing off what she thought would please her black lovers, was wearing clothes she hoped would incite their lust and desire for her; and if she succeeded they would stuff their black cocks up her tight pussy.


A pussy his wife had once sworn would be his alone!


A horn sounded in the road outside, and the African gardener Rufus appeared looking apologetic, as he sought permission to open the gates for the arriving African. Mark nodded curtly, and the gardener disappeared to open the gate.


Angel rushed off back to the bedroom to fetch her handbag and make some last minute adjustments. A few minutes later the front door opened and Ngorro stepped inside. Mark was upset, though struggled not to show it! He had agreed with Angel that one of the conditions if his agreeing to her affairs that her lovers did not enter their home.


Ngorro’s presence was an affront, not just in breaching that rule. The man was repulsive, dabbing with a handkerchief at the sweat on his brow. He grinned wolfishly at Mark.


“So! Where is your wife? I have come for her!”


Mark bit back an angry retort, he suspected this man would delight if Mark showed any kind of response, especially distress! Mark was a master at the poker face needed for business meetings, and this skill came to his rescue. He stood in greeting, but did not offer his hand, or order the domestic to fetch this man a drink.


Angel came hurrying back, an act that further riled Mark that his lovely wife should hurry to meet this overweight, slug of a man. This man was not simply stout he was layered in rolls of fat. He tried not to imagine his wife with him.


Ngorro turned to greet Angel and Mark could see the lust rise instantly on the African’s face. His pig like eyes stripping and devouring Mark’s wife with a hungry predatory stare as she approached him.


Mark watched as Ngorro reached out and embraced Angel and his own heart leaped and throbbed as the African set his wife back a pace as he looked over. Then those pudgy black hands slid up and down his wife’s slim bare arms appreciatively.


“Wonderful, just wonderful, and I have you all to myself this evening.”


He chuckled, a deep throated chuckle of delight before glancing slyly at Mark.


“I can see why you like her back, even if she does return a bit … soiled…” Ngorro laughed. It was an evil laugh that set Mark’s teeth on edge, and the hairs of his skin stood on end. Angel flushed in embarrassment and avoided her husband’s eyes.


“Come now, I have a good restaurant booked, but we have to make another visit first.”


He turned Angel towards the door, and patted her lightly on her curvy bottom, as he urged her out the door, ignoring the white husband he knew would do nothing about this public declaration of possession of the man’s wife.


Harare was not a city in which the roads were crowded and Ngorro’s limousine purred as it cruised through the dark African night. Angel paid little attention to the familiar sites of the city. Ngorro had wasted no time in slipping a hand up under Angel’s short dress.


The pudgy black hand on Angel’s thigh was remarkable and already she was tingling from the way his hand possessively caressed and stroked. His fat black fingers seeking out the softness of the skin high on her inner thigh.


Angel’s immediate instinct had been to draw away from this lecherous old goat, who was older than her own father, but she knew better. She suspected his driver bodyguard would be only too happy to be allowed to force her to submission, but there also was a magic in the way Ngorro’s soothing caressing fingers set her pussy tingling.


The soon arrived at another villa in Avondale, and the driver honked his horn. The universal way of getting attention in Harare when visiting others and there were few ‘doorbells’ at villa gates, and only a very few properties had intercom systems connected to the gates.


Even those who employed guards at the gates, sometimes armed, still required a horn to wake the lazy guards up from their drowsy slumber. The African heat having its own impact on men who have nothing else to do but stand around in case someone turned up at the gate, and then they usually had to run off and get permission to open the gates, before the gate opened.


All of which give Ngorro a little time to explore Angel’s charms further, and she squirmed and wriggled in his grasp as pudgy black fingers sought out her private parts under her dress. Ngorro chuckled and Angel flushed when his groping digits pulled aside the crotch of her lace panties and he found the hot wetness between her thighs.


“Horny already, my dear?” he whispered lecherously into her delicate ear before his tongue twirled across a dainty earlobe.


“If I squeeze your breasts, will I find that your nipples are already hard?”


Ngorro chuckled at the rosy flush that suffused this beautiful white woman’s face. Ngorro was no fool. He knew women did not find him physically attractive, though African women were clearly impressed by his girth, he knew white women had different standards.


He twirled his finger through the curls protecting Angel’s womanhood. They were little protection from his determined fingers.


Ngorro knew women normally submitted to him only because of his great wealth and power. Not just the power he wielded due his wealth and political connections. He was aware that some women were fully aware of his power to break their husband’s career; that he could cut off their children from a good education; could have those that displeased him thrown into jail; or could simply make them disappear.


So women meekly submitted to his exploring hands, and that Ngorro was the secret. No matter the reason why women passively accepted his lecherous explorations. Ngorro also knew that women, young or old, black or white, straight laced or lascivious in nature, even those repulsed by his size; once he had his hands on them they would become aroused by his magical hands despite themselves.


It was no different with this beautiful white wife of an English professional. She was aroused. Her complexion was suffused by her arousal. Here eyes were wide and riveted on him as he played with her.


He only hoped one day he would have the joy of seeing on her husband’s face the repugnant abhorrence he had seen on so many white husbands and fathers as he crushed his weight down on their squealing females, females who could not restrain their excited arousal as his fat cock sent them into ecstasy!


“Don’t worry, my dear, I have some business hear to deal with then we can go and address your need to be fucked.” He enjoyed the flush that his crude words created, but she did not pull away from his probing fingers.


“Of course, I may have to find someone to open you up first. It wouldn’t do to tear up that sweet tight pussy of yours.”


He chuckled as he released Angel, and his eyes caught how the driver quickly looked away from the white woman. Louto knew he was likely to be given first crack at the woman in the back o the car, but his cock was hard in anticipation of the adolescent teenager they were on the way to pick up.


The gates finally swung open and the car purred down the driveway the short distance to the villa. This estate was not so large, about 2 acres, enough to impress his accountant when he first arrived from England, along with his family, and far more than any African could aspire to, but not really expensive.


For Ngorro it was an investment in property. By placing an expat staff member in residence he knew it would be maintained in good order, and saved him the cost of maintaining it secure when empty. Over time it would rise in value and he would be able to sell at a profit, or so he hoped.


It was not however just an investment in property, it was also an investment in people. Ngorro knew that people where the backbone of success in business, and he carefully chose who he employed. He liked men with competent professional skills but weak in character.


He did not tolerate those who thought they could tell him how to run his business better. Such men were often scrupulous professionals who missed the bigger picture. Men who did not realise that profits were being made not from the cargo on the manifesto of his lorries, but from other cargo’s hidden within the cargo…


Such men would be shocked that Ngorro would accept less than the highest efficiency from a man like his accountant, Alexander Parsons. Behind the scenes Ngorro made three times the man’s salary by pimping the man’s eldest daughter nineteen year old Jacky Parsons to whoever might want her!


Never mind the delightful foxy nymphet that Hayley Parsons had turned out to be!


An African was waiting to open Ngorro’s car door. These men might be part of Alexander Parson’s staff but they knew who the real paymaster was. Ngorro struggled to get his bulk out of the car, but there were no hidden smiles or sniggers at his efforts.


He waved the driver, Louto, towards the boot where he had brought some presents, before taking Angel’s hand in his and leading her into the villa. At the doorway stood Alexander Parsons, looking slightly nervous, and alongside him stood his blond wife, Laura.


Laura was a handsome blond woman in her late 30’s with a full figure. She looked at Ngorro with eyes that seemed to remind him of a small rodent trying to pretend the cobra swaying in front of it had not noticed her. He grinned and took her hand bending to kiss it in an incongruously chivalrous manner.


The woman had resisted his advances for six months and only begged to be allowed into his bed after her husband had sent three nights in jail being gang raped by other inmates. The woman had stubbornly believed that justice and law prevailed in Zimbabwe rather than accepting the realities of power meant even her countries embassy could do nothing to intervene.


He reached out to Jacky Parsons who had less qualms about embracing Ngorro. He was after all the man who had taken her virginity! Jacky had offered herself to him, initially as a sacrifice to save her father from further time in jail. Her first sexual experience had ended any idea that offering her body to Ngorro was any sort of primal sacrifice of her virtue. Her repugnance of the man dwarfed by the excitement his fat cock had brought her. Now she had fucked many men, usually at Ngorro’s command.


She happily melted into his arms pressing her full curvaceous womanly body into him.


Ngorro dropped his hands to cup her curvy bottom and squeezed before looking across to make sure the girl’s father was watching as his hands groped and squeeze the young woman’s bottom. He glanced around the room his eyes searching for Haley.


Laura noticed and guessed what he was looking for.


“Hayley is still getting ready.” She had already pestered her precocious daughter to be ready when Ngorro arrived but the brat had somehow contrived not to be ready! She was nervous about how Ngorro would react to her daughter’s tardiness, but the African just chuckled.


“I have some present’s for all, but first let me introduce you to Angel Scott. She is one of Igwe’s conquests and he has kindly loaned her to me for the night.”


Angel’s embarrassment at Ngorro’s choice of words was obvious and Laura Parsons felt some sympathy for the woman and greeted her with a hug and kiss on both cheeks. Alex Parsons shook hands with her politely trying not to ogle the beautiful woman in front of him, while hostility flowed from Jacky Parsons in waves as she studied a potential rival for African cock.


Angel gathered herself together and wondered where the girl Hayley was. Then Louto bustled in carrying a bundle of items. He handed a box to Ngorro, who promptly handed the box on to Laura, who handled it tentatively unsure what sort of gift Ngorro might have come up with.


“Well open it then!” Laura quickly set aside her caution and opened the box and quickly shut it again. A flush of embarrassment overcame her, even as her stomach fluttered in instant nervous anticipation.


Ngorro laughed.


“What is it honey?” Her husband asked.


“I’ll tell you later dear,” she replied. She was unsure how her husband would react to a gift in ten inch black strap on dildo. Ngorro chuckled as he watched the bi-paly between husband and wife. He suspected their evening would be a test of her husbands experience in that African jail.


“Now Jacky, we have some Chinese businessmen visiting this week, so I have found you this wonderful dress. It should really appeal to them, and I know you will look good in this.”


He reached out and Louto handed him the long bundle over his arm. Ngorro swept away the covering wrapping uncovering a red silk dress that set Jacky’s eyes wide open.


“It’s lovely!”


“Of course it is, and I suspect those Chinese businessmen will be keen to sign up to any deal once they see you in it and discover your special talents.”


“Alex, Jacky is going to be away most of the week, so I will have her things moved into the company villa near Lake McIllwayne for the duration of the stay of our Chinese guests. Here by the way is your quarterly bonus.”


He reached into an inner pocket and withdrew an envelope and handed it to Alex.


“The money itself has already been deposited in your Swiss account as agreed. Well check it out, don’t be shy like your wife.” He chuckled again.


Alex opened the envelope and looked at the slip inside. It confirmed a sum of £11,500 had been paid into his Swiss account.


“Thank you,” he mumbled, slightly embarrassed that he should meekly accept this bonus, but he knew that staying in Zimbabwe was the only way to keep his family together, so this financial bonus was really just a fig leaf to cover the extent of Ngorro’s control over his womenfolk.


Ngorro watched him carefully. In his view the man was broken, but he had his skills and remained a useful asset if he could be sure the man was fully subdued to his will. He knew the man would probably baulk at his continuing role if he knew the money deposited in his account was simply ten percent of the money Ngorro had made selling his wife and eldest daughter to African men who wanted sex with white women, especially white mothers and daughters!


Hayley strolled into the room.


“Is there a present for me?”


“No.” Ngorro’s reply was abrupt.


Hayley looked at him in disbelief.


“You should not have been late.”


Her sister Jacky laughed, increasing Hayley’s ire, and Laura quickly hid her smirk at her youngest daughter’s surprise. The brat deserved her comeuppance; she was far too full of herself these days.


“In fact tonight your tardiness will be punished.”


Hayley’s eyes widened. She knew that Ngorro’s words were not lightly made and if he said she was to be punished then she would be, and it would be painful!


He held his hand out to Louto, who placed in his hand a leather-bound handle, from which hung 5 leather thongs. They swung in the air and everyone in the room seemed to have their eyes on the swaying leather strips.


“This is my new toy.”


Hayley’s mouth went dry. Her bottom tightened reflexively. Her skin seemed suddenly more sensitive.


Alex Parsons almost said something then his eyes met those of Ngorro and his eyes dropped. Ngorro smiled.


“Come girl, we are keeping Angel waiting she must be hungry.”


Angel could hardly believe what she had just witnessed and what was Hayley doing coming along to her date with Ngorro?


Hayley for once was rooted to the spot. Her eyes still fixed on the short leather whip. She felt a tension she had not felt before. In all her adventures with Ngorro he had shown not the slightest inclination towards sadism. Her stomach fluttered.


He stepped towards her and one of his pudgy black hands rose and circled her slender white neck, taking an unmistakably firm hold on the young and pretty girl.


“Come.” He commanded, firmly pushing her forward.


Angel found herself falling in behind him, suddenly relegated to second place and not happy about it. Louto followed up behind as they left the villa, his eyes grinning as he watched the reaction of the white family they were leaving. Even though he was only Ngorro’s employed servant to see this display of African power over the sort of white people he had once thought only in awe and wonder left him with considerable satisfaction.





The meal passed relatively quickly and took place in a private room Ngorro had booked. To Angel’s surprise there were a few other men present. All of these were African and subservient in every manner to Ngorro. Angel had quite a few traumatic thoughts as to why these other men were present and she was relieved when the meal was over and Ngorro waved them away.


Ngorro ordered Brandy and Babycham cocktails for her and Hayley as the men left. Angel was surprised and wondered if the Babycham was just an African copy of the real thing. So many things in Africa were not what they seemed. She also wondered about giving such a strong drink to a young girl like Hayley, but kept her thoughts to herself. The drink itself was surprisingly pleasant.


Ngorro immediately ordered more of the same when Hayley finished her drink, and Angel briefly wondered if his intention was to get the girl drunk. Hayley’s eyes met hers and she saw only a mocking defiance in the girl’s eyes as she took up the second drink.


Angel finished her own glass and reached for the second glass, a feeling of insecurity flashed over her at the idea that a young teenage girl was mocking her. She took along swig of the cocktail and glared at the girl.


Ngorro took in the animosity between the two white females and took pleasure in their rivalry, though he gave no sign of it. His long experience of white women acquired over years of debauching the families of his recruited staff had shown him that the best way to get them doing whatever he wanted was to generate competition between them.


Showering them with presents also helped of course, and he reached into the pocket of his suit jacket and withdrew his present for Angel. The long casing was about two inches wide and six inches long.


He enjoyed the way the eyes of the two women focused on the case in his hand as he took a sip of his own iced whisky. He enjoyed toying with their emotions and desires and knew at this moment both women wanted it to be for them. Hayley, lovely as she was, had recently become too cocky and confident in herself.


He handed the case to Angel.


“This is for you honey.”


Pleasure and delight shone from Angel. Ngorro noticed the quick flash of triumph in her eyes directed at a disheartened Hayley. She took the gift from his hand and her eyes met his.


“Thank you.”


“You have not opened it yet.”


Ngorro was amused that for Angel, just receiving the present herself, instead of it going to Hayley had given her immense satisfaction. Now he watched as she examined the case, and then carefully opened it. He watched her eyes flash wide, and she quickly looked up at him then back at the case.


“Are you serious, is this really for me?”


Ngorro smiled and nodded. Angel looked again at the glittering treasure in her hand.


“Is it real?”


She glanced quickly up at Ngorro and blanched when she saw the look of displeasure her words had generated.


“Sorry,” she said meekly. “It’s just so unexpected and it looks magnificent!”


Her eyes returned to feast on the glittering jewelled necklace within the case.


“Let me see!”


Hayley demanded leaning over to try and peak into the case Angel held in her hand.


Ngorro enjoyed the flash of envy on the girl’s face. She must have known the present could so easily have been hers. He also knew her lascivious nature would be up to the effort of working herself back into his favour and looked forward to the pleasure the hedonistic teenager would provide in her efforts to please him.


He had not found many young white girls who had so simply embraced his desire for them. On the contrary their look of fear and repugnance even as they stood timidly submitting to his caress as his hand slid up under their skirts delighted him. Watching the trepidation and fear on a helpless father’s face delighted him even more.


Then as his magic fingers worked between their legs the fear and repugnance would struggle with the mounting pleasure he knew his fingers could create. There was noting quite so sweet as the turmoil on a father’s face when his little darling started to gasp and squirm on his fat black fingers.


Angel finished her examination of the necklace convinced now that the sparkles were coming from real diamonds. The ring on her wedding finger, that she had swooned over when Mark bought it from his hard earned savings, paled into insignificance before this array of glittering cut carbon.


“I don’t know how to thank you?”


She looked up from the necklace into Ngorro’s smiling face.


“Oh I will think of way you can thank me,” remarked Ngorro casually.


Angel felt a flutter in her loins as the lecherous Africans eyes travelled down to examine her breasts as though they were naked and exposed rather than enclosed in her dress. The man made her feel naked and the hungry gaze seemed to feast on her body sending a shivering tingly excitement through her.


The African in front of her was not only obese, and bald, his pig like eyes blazed with perverted lust and she knew the price for this necklace would be exacted in full from her flesh. She could not understand why this man had the ability to set off her libido, but she could feel her nipples stir and thicken under his gaze.


He was evil and wicked and a pervert.


Her pussy throbbed.


Ngorro grinned.





The journey back to Ngorro’s villa from the restaurant was tense. The air of sexual expectancy was potent. Both Angel and Hayley knew that the fat man sitting between them was about to extract his pound of white flesh. His hands rested casually on the thighs of both females.


Ngorro anticipated a good night. He was going to enjoy punishing Hayley, and would enjoy her alarm and surprise when Louto held her down to be lashed. Her squealing protest would be music to his ears.


He looked forward to a surprise for Angel as well he delighted in her uncertainty. Perhaps her instinctive adversity to Hayley could be exploited.


Impatient now and already aroused he telephoned ahead to arrange for the gates to be open and a servant to be ready to open up the house. Then he dropped is hand back into the laps of the two white females, one thirty two years old, the other fourteen years old. He relished the feel of soft womanhood, and his fingers slid between the legs of both women seeking out the silky inner skin.


Angel’s thighs were the full round thighs of a mature woman. Tanned, firm and shapely he enjoyed fondling them, especially as she was married to a professional white man who had just stood there helpless to intervene as his wife voluntarily left with him for a ‘date’.


He chuckled.


“When you get home Angel I want you to make sure your husband licks my spunk out of you,” Angel looked at him with widening eyes, “and give me a call when he is doing it!”


He patted her thigh, urging her to part her legs wider, before sliding his pudgy black hand up high enjoying the feel of her warm thighs on both sides of his hand.


While talking to Angel he had not neglected Hayley. Her thighs were if anything softer, but also slimmer, but still shapely with that coltish litheness of adolescence. He thought white men were stupid when thinking girls like Hayley were too young for sex. African girls knew early that their role was to work the farm and breed babies.


White men thought girls like Hayley were innocent, especially fathers, and sought to suppress their sexuality, and foolishly set limits and controls seeking to prevent them from having sex. It was the white men serving in the Colonial Office who had confirmed the age of consent in Zimbabwe at twelve years old, as Ngorro stroked the silky softness of Hayley fourteen year old thigh he knew she would be seething with hot lust.


Bottling up and suppressing the need for need for sex in teenage girls never worked. Not that he minded white parents trying; all that suppressed sexual energy was delightful to release.


He slipped his hand higher and as expected found a seething hot wetness. He curled a finger and tickled her clitoris though her panties, enjoying her excited gasp.


Then the car was passing through the open gates of his villa, and was pulling up outside his already open door. He rubbed his hands and urged both the aroused females out of the car. Now the fun would start!


He heaved his bulk out of the luxury car and clapped his hands shepherding the two women into his villa and the night of debauchery he had planned for them.


Louto hurriedly drove the car into the covered shelter and locked it up. His cock was already hard with the anticipation of his ‘job’ opening up the tight pussy’s of the two delectable and attractive white women.


Servants held the door open as the two females were bustled inside though the high walls hid events from any prying eyes. Those high walls, and the thick walls of the villa, would muffle the sounds of the evening, though Ngorro did not give a fig for the consideration of his mostly white neighbours in this wealthy suburb. In fact the knowledge that his neighbours could hear him abusing white women and girls give him an added pleasure, helpless, as they were to do anything about it.


He rubbed his hands together in joyful glee at the pleasure to come, grinning at the two women. Hayley was used to his ways, but Angel was still a relatively innocent wife, unused to his own particular perversions and desires.


She would learn, and she would learn to like it whatever her supposed sexual conservatism. Ngorro had little time for western sexual ethics that failed to understand human sexual needs.


He pointed to Hayley.


“Strip,” he barked at her and the girl rushed to shed her clothes. Angel watched for a moment surprised at how quickly the girl stripped out of her clothes. To her surprise the fourteen year old girl had a quite shapely body. A pocket Venus of curves, with full pert, if small breasts, while her legs were remarkably curvy.


She tore her eyes away when she realised she was staring at the teenage girl’s body and glanced at Ngorro. She saw the way his pig like eyes were devouring the white teenage girl with hungry lust an shivered. Then his gaze shifted to her.


“Well, what are you waiting for? Strip!”


His authoritive bark made Angel jump, then her own hands rushed in unseemly haste to remove her clothes. She kept her eyes on Ngorro watching as her clothes dropped to the floor around her feet, seeking approval, wanting to see that hunger in his eyes as he looked at her. She had a body to be proud. There was nothing adolescent, or nubile about Angel’s tanned firm body as she stripped her clothes off.


Then she was standing naked with shoulders back and her upstanding breasts standing proud. There were far larger, and curvier than the teenage girl standing naked alongside. Angel’s legs were longer, fuller, and she stood naked legs apart knowing she was a vision of well developed womanhood with no faults to be found under the lecherous gaze of the overweight African.


Angel was confident no slip of a girl could compete with outstanding, shapely beauty!


The fifty four year old black African Ngorro looked on with immense satisfaction as the two naked white females stood before him. One thirty two years old full of pride in her figure, competing and fearful of the adolescent beside her who she realised was this black man’s favourite sex pet. Then he glanced over the fourteen year old Hayley, full of confidence that her youthful freshness and enthusiasm would be what Ngorro wanted.


He reached down and unzipped himself. With one hand he pulled the flaps of his trousers open and with the other reached in and struggled to extract his cock. With a tug it flopped out of his trousers into his hand and he fondled its thickness. Stretching and pulling on it he delighted in the immediate change in the two white females in front of him.


Competition between them promptly forgotten as both eyed the enormously thick black cock protruding from Ngorro’s trousers. It amused Ngorro to see the spark and interest in their eyes. To see nipples harden, breathing quicken. A pink flush rose on Angel, while Hayley licked her lips in anticipation.


Then Louto bustled in and both women were briefly diverted by the presence of the second African man. Angel with a brief, quickly suppressed embarrassment, after all he was only a servant! While Hayley knew that before she would be able to take Ngorro’s thickness Louto would be shoving his cock in her to open her up, greeted the African chauffeur with a dazzling smile that lit up her face.


Louto watched that smile waver as he handed the stout leather handled whip into Ngorro’s outstretched hand. Trepidation and a touch of fear crossed the girl’s face, while Louto advanced on her in anticipation of Ngorro’s next command.


“Over the table with her!”


Ngorro ordered as his chauffeur bodyguard reached the girl and grasped her slim white shoulders, twisting her around and pushing her towards the large, polished mahogany table that had been the focus of many dinner parties, often attended by Hayley herself.


He pushed the now whimpering girl forward, forcing her face down over the table.


“Stay.” Louto commanded.


Hayley knew better than to resist and remained in position bent over the table.


“Oh please, no … I’ll be good. I promise I will be good.”


Behind her Louto crouched low and grasped one of her slim ankles and pulled it towards one of the legs of the table were an ankle bracelet and chain was firmly fixed to the stout wooden post. The cold steel was not protected by any leather padding and Hayley whimpered again at the feel of cold meal encompassing her ankle.


She made no effort to pull away when Louto grasped her other ankle and stretched her legs wide apart before a second ankle bracelet locked her legs in position wide apart with her teenage womanhood splayed for all to see.


“Don’t do this, please … have mercy … Owwwwwww”


The crack of leather on flesh interrupted her protest.


“No … no … please … what have I done?”


Ngorro laughed as he swished the five pronged whip in the air, feeing the curling hanging leather.


“Of course you will be good. You are my favourite!”


The swish of leather through air was too quick for Hayley and another crack of leather on flesh reverberated around the room. Hayley yelped and stood up waving both her hands behind her to ward off another blow on her soft bruised bottom.


“So why this? Why beat me? Why?”


Ngorro chortled, more so as Hayley give a sob of pain.


“Because I can, and you have become too full of yourself.”


“Grab her hands and get her bent back over the table.” Ngorro ordered Louto. “You can help as well,” he said to Angel.


Louto looked across at Angel, the woman was looking surprised but not distressed or condemning. He grabbed one of Hayley’s slim wrists and twisted it above her before stretching it across the table.


“Hold her hand down for me.”


Angel reached for the girl’s wrist and seized it firmly, allowing Louto to free that hand to help hold down the slim wriggling handful the squirming white teenager had become. He now easily was able to hold her down with one hand in the middle of her back the other seized the other hand still seeking to protect her bottom and he pulled it away, stretching it above her head.


“Here hold this hand as well,” Louto commanded and Angel grabbed the other wrist firmly holding the protesting teenage girl down over the table.


Louto stepped back.


Immediately the swish of leather through air filled the room. The slap of leather thong on soft flesh was echoed by the girl’s shrill cry of protest. Angel had to reinforce her grip as the girl tried to pull free.


Hayley looked up at Angel with a fierce scowl.


“Let me go.”


Angel looked into the fearful girl’s eyes and felt a sudden adrenalin rush. She felt a sudden surge of satisfaction that the mocking, knowing eyes that had challenged earlier in the evening were now filled with another emotion. She looked at Ngorro and was surprised to see he was watching her. She nodded to him, and then to the girl.


Ngorro’s lecherous grin was wide. Where was the prim reserved housewife Igwe had first seduced? As this white woman held down the slim white girl so he, a black man, could thrash her he delighted in the knowledge that she had taken one more step down the path of perversion and depravity that Igwe had designed for her.


He flicked his five-pronged lash across the naked soft cheeks of the girl’s bottom. The blow was not hard, but nevertheless each strike reminded the girl of her place in life. She may be a little minx who loved sex, but she was still just a source of pleasure and he could do as he liked with her!


Hayley sobbed and squirmed. Her humiliation increased by tonight’s rival helping to hold her down. She swore to herself she would have her revenge, then flinched as a harder blow stung her soft derriere.


Angel looked up as she heard Louto removing his clothes. She looked across at the African servant as he through his clothes to one side, with little care where they landed. Spoon he was naked, standing their rampant in arousal Angel tried not to look at his cock but her eyes were drawn to it.


It was the smallest African cock she had seen, smaller and thinner than even her husband. But it was hard and stood tall, and advertised the man’s lust. A shrill scream for Hayley brought her attention back on the girl had started struggling again. She looked down to see five red stripes fading slowly from the girl’s curvy bottom.


To her surprise her pussy throbbed at the sight, and she looked across at Ngorro to see the man’s cock was leaking a white fluid. Her own breasts tightened, and her nipples filled with sensitivity.


Ngorro nodded to Angel to help Louto, who was having no difficulty pressing the teenage girl face down on the table but her flailing hands were more trouble. He grabbed one and stretched it out across the table.


“Take hold of that.” Louto ordered Angel, who was startled out of her mesmerised state as she watched the tableaux of lust and perversion as the two black men worked on the slim white girl.


She hesitated as the girl wriggled to evade the African bodyguard’s strong hands. Then reached down and grasped the girl’s wrist. Immediately the girl tried to pull free and Angel tightened her grip.


The Louto was leaning his weight of the struggling whimpering girl. With both hands now free he soon had the girl’s flailing arm in his grasp and stretched it out above.


“Grab that had as well,” Louto ordered.


Angel did as she had been commanded grasping the girl firmly now in both hands as she pulled the girl firmly forward over the polished table. She found herself grinning in satisfaction that she had a position of power over the white youngster whose mocking eyes had so irritated her earlier in the evening.


Then as her breasts throbbed and pussy seethed she realised the situation aroused her, which shocked her for a moment, but not for long as Louto stepped clear and Ngorro’s arm fell in a fast whistling slash of leather slapping on the girl’s sot white derriere.


As the lash brought a bright redness to the girl’s bottom. Angel found her herself flushing. She pulled the girl’s struggling arms taut, which forced the girl’s curvy bottom into prominence and she loved the look of hunger on Ngorro’s face as he thrashed the girl even harder, and another five lines of red erupted on the girl’s soft curvy posterior.


This time as the lash fell Angel felt her own pussy throb and pulse. She did not try to analyse the situation, she just looked at the hungry lust on Ngorro’s face tightened her grip on the girl’s slim wrists and her own excitement rose.


The girl in her grasp was helpless, with her legs strapped apart and her hands held by Angel, she was displayed for the lust of the overweight African and Angel found herself revelling in the perverted lust of the black man for this fresh youngster sobbing face down on the table.


She would never understood lust like this if she had not been in this situation. Then she gasped and nearly lost her grip on the wriggling straining wrists as Louto stepped close behind her. She felt his warm body press against her then his hard cock was pressing into the crack of own soft bottom.


Strong black hands reached around from behind her, slid up her body to grasp her full breasts.


“Don’t let go of her wrists,” Louto whispered into her ear. His hot breath in her ear sending shivers through her. She had to focus on holding the girl’s wrists tightly as the warm African body pressed against her.


Louto’s finger’s rose and tweaked her nipples, cupped her full breasts weighing them in his strong hands, squeezing and moulding them causing Angel to gasp and moan. She looked across at Ngorro hoping that he was not annoyed at her response to his servant’s ministrations.


She saw that his eyes had gone from the girl held across the table between them and he was licking his lips as he absorbed the sight of Louto’s black hands playing with Angel’s round white orbs.


Angel thrust her breasts at Ngorro, pushing her hardening pink nipples through Louto’s squeezing black fingers. Ngorro threw the lash aside and ignored the girl on the table as he rushed forward and his greedy slobbering lips fastened on one those hard nipples. Angel struggled to suppress a squeal as his greedy mouth sucked a nipple in and started chewing.


Hot flushes surged through her and she forgot the girl and reached for Ngorro’s head, thrusting her sensitive nipple into his mouth while she grasped his head and held him close. At that moment Louto’s cock found the opportunity to slide between her thighs. It’s hard length seeking its way upwards, slid through her slick wet labia and across her clitoris sending shooting waves of pleasure through her body and Angel moaned in pleasure.


Ngorro savoured the hard wrinkled flesh set on the superb full white breast. He nibbled, sucked and licked delighting in her moans as much as he enjoyed the sweet flesh. He just loved taking the wives of the white men came to work in Africa. Usually respectable well behaved happily married women before they arrived. Debauching such women and forcing them to like the depraved sex he demanded of them was to him the supreme victory over the white men that had once ruled the African continent.


That and thrusting his cock up their virgin daughters.


He chuckled, and stepped away from Angel watching and grinning when he saw her disappointment when he stooped suckling on her breasts.


He nodded to Louto.


“Free the girl. Angel, take her into the bedroom and oil her bottom. I don’t want her complaining when that bruised bottom is crushed into the bed.” His laugh was merry, but Angel could sense the cruelty in his voice and wondered if he really cared about Hayley’s comfort.


She watched Louto free the girl’s ankles, but not before running his black hands appreciatively over the soft skin of her outstretched white legs. Angel was surprised to see signs of tears in the girl’s eyes and for a moment felt a pang of sympathy, before pushing that thought aside. Hayley she decided was just another tool to increase the excitement of Ngorro.


“Come along then, let’s go and find that oil.” There was none of the mocking arrogance in the girl’s eyes now as she allowed herself to be led along the corridor into Ngorro’s bedroom.


She briefly wondered when Ngorro stepped into an adjacent room, with Louto following behind but dismissed it as she entered the lecherous African’s bedroom and saw the large circular bed that dominated the room.


“Do you know where the oil is she asked Hayley?”


Hayley pointed to the second drawer down in an ornate antique dresser that Angel guessed was a very expensive antique. Inside the drawer she found the oil, and held it up to the light to try and read the inscription, which seemed very faint.


Hayley climbed onto the bed and lay face down. Angel walked across feeling a bit self- conscious and looking around the room. It was a luxurious and ornate but she could see no reasons for concern. She always worried about snakes in strange rooms in villa’s she rarely visited.


She was not comfortable about applying the oil to the girl’s bottom, but she could see the red weals from the thin leather had raised bruises on the tender flesh of the girl’s unnaturally curvy bottom. Or at east it seemed too round and curvy for a fourteen year old to Angel’s sensibilities.


Clearly, however, the oil might provide some easing before the nights events continued. Uncapping the bottle, Angel poured some oil onto her own soft palm, before reaching over and soothing it into the girl’s bottom. She suppressed a shiver as the feel of the girl’s soft skin under her sliding caressing hand sent goose bumps up and down her body.


She wasn’t a lesbian!


She wasn’t!


Her experience with Joshua’s wife Daura had been forced on her, but as her hand slid over the soft round, if bruised bottom of Hayley she felt a tension build inside her.


Hayley sighed and Angel felt the girl relax under her hand. Then the girl wriggled her bottom and pushed back into Angel’s hand causing a fluttering sensation to flow over her.


“I don’t understand it,” the girl said quietly.


“Understand what?” Angel asked as she noticed the way the gleaming oil made the girl’s soft curves glisten. Her hand glided smoothly over the warm oiled flesh.


“Why it sets me off, why it gets me so excited.”


Angel dragged her attention back from the girl’s soft skin.


“Err, what exactly do you mean?”


“You know, when they whip me it gets me so aroused and horny, see feel for yourself.” Hayley raised her hips and parted her lithe legs and shifted her position on the bed so that the older woman’s hand slipped down between her legs.


Angel felt a frission of shock as her fingers inadvertently slipped down across the girl’s sex and encountered a wet, mushy peach of leaking aroused femininity.”


Hayley sighed.


“Rub me there,” the girl gasped before turning to look up at Angel. “Does it make you horny when they beat you?”


Angel flushed her instinct was to pull her hand away, but there was something compelling and magnetic about the girl. Her question had flustered Angel as she remembered the night when Igwe had taken his belt to her and the confusing aroused state it had left her in.


“Will you rub me off before they come? It will make it easier for me to take their cocks?”


The slick wet flesh distracted Angel, as she stroked through the light downy hair protecting the girl’s young womanhood. It seemed slightly shocking that a fourteen year old girl should be at such a heightened state of sexual arousal.


She did not pull her hand away, and one of her fingers sought out and rubbed at the girl’s clitoris.


“Oooooh, yes like that … oh … arghh … yes.”


Angel found herself mesmerised by the way the aroused girl wriggled and pushed at her hand, obviously eager and anxious of Angel’s caressing fingers.


Hayley turned and looked up at the older woman softly caressing her sex.


“Do you think they might bother fucking you as well?”


Startled Angel looked into Hayley’s face and saw the mocking arrogance from earlier in the evening and felt a coldness descend on her heart. Her hand pulled away from the girl’s sex and she felt humiliated to have been fooled into sympathy for this girl.


In the adjacent room Ngorro and Louto had been watching the scene playing out in the neighbouring bedroom. Like many wealthy Africans Ngorro liked to ensure that he had evidence of willingness when he debauched white women and girls and was careful to gather that evidence.


He also liked to ensure that he had evidence that would provide a hold over white women, couples and families so that they had no alternative but to submit to his lecherous demands. A tape of Angela performing sexually with a fourteen year old girl would ensure her future silence no matter what he did to her in the future. After all a fourteen year old girl would be a minor back home in England as far as Angel was concerned, even if a girl became legal on her twelfth birthday in Zimbabwe.


Now he could see the atmosphere in the room had soured and Angel was pulling away from the sexy curvy honey trap that Ngorro had nurtured and trained to please him.


He nodded to Louto. The tape was running well and recording properly. They could leave it alone now and return their attention to the two delightful morsels of white womanhood waiting in the next room.


Angel turned as the door opened and the two African men entered the room.


“Get the girl ready for me.”


Ngorro commanded and started undressing. Angel turned away from him. Watching the older man strip and his rolls of fat bounce into view did nothing for her, indeed she found the sight distasteful. The fact that this man nevertheless had the ability to excite and arouse her still confused her. Louto, however, was already naked. Despite the fact that his cock was smaller and thinner than the other Africans, smaller even than her husbands, his cock was hard and erect. Her eyes were drawn to it as it bounced and jerked as Louto advanced on the bed.


The African’s eyes were on the nubile Hayley as she rolled over and posed coquettishly for the two men. The sheer hungry lust on the chauffeur’s face sent a frission of excitement through Angel.


Hayley squealed as Louto grabbed her ankles and pulled her towards him. There was no fear in that squeal just girlish joy, as the African man pulled her lithe shapely white legs apart.


“Sit on her arms,” Louto instructed Angel. “The little bitch can scratch when she gets overexcited.”


Surprised but wanting to be involved and not a spectator Angel, grasped Hayley’s arms and then moved forward to rest her knees firmly on the slim elbows of the girl, preventing her form any use of her arms.


Angel watched with a tightening in her loins as Louto lasciviously ran his black hands over the girl’s slim white body. Hayley was making no effort to close her legs, of anything the wanton slut was spreading them wider as she humped her hips as though trying to catch the hard black cock that was about to open her up for Ngorr0’s thicker cock.


Angel had a slight moment of uncertainty when Hayley’s head fell back onto the bed, the proximity of the girl’s heads to her own overheated loins was disturbing and created some uncertainty in Angel. Then she was Louto aiming his cock at the girl’s femininity and she watched agog as the African prick pressed urgently into the humping girl.


Louto had to hold the girl’s slim hips firmly to keep her still as he sought to drive into the delightful tightness of the white teenager now firmly. His groan of delight, as he slid in, sent shivers up and down Angel.


Ngorro watched with delight as this former prim wife pinned down the arms of a white fourteen year old girl to help a black man drive his cock into the squirming girl. He grinned in the knowledge that it would all be captured on camera, drawing in the exceptionally beautiful white woman deeper into the pit of inter-racial depravity that swirled so strongly through the rich and powerful people in the city.


Its colourful leafy avenues and well-kept streets, the good humour that characterised the city, and overall benign gentility generally hid the sexual demands of its African population. Less fortunate African males had to resort to rutting by the roadside at any opportunity that came their way.


There was always a need for older, respectable seeming white women like Angel to help reassure white youngsters about to be ravaged that everything was OK. Women like Angel were ideal for ‘chaperone’ duties to reassure parents who would be appalled to discover what was planned for their children during an organised ‘weekend break’.


He chuckled before stepping forward and leaning forward extending his pudgy hands to reach between Angel’s legs from behind, his soft caressing finger seeking out the hot wet centre between her legs.


Angel reacted by a sudden clenching of her loins to the surprise intrusion of Ngorro’s hand between her legs. Then when she realised what was happening she relaxed and pushed back onto his searching fingers.


She hardly recognised the soft hungry moan that slipped out of her.


Ngorro enjoyed the hot slippery folds between Angel’s shapely thighs, which parted as his hand thrust deeper between her legs. Angel raised her hips and thrust them back eager for the magic sensations that Ngorro’s soft, black pudgy fingers set off in her loins.


Louto with his cock buried deep in the tightly clasping pussy of the white girl beneath him watched Angel’s eyes mist over. His employer’s dark fist encircled the woman’s body and grasped and squeezed one of Angel’s firm upstanding white breasts, with its hardened pink nipple protruding between fat black fingers.


He watched the woman’s lips open, wet and glistening, as her tongue licked over them. The woman’s breath was coming in short gasps as his African boss played with her body.


Beneath him Hayley bucked her hips. Lithe coltish legs wrapped around his waist clasping him and urging him to push deeper. He leaned forward and felt his heavy balls slap against the soft flesh wet with juice. The girl urgently humped with her hips as her legs pulled him in tight and he almost felt he was going to punch through her uterus into the open womb of the white girl.


“Nooooooo!”


He wailed as the girl’s tightly clasping urgently demanding pussy squeezed his cock and his seed erupted prematurely into the wriggling girl.


Ngorro laughed as his predictable servant shot off early again. Ngorro knew Louto had little self-control. That was what made him so perfect in opening up women and girls. Ngorro never had to wait long for Louto to spray his seed and lubricate the tight channels Ngorro was so keen to penetrate himself with his much thicker cock.


He released his grip on the moaning white wife and moved to the far side of the table in preparation for ramming his fat cock up the young white girl he loved to abuse. He pushed at Louto to get him out of the way and watched the man’s black cock slither out of the girl’s tightness, followed by a creamy froth of the man’s seed.


He paused for a moment and looked at Angel who was standing looking at him. He almost laughed at the desperate hunger on her face. He could see her frustration and despair that he had abandoned paying attention to her and now planned to mount Hayley when she herself was so in need of a good stiff cock.


Her lips were moist and parted, and her eyes feverish. He could see her trembling and her full hardened nipples advertised the height of her arousal. He reached towards her and slid a hand around her slender neck and pulled her head forward and down. Before she had time to think her beautiful face had been pushed between the girl’s thighs.


“Clean her up! Lick up that jungle juice.”


Angel’s natural instinct was to balk at such a demand, but the hand on the back of her head was firm. The pungent smell of male sperm would once have appalled her but now after the firm demands of her lover and his friends the strong masculine smell made her nostrils further and her tongue flicked out lapping up the pooling sperm between the girl’s legs.


Ngorro’s satisfaction rose at the sight of the older white woman’s tongue licking between the white teenage girl’s legs, licking up the sperm of a black man. His hand on the back of her head relaxed, before moving down to lightly caress and stroke her neck.


He nodded to Louto who now had the job of opening up Angel. Fortunately despite his recent ejaculation he knew Louto would soon be hard again. His black servant moved round the table and his hard, calloused hands descended on Angel’s soft skin.


Ngorro looked down to where Angel’s dark hair was nestled between Hayley’s legs. He could sense the woman was at a crossroads and had presumably by now lapped up the sperm that had flowed out of the girl. He returned his hand to the back of her head and pressed it firmly down.


“Get your tongue inside and lick his sperm out. It’s nothing I suspect your husband has not done for you!”


The pressure on Angel’s head was irresistible forcing her decision, and her tongue curled into the girl’s pussy seeking out the tasty spunk within. Even as her tongue pushed apart the soft wet folds she could feel more of the salty fluid soak her sensitive tongue. Her reservations fled as she lapped at the tasty fluid.


Behind her Ngorro nodded to Louto whose hands were now holding and squeezing Angel’s slender waist. Louto reached down and raised his relaxed cock and slapped down on Angel’s bottom. Using his fist he slapped his cock down on the soft white curves bring fresh life to his cock.


The feel of the man’s calloused hands on her slim waist had excited Angel, his hands were a stark contrast to the soft pudgy hands of Ngorro. Then as the cock hardened as it slapped on her bottom she feel it getting longer and thicker with every slap and her own womanhood flooded with her own juices.


It distracted her from thinking about what she was doing but not much. The light down protecting Hayley’s womanhood was not the same as the rich curly matt of hair that had protected Daura’s. Daura was Joshua’s fourth wife and the only other pussy Angel had ever licked. Been forced to lick.


Ngorro’s hand on the back of her head give Angel no choice and she was now accustomed to the way African men made demands and white women were expected to do as they were told. It was the excuse that set aside her own reservations as her tongue delved inside the girl’s womanhood seeking out Louto’s tasty juice.


Even as she made this excuse to herself she could only marvel at the obvious differences between Darla’s mature pussy and the soft inviting freshness of Hayley’s young cunt, even if it was leaking lovely man juice after being fucked.


Despite herself she found herself realising why men like young pussy, and was soon licking her tongue across the hard nub of the girl’s clitoris marvelling at the way the girl’s body trembled under her lapping tongue.


Then Ngorro pulled her head up as he shuffled forward between Hayley’s eagerly spread lithe legs. As he edged forward she took in the sight of the thick black log, eagerly as thick as a ‘can of coke, ‘ and her mouth watered afresh in hunger she leaned forward before lunging to grab the black cock with her mouth.


Ngorro had been aiming for Hayley’s tight charms when Angel’s head darted forward and her soft hot mouth captured his hard cock. His frustration at being denied the girl’s tightness was more than offset by her hot sucking mouth soon complemented by the eagerness of her licking tongue.


He groaned, which was music to Angel’s ears. She knew if she could make men groan with excitement then despite Hayley obvious youthful attraction to such men as her lover and his friends they would continue to want her in their lives.


Her soft lips grasped the huge thickness of Ngorro’s cock and wetly slipped up and down his length as her tongue teased at the underside of his pungent black hardness.


Ngorro reached down and wrapped his hand in her short dark hair and pulled her head up and free of his cock. Then with his other hand he held his cock down and level with Hayley wet thoroughly lubricated channel and pressed forward.


Hayley was not passive in all of this. Her own hips rose and she pushed forward seeking out the thick cock her hungry pussy wanted that had been briefly denied her by Angel’s own hungry demanding need.


Angel looked down, Ngorro’s grip on her head preventing her from lunging forward to lick at the pulsing, throbbing flesh. Her eyes widened as the immensely thick cock found and pressed into the young girl.


In front of her eyes the girl’s womanhood opened and absorbed the invading thickness seemingly without any effort or strain. Instead Hayley was humping and pushing herself onto the black hardness.


She watched with surprise the ease at which Ngorro’s cock slid into the girl. A shiver ran through her as the thought came to her that this girl was the same age as her own daughter and was easily taking Ngorro’s over sized thickness!


Such thoughts evaporated at the sudden jab from behind as Louto’s hardness found the spot and thrust into her. She squeaked in surprise having forgotten for a moment the African behind her.


She felt a pang that this man thrusting into her was simply a paid servant, but the hardness pushing up inside her was demanding and male and just what she needed. She collapsed onto the girl below her and pushed her hips up high to received the hungry hard thrusts of the man behind her.


Louto sank his cock deep and held her hips firmly as he pushed fast and deep into her receptive centre. She moaned and squirmed in his tight grasp, suddenly very conscious of the adolescent girlish body beneath her with young but surprisingly firm breasts pushing against her belly, and her own breasts squashed against the girl as Ngorro pressed her shoulders down as he thrust into Hayley, his overweight bulk pressing down on girl and woman alike.


Smothered in flesh black and white, front, back and below Angel give a shrill squeal as she suddenly felt a hot nimble tongue snake its way between her pussy and Louto’s cock and start to lick at the sliding cock and the liquid heat of her own pussy.


Hayley was licking her and Angel just loved having her pussy licked!


She was shocked at the feel of the soft nimble tongue as it lapped at the leaking juices of the feverishly fucking couple. She squirmed and pushed down with her hips, while Louto’s thrusting member drove in and out preventing her from sitting up properly. She rubbed her loins across the girl’s face trying to get that lapping tongue onto her magic button.


She pushed up with her hands to increase the angle at which she could grind her loins onto the girl’s face. All concern at Hayley’s youth evaporating at the delicious feel of the girl’s tongue lapping and probing at her private parts below the thrusting cock.


Her eyes fell to the girl, immediately drawn to the sight of Ngorro’s thickness stretching the young womanhood in a way that made her shiver. A strong wicked thrill passed through her as she watched his thickness slide and thrust into the tight young opening.


Despite the hard use, sweating body, and urgent humping the girl retained a blossoming freshness that radiated healthy vitality, and even as she thought these things the girl found her clitoris and with no hesitation or reservation swirled around Angel’s over excited nub causing her to moan deeply.


For the first time she began to fully appreciate why African men enjoyed debauching and seducing young white girls rather than detesting the practice and fearing the competition she realised that she could exploit this herself, after all Amanda was far prettier than Hayley!


A sudden pang of guilt overcame her and she hurriedly dismissed the idea. She would do what she had to, whatever it took to concentrate the attention of these men on her. That was what she wanted and she reached down to grasp Ngorro’s cock revelling in the slick wetness as it slid in and out of the young woman.


Out of a sudden pique she released his cock and found the slippery wet harness that was the girl’s clitoris. Ngorro was surprised as a look of cruelty seemed to pass over Angel’s face, then suddenly Haley was bucking and whimpering, and her young cunt grasped his cock so tight he thought his own cock was suddenly in a hot vice.


Hayley’s muffled squeals were definitely squeals of pain and he looked down to see that Angel had managed to grip the slithery flesh and was nipping it hard. At that point a look of wide-eyed shock sprung up on Angel’ face and suddenly she lunged her his away from Hayley as the girl’s ivory teeth clamped on Angel’s own clitoris.


Ngorro laughed.


He loved the way Angel’s breasts bobbed and shook as she jerked away from the nipping teeth on her clitoris even as Louto grabbed her waist firmly and thrust his cock up her. Most African women’s sagged by the time they reached Angel’s age, but the Englishwoman’s breasts were full and firm. The shivered and bobbed as she gasped and moaned in response to tongue and cock.


His mouth watered as he saw the way the pink nipples on the woman had hardened and thickened. Sprouting forth like little mountain peaks to advertise her hot arousal. He leaned forward to grasp the woman’s slender white arms just above the elbow to hold her firmly upright.


Then he leaned forward caring not as his weight pressed on the nubile girl squirming beneath him. His mouth lowered and seized one of those thick extended nipples and sucked it greedily into his mouth. Then his teeth found and clamped tightly on the wrinkled flesh.


Angel’s shriek delighted him, and he had to hold her arms firmly as teeth worried the already excited flesh.


Angel’s shriek was from her orgasm rather than the pain. She trembled and shook as the first orgasm faded, then unbelievably the pleasure overtook her again and a second wave of ecstasy overwhelmed her, and she started a series of multiple orgasms.





It was over an hour later before Angel returned home.


She had not waited for Mark to announce it was bedtime. Instead she let her dress slide from her shoulders and stood in the villa’s reception hall with her legs spread pushing her husband’s head between her thighs.


She held his head firmly and enjoyed the relaxing attention of his loving, experienced tongue.


She glanced at the phone wondering when Ngorro would ring, but did not worry about it too much. She had Louto’s man juice inside her as well as Ngorro’s thick pungent sperm. It would be a long time before her husband would finish cleaning her up!


She closed her eyes and relaxed further as his tongue lapped and licked at the slick, wet, leaking furrow between her legs. There were few people who could lick pussy better than her husband. Then suppressed a laugh. Just a year ago when she had first came to Zimbabwe only her husband had ever licked her pussy, providing she did not count her pet dog when she was just a young girl.


Now several men had licked her, other than her husband, and all of them black. None of them were as good as her husband who had spent fourteen years understanding her needs and perfecting his technique. It had been a shock to realise he was if anything even more willing to lick her after she had been fucked by other men.


But she had also had her pussy licked by women such as Joshua’s wife Daura, and tonight by young Hayley. The girl’s limited experience had been more than made up for by her enthusiasm and the agility of her tongue.


Could her daughter Amanda be taught to lick pussy? She wondered briefly before suppressing the irrational and wicked thought.


Her childhood experience with her pet dog had meant that when Igwe introduced her to his security dogs, she had happily parted her thighs so he could watch them lick her to orgasm.


The phone rang startling her out of her reverie. She picked it up, then wrapped her hands tightly in her husband’s hair and pushed his face back between her legs as he sought to enquire who was on the phone.


“Yes?” She gasped into the phone.


“Is he doing it?” Ngorro’s deep African voice came out of the phone pressed against her ear.


“Yes. He’s doing it now.”


“Good.” Ngorro’s deep laugh came over the phone lines then the phone went dead.


Angel had to twist her hand in her husband’s hair causing him pain as he tried to pull clear and presumably ask who had been on the phone. She briefly considered telling him, but decided against it. He could work out for himself, if he stopped to think, that her was licking the spunk of a fifty-four year old overweight black pervert from her pussy.


She put the phone down and lowered her other hand to his head to help direct his expert tongue.


HeH




Chapter 18






Angel was bored.


She sat amid the colourful spectacle of a tropical garden. Multi-coloured birds dived and swooped and splashed water on each other in the birdbaths. There were five birdbaths in the garden, though she could only see three of them from where she sat. Two were at the front of the house.


Kaifus, the gardener, was required each morning to religiously ensure the birdbaths had fresh water in them. It was ironic that in a country facing drought and starvation in the south, that here in Harare, four thousand feet above sea level water was in abundance.


She had discovered that Kaifus appreciated that her husband Mark putting a high priority in nurturing diversity in the garden, even by this simple procedure of keeping the bird baths full. Kaifus faithfully kept up this duty.


Some of the birds seemed to pay as much attention to the wonderful flowers in the garden as to the flickering insects, which swarmed between the flowers. The insects were just as colourful as the birds, though Angel had no appreciation for the nasty things.


She watched as her son Robert strode past carefully sheltering something in his hands. He was three years old now and had blossomed in Harare. His first two years had been in a gardenless flat in Central London. This last year spent under the hot sun of Zimbabwe, safely protected in a villa with high walls on three sides, and with two and a half acres of lush colourful garden to explore, he had thrived.


His father had taught him how to play cricket, as well as bowls, and croquet, while Kaifus had talked to him about plants and insects, and taught him about snakes. Robert had his own responsibility checking on the hens, making sure they were fed and watered and collecting their eggs. Lately it looked as though the hens were being stressed, whether by a snake, or rats they had not been able to determine.


Robert paused to show Kaifus what he had in his hand. The old grey haired African was like a doting grandfather to Robert, and leaned over to see what Robert had in his hands. The two talked in low amiable tones, then Kaifus straightened up while Robert wandered over to a broad leafed plant and carefully released the insect onto a leaf.


A sudden tightening in her throat surprised Angel as she realised it had been more important to Robert to show Kaifus what he had in his hands that it had been to show her, his mother.


“Robert, aren’t you going to show me what you have?”


Robert glances over towards her, a little scowl on his face. Kaifus said something and Robert looked back at the leaf, then back at his mother.


“It’s gone now.” Then he strolled off to look for something else interesting in the garden. Angel sighed. She wanted to shout at him that she was his mother but held back her outburst. Then she realised that this was in fact a small triumph. Six months ago she would not have had such restraint.


Robert was his father’s son. This weekend had been one of the first complete weekends she had spent at home in weeks. Not that she had wanted to stay at home. Her lover Igwe was away on business, or at least that is what he had told her. It was peculiar that none of his friends had invited her to their beds or to accompany them on a social outing. She was familiar enough by now to being treated as a trophy white wife, on the arm of a strutting African. So Angel had spent the weekend at home. Robert had made it clear he was not pleased and asked repeatedly when she would be ‘going shopping.’


‘Going shopping’ was Angel’s usual explanation to Robert when, while Mark was at work, Angel needed to slip away from the villa for a good hard fucking from a black cock. Not that Robert realised that purpose at all.


Amanda had not been much better. Amanda had not said anything, nor had she commented on Angel’s weekend absences. A raised eyebrow and questioning look had made it clear that despite Mark’s acceptance of her absences, Amanda was a girl not so easily fooled. She had only once asked about the absence of any shopping when Angel returned from a two hour afternoon bout sandwiched between Joseph and Joshua’s hard thrusting bodies still sweaty and smelling of the African men.


Angel had flushed bright pink, and tried to stammer excuses. Amanda just gave her a cold look and turned away. After that Amanda had made no other comment but Angel felt compromised being silently judged by her own daughter!


Yes, Amanda was her Daddy’s child just as much as Robert. Angel had grown apart from her own family, despite Mark’s acceptance of her affairs and adventures.


She wondered if Amanda would have a different view if she knew the father she doted on would kneel in front of his wife and lick the sperm of other men, the fuck juice of black men, from between his wife’s spread thighs.


But Amanda was away back at her boarding school, protected from the lusts of men, and safely out of sight of her lover. She had no doubts whatsoever that Amanda would give her lovers an instant erections. Ngorro would drool in delight at getting his pudgy hands on her. Calculating Joseph might simply line her up with clients willing to pay tens of thousands to abuse a fresh, innocent white girl.


Joshua, the African businessman who give such an appearance of solid respectability, but ran a depraved household that would possibly have shocked Caligula. With incestuous and orgies involving his sons and daughters, and his several wives in which guests could have their choice from his family, even from the white servants that Joshua employed to enhance his status.


For a moment Angel pondered that thought. Delivering Amanda would please Igwe and his friends, but she wanted their attention on her, not on her daughter! Nor could she count on her husband casually accepting the African’s debauching Amanda.


She had not forgotten the towering rage that had overcome her husband when he had found her kneeling on a bed, shoulders down and bottom up with a thick, ten inch glistening black cock sliding out of her.


She suspected if Mark discovered the Africans were humping Amanda he would snap and the consequences could be dire. She shuddered at the thought of just how easy it was to get guns in Zimbabwe. No the risk would be too great. Beside she really wanted Igwe, Ngorro, Joseph, and Joshua to concentrate and getting aroused and excited to mount her and ram her full of cock, without being distracted by Amanda.


Amanda! Amanda! The girl was a potential problem. She supposed it was time she had a talk with Amanda about sex, but the idea of such a conversation bewildered Angel. Her own parents had studiously avoided any mention of sex, but had come down like a ton of bricks threatening hell and brimstone when they had found Angel in a sexually compromising position.


Her parents had dismissed the fact that the Chinaman had been coercing her to suck his cock. It had not helped that her mother, years earlier, had caught Angel lying naked on her bed with their pet dog licking between her legs!


Angel had grown up confused about sex, though she had thought she was relatively happy with her marriage and had managed to contain her sexual urges and needs. Igwe had re-sparked her sexuality, but it had been the night when he, Joshua, Joseph and finally Ngorro had taken their turns fucking her into sexual nirvana that she had truly understood what sex was all about.


Did she have a duty to Amanda to ensure her daughter did not grow up sexually confused and suppressed as Angel had grown up?


Maybe, but perhaps when safely back in England, not here where African men were so sexually aggressive and forward and would not hesitate to take advantage of any curiosity or interest Amanda might show in sex.


Thankfully, she realised Amanda was very wary of Africa men, and quickly pulled away when an African groped her. She had noticed that Amanda dressed defensively with tracksuits that hid her figure and did not provoke the interest of the Africans milling around the shopping mall.


In fact Angel realised she had no idea herself if Amanda’s body had developed over the last year. Angel had been far too distracted by the thick pulsing cocks of the African men she was allowing to bed her to pay much attention to Amanda or to Robert, she thought as she looked towards her son.


Startled, she realised he had been looking at her as she had been wool gathering. Yes, she needed to pay more attention to Robert. She sat up turning towards him. He had quickly looked away examining a brightly coloured insect buzzing around the orchids. Angel stood up determined to get involved in Robert’s day.


She was just about to walk to Robert when a car horn hooted at the villa gates. Angel’s heart immediately started pounding. Her chest heaved and her stomach tightened. Who was at the gate? A pulse passed through her loins and suddenly Angel was wet, almost dripping excitement at the thought that one of her lovers had come for her.


Angel had missed Igwe, her lover. She had not seen him for nearly a month. He had been away on business to Europe and enjoying a holiday she understood, but she had gone a month without that wonderful thick length of cock and her need was high.


His friends had not been around much either, leaving Angela high and dry sexually. It had not helped that titillating her husband Mark with descriptions of her experiences with the Africans had aroused him, but reminded her of what she was missing.


Kaifus hurried around the corner of the villa, without anybody in tow. Instead he handed Angel a business card, which she examined.


“She’s waiting at the gate Ma’am, in her car.”


Angel nodded absently as she read the name on the card. Samantha Yates. She struggled to put a face with the name.


“Should I let her in Ma’am?’ Kaifus asked.


“Oh yes, and ask Daniel to fetch tea and biscuits.”


Angel looked down at the card again, trying to remember the name. A breezy blond was brought around the house, led by Kaifus. She recognised the woman from a recent diplomatic reception. The sort of diplomatic reception that husbands were not invited to!


“Hello Angel. Sorry to call unannounced, but I am so bored with my husband away. It seems that every African worth a good fuck has disappeared out of the country!”


Angel’s brain reeled at the woman’s brazenness.


“When we met, you said we should get together and now seemed as good a time as any.”


Angel seemed to remember such an invitation but wondered why this woman had decided to take the invitation seriously?


Daniel shuffled up with a tray and promptly served the tea carefully too both women. Angel noticed the way his eyes kept straying to the woman’s over exposed breasts in the low cut dress she wore.


“Pay attention Daniel. Did you deliberately forget the biscuits?”


Daniel ducked and bobbed apologetically and disappeared back to the kitchen.


Samantha laughed as she caught Angel’s eye and the two women smiled easing the tension.


“Is he a good fuck?”


Angel was caught by surprise, momentarily off balance.


“I … I don’t…”


Samantha’s skirling laugh broke through the shock.


“Don’t tell me … you don’t fuck the help!” Samantha’s voice had a bubbly mirth that made it hard for Angel to maintain her instinctive shock at such openness.


Daniel reappeared with a plate of biscuits, carefully placing them on the table. He hesitated, hardly hiding the direction of his gaze. Samantha breathed in and her cleavage seemed ready to burst out in front of the African’s popping eyes.


“We won’t need anything else Daniel, you can leave now.”


The African huffed and puffed as he struggled to find a reason to remain then quietly left.


Samantha smiled at Angel knowingly then raised a cup of tea to her mouth. Before she took a sip her eyes had settled on Kaifus and started examining him. Angel glanced across at him too but the old gardener was studiously clipped the edge of the lawn with some long handled shears. Angel looked back to Samantha catching the speculative look in the woman’s eyes. By God she thought. This woman is eyeing up even my elderly gardener in a predatory fashion. The woman was sexually incorrigible!


Their eyes met, and Samantha’s bubbly laughter trilled out across the garden.


“Don’t mind me. I take my cock where I find it. I know some women like to keep sex with African’s out of the home but that is not for me. If you come and visit me, I will introduce you to Kanojo. He’s my house servant, but he’s built … and I mean built. Paul, my husband, helped me choose him.”


Samantha looked at Angel.


“Your husband helped you choose him?” Angel asked as if on prompt.


“Of course, by husband knows what I like in a man. I’m surprised myself how much of a kick I get out of watching Paul prepare Kanojo for me.”


“Prepare him?” Angel asked.


Samantha looked at Angel to see if she was asking a serious question.


“Don’t you make your husband lick and suck the Africans hard cock before they fuck you?”


Angel’s utter shock sent Samantha into another peal of laughter.


“I heard you were still innocent, but found it hard to believe it was true!”


Angel gathered her thoughts.


“Well if this Kanojo is so wonderfully endowed, why are you bored?”


Samantha rolled her eyes at Angel.


“He’s on holiday as well!” Her laughter this time had an element of bittersweet irony. Samantha looked again at Angel.


“So let us go out together and enjoy lunch at the HWC and offer ourselves for desert…”


“HWC?”


“Harare Women’s Club. I saw you there a few weeks ago.”


“Oh yes, well I am not a member, I was there as a guest.”


“Well I’m a member so you can come as my guest. I’m still old fashioned enough to think a lady should not go to such places on her own.”


Angel looked at Samantha wondering if she was telling the truth. Samantha hardly behaved like a woman who needed a support for a trip out. In the back of her mind another question tugged at Angel. She wondered if Samantha could be described as a ‘lady, ‘ but suppressed the thought.


“You can only visit three times before joining the club, after that you will not be allowed in no matter who’s arm you are on!”


Angel thought about for a moment.


“I’ve only been once … and that seemed … hmm.”


Samantha’s infectious laughter rolled out again across the garden causing Robert and Kaifus to look up


“If I remember rightly, that was a Friday?”


Angel nodded.


“Well, it’s Wednesday today, so it will not have the excitement of the Friday lunchtime show. We will be able to relax, have lunch, swim in the pool, and visit the spa. If we are lucky, an African bull may wander in and we might be chosen to be ridden!”


Samantha’s eyes sparkled as she stood.


“Well come on then! I don’t want to go there entirely alone. I suspect that unless you have one in the house there will be no African bulls wandering down this drive, so let’s clear off to the club where we can be discreetly fucked until we can’t walk straight!”


Her laughter, which Angel was beginning to find a touch irritating, brayed across the garden. Angel wondered for a moment if the laugh resembled the howl of a hyena on heat. But she was bored, and Samantha provided an escape she was not going to find sitting here, waiting for a call from one of her lovers that did not seem likely to happen.


She gathered her bag, never far from her side and followed after Samantha. She was just about to jump into the car when Robert ran around the side of the villa calling to her.


“Yes, what?” Angel’s irritation at the delay came naturally.


“Can you give Kaifus permission to help me practice cricket while you are out shopping?”


“Shopping?” Angel paused for a moment before she remembered that was the excuse she usually gave when slipping way for some fun. “Oh yes, just tell him I said it was OK, I’ll be back soon!” Then she slammed the car door shut and completely forgot about her short-lived idea to spend more time with Robert.


Robert watched as the car shot out of the drive and turned right into town. ‘I hope she doesn’t come back soon’ he thought. Then as Kaifus locked the gate, he let out a whoop.


“Cricket Kaifus! You get the bat!”


While Robert ran off to find the ball, Kaifus pondered the hasty departure of ‘Madam.’ He had worked with white couples for many years and knew the signs of white women playing away. Not that he cared, he would continue to develop the trust of young Robert and hopefully that would pass on to his luscious sister Amanda. Kaifus was not surprised that his sixty seven year old cock stirred at the thought of Robert’s lithe coltish sister Amanda. There was nothing like young white pussy to stir his lust, he just had to play it careful.


“Come on Kaifus.” Robert called from the back garden. Kaifus smiled at the boy’s youthful enthusiasm, the afternoon was going to be quite pleasant providing Madam did not return early in an even worse mood.





The drive to the Harare Women’s Club from Greendale to Avondale took fifteen minutes in what might laughingly be called Harare’s lunchtime rush hour. There were just not enough cars in Harare for they’re to be a serious traffic problem in the city.


Last time Angel had travelled here she had not paid too much attention. They approached and parked on a nearby avenue. The entrance was recessed in a long high wall with no signs advertising its past or current use.


“Can you believe this used to be a nunnery? Now it is devoted the most depraved, kinky sex in the city!” Samantha’s laugh brought some glances their way. African eyes that stayed on them as they realised two attractive white women were getting out of the recently parked car.


Angel felt her own nipples tighten at Samantha’s words, and her eyes took in the cream coloured expanse of wall. The entrance, she noticed, had discreet security camera’s that she had not noticed previously, while the door itself was not the usual dark-stained ornately carved wood, but harsh functional steel, that seemed to glide aside on rollers.


“Last chance to change your mind, Angel, once through these doors you have to drop your knickers for any man who asks.”


Angel’s loins tightened but she made no reply and followed Samantha into the surprisingly cool air-conditioned building. The dark interior was well lit but the dark panelled walls and lush carpet seemed to encourage a quietness that was reflected.


“Here we are, I will sign you in as a guest. You have to put down here whether it is your first, second, or third visit.”


Angel signed the leather bound guest book ticking the second column. There were only three columns for guests indicating the number of visits allowed before a woman had to become a member.


“Come along. Did you visit the shops last time?” Angel shook her head. On her last visit she had been taken to the restaurant hall, where she had seen that remarkable sex show.


“Come along the club probably has the only sex shop in Harare. Do you need a strap on dildo?” Samantha laughed at the confusion on Angela’s face.


Angel pushed open a dark panelled door from which light spilled like a waterfall into the subdued lighting of the dark panelled corridor. Samantha waved Angel forward and she stepped into a shop that was full of exotic wicked marvels.


Angel had never in her life been in a sex shop, and while her first glance took in the range of exotic lingerie, her eyes lingered on a range of large phallic objects that rested on glass shelves. She wondered if this was where Daura, Joshua’s wife, had acquired the rhinoceros horn dildo she had used in such a shocking, and exciting, she admitted to herself, manner on Angel that night what seemed like months ago.


“They only come in black in this shop!” Samantha looked at Angel with a raised eyebrow. Angel found herself giggling in a most unusual fashion for her. “My lover has told me I must buy a larger strap-on for use on my husband.”


Samantha noted Angel’s eyes widen.


“You have fucked your husband with one of these haven’t you? I know it really turns on African men to see a white woman fuck her husband with one of these black beauties.”


Angel gasped, covering her mouth with a hand. She had thought she had encountered everything, but found herself shocked yet again.


“I keep my husband out of my involvement with my lover.”


Samantha shrugged.


“I know some women like to keep their sex lives and their husbands well apart, but it is surprising how many men are turned on knowing their wife is being mounted by a black bull.”


Samantha noted Angel’s nodding acceptance of this statement.


“I know I just half to mention that our daughter is stopping overnight with my lover, and hubbie gets an instant erection. That surprised me at first but seems to be quite common among fathers, who discover their little princess is getting some stiff black cock.”


Angel just managed to avoid blurting out that she had a daughter herself. She suspected Mark would go ballistic if Angel ever let her lover anywhere near Amanda. She looked away from Samantha, only to be confronted by a large thick imitation cock that was of a similar size to her lover’s large member. Amanda was far too young to be introduced to such a cock, she thought to herself.


“I didn’t eat last time I was here, is the food good?”


“Yes, it’s only the best! You can sometimes even get fresh salmon or trout!”


Angel looked up, surprised. Zimbabwe was landlocked and fresh fish, if available at all, was usually Nile Perch. She had forgotten when she had last enjoyed salmon.


“Let’s go and see if there is anything special on the menu.”


Angel was pleased to get away from the sex shop, which had caused her more than a little embarrassment.


Later she pushed away a dish of lychees, they had come from Mauritius not that far away. She was reminded of her honeymoon there, when she had first enjoyed fresh lychees picked from an orchard while they waited. She had enjoyed an avocado starter, and though they had avocado trees in the garden of their villa, it was still nice to have someone else prepare it with a bit of special effort on the dressing.


Samantha picked up her brandy and Babycham cocktail. Angel had forgotten this particular drink, which had been fashionable in England many years ago but was still popular here in Zimbabwe, though she doubted the Babycham had much connection with the original drink.


Angel raised her own glass in a toast, and saw the moment when the woman’s eyes widened with a sudden lust.


“Whoa! Is that my favourite fuck bunny?” The African’s voice boomed across the restaurant and Samantha put her glass down and rose quickly to her feet. Angel could see the quick pink flush that suffused Samantha’s face and shoulders. Her substantial breasts seemed to expand and bob in greeting to the African striding across the room.


The tall, powerfully built African of middle years, well groomed and wearing a smart suit reached their table and swept Samantha up in his arms.


“I hope you are feeling horny! Not that I care if you are not, I’m going to ride your bones either way”


Angel watched as Samantha’s arms encircled the African, and his hands grasped Samantha’s well-rounded bottom and hoisted her into the air. Samantha squealed but made no effort to push him away as the African held her curves tight to his body.


“So, who is this then?” He asked as he planted the flustered and excited white woman back on her feet.


“This is Angel. I invited her to join me for lunch.”


Angel stood and offered her hand. The African man took it, but paid it little attention as his eyes ran over Angel’s body as his eyes stripped her clothes off.


“Humph! She’s nothing like that sweet peach you brought me last time, for goodness sake Samantha she looks over thirty years old! You know I like them young and fresh.”


Angel flushed with a mix of anger and fear. The man was dismissing her, saying she was too old! Angel wanted to slap his face, and stamp her foot.


“Pretty. though, I’ll give you that.”


Angel was not mollified.


“Well my dear,” he said, turning to Samantha. “Shall we retire for a few hours to the cabin I have booked?”


Angel watched seething internally, as Samantha pressed her curvy body close to the African, nodding her head far too eagerly to Angel. The woman had no restraint at all. With his arm firmly around Samantha’s waist, he led the blond woman away.


Angel sat down deflated and angry, and reached for the drink.


Across the room a tall elegant white woman who had been talking to the bar staff took up her own drink and walked across to Angel.


“Hello, I’m Joanna, you must be Angel Scott?” The woman held out her hand and Angel stood up to take the woman’s hand and shake it briefly.


“Err … is there something I can help you with?” Angel asked guardedly. She had started to learn to be more careful in this county.


The woman smiled.


“Do you mind if I sit down?”


“Hmm? Oh yes, take a seat, you might as well.”


The woman sat, and Angel noted her natural poise and was pleased the woman had some substance and style to her rather than that slut Samantha!


“It’s a quiet day today, as often happens, though surprisingly our weekends are quietest. That’s when our women members spend more time with husbands and families, and the African men realise this and tend to stay away.”


Angel nodded, saying nothing.


“Of course, Friday lunchtimes are our busiest day, especially if the show involves a white girl losing her virginity. When that happens the place is packed and the African men get very heated, which is of course, exactly what the white women who join the club come along to experience … overexcited randy black men.”


She looked at Angel, who looked her in the eye, before they both smiled across the table.


“Well, this is, as I understand it, your second visit to the Club. It is unfortunate that, it is so quiet for your second visit. You do understand that as a guest you are only allowed three visits.”


Angel nodded. “Are you associated in some way with the club?” Angela asked.


Joanna nodded. “I am the Vice-Chair of the club, and the committee is made up entirely of women, with one African lady member. Our meeting times are published online, along with the minutes of the meeting. It’s all a sham, of course. The published meetings bear no reality to what is discussed.”


Joanna laughed, and Angel looked perplexed.


“Does your husband know you are here today?”


“No, he is away on business, and my lover and his friends are all away. I was told not to tell my husband about the club.”


Joanna nodded.


“I understand there is some high powered African meeting thingy going on and many have left, if not to attend the meetings to hang around the edges so they can seem important.” Joanna said.


“But it is OK for your husband to know about the club, some women even get their husband to pay the membership fee! The secret is not to let them know the nature of Harare Women’s Club. They must think it just that genteel club for white women, where we can relax and chat about our children and get our nails done … you know the type of thing.”


“So we publish our meetings online and post pictures to support the idea it is the sort of club that white men would not want to go anywhere near!” She laughed again.


“That way we women can come down here any time we like and get ridden by any passing black bull that calls in. You do realise the basic premise of the club? That any white woman must part her legs for any African who asks?”


Angel flushed and nodded, and reached for her drink to cover her confusion. She had understood the nature of the Club, but in the company of her lover Igwe and his friends the idea of just anyone asking to bed her and have the ‘right’ to have her had not been taken seriously by Angel.


“So the annual membership is £400 per annum for women over 21, £200 for women between sixteen years old and twenty one years old, while girls under fifteen years old actually receive a payment of £1,000.” Joanna looked Angel in the eye as she said this.


Angel sipped her drink and looked steadily back at Joanna, who noted that she did not look shocked or surprised.


“Well you know what these African men are like when it comes to young white girls.”


Angel sipped her drink and shrugged noncommittantly.


“What you must understand Angel that in this Club there is no law; there is no right and wrong; there is no moral ethics; or code of behaviour. There is only one law if a hard African cock wants something it is up to the white women members to see that they get it, even if it means delivering up a son or daughter of any age … any age … Angel.”


Angel hid her face with her glance as she sipped.


“So how do African men get into the club if men cannot be members?”


“It’s only white men who can’t be members,” Joanna laughed. “African men pay £20,000 a year to join, which keeps out most of the riff raff and the middle management Africans. We give a 50% discount to army officers and security officers, but that still keeps out most of them unless they are corrupt and part of ‘the system.’”


It was Joanna turn to keep quiet as she eyed the woman opposite her.


“It’s … it’s … it’s like a brothel.” Angel whispered almost too herself.


“Oh no, not at all. The men don’t pay to fuck you, and you don’t receive any payment, but anytime you are feeling horny you can pop in for lunch and a drink and go home bow legged!”


The two women looked at each other and Angel found laughter bubble up inside her.


The coolness between the two women seemed to thaw and Angel felt more relaxed.


“So who does own this place, and how did you get involved?”


“Well that is a long story, but…” Joanna paused and looked around, “we are not exactly busy.” Joanna shrugged.


“We’ll need some more fuel,” she picked up her empty glass and give it a wiggle, then turned and called out to the bar staff across the near empty room.


“Two jugs of Pimm’s Nr 1.” Joanna turned back to Angel. “That should keep us going.”


She smiled at Angel and paused to put her thoughts together.


“Well I suppose the beginning is the best place to start. I have been in Zimbabwe for nearly twenty years. My husband was posted here in a position of some authority in the Australian Embassy. When we arrived, being diplomatic staff, we had a plum position with a superb villa, and secure foreign income, but this country lends itself to corruption and the temptations are rife. In essence, my husband started importing small high value items, ostensibly for his own use, but quietly selling them to select clients on the black market.”


“With foreign currency restrictions as strong as they were then, very little specialist high tech equipment made it into the shops in the ordinary way of things so. My husband made a small fortune, but he relied too much on his diplomatic immunity, and the power and influence of the people he sold to, and eventually he was caught out.”


“Certain individuals had been keeping track of what was happening; you really can’t be too careful in this country, the security services are all pervasive and very thorough. You really can’t rely on diplomatic protection when your embassy is more concerned with appearances and protecting trade.”


“So we got caught up in a sting. Alex was arrested and taken into custody. When he protested that he had diplomatic immunity, they just laughed in his face. They took him to see what went on in the basement of the CIO offices and frankly it terrified him.”


“When he told the Ambassador, he was told not to embarrass the country and sort it out one way or another. You have to understand, these men did not want money for goodness sake, these men have more money than you or I even dream of.”


“Alex was told to hand me over to them, or face torture and the ruin of his career. He begged me to agree. He had not needed to beg, we had been in the country for nearly a year, I was only too happy to have an excuse to spread my legs for a black man and satisfy my curiosity, without Alex having any grounds to complain.”


“Neither of us expected the consequences though. We thought I might have to sleep with the blackmailer, and perhaps some of his friends, and that would be that and over time they would get bored”


“Of course, it’s never that simple with Africans, you must realise that yourself by now?” Joanna looked at Angel quizzically.


Angel nodded her head.


“I sometimes can’t believe what has happened to me since I first took Igwe as a lover.”


Joanna nodded, and smiled.


“Even so, despite the stories we had heard about the Africans, that first night went far beyond our expectations.”


“What happened?” Angel asked.


“They came to my house the very next night. There were fifteen of them.”


Angel’s hand rose to her mouth, and her eyes widened in horror.


“Do you mean … did you have to … all fifteen?”


Joanna nodded.


“That must have been terrible!”


“Hmmm…” Joanna looked at Angela. “You have never been the centre of attention at a gang bang have you?”


Angel shuddered and shook her head.


“No … no … well I once was forced to sleep with four of them, one after the other, but they generally took their time about it. It … it … actually it was exciting, but fifteen in a gang bang. I can’t imagine what that must have been like. I would have been scared.”


“I had some trepidation at the start, being stripped naked and put on display to fifteen horny Africans! But I hardly had time to think about it before they had pushed me down on the bed and the first of them was climbing on top of me with a stiff cock.”


“Didn’t they take time to get you aroused?”


Joanna shook her head.


“I was already aroused. Couldn’t help myself! There I was on my back on the bed, with a eager African already pushing his cock up me, while I was surrounded on all sides by fourteen naked black men, sporting hard cocks and desperate to be next.”


“I creamed in no time at all, and that of course, just made it easier for the first one to ram all the way into me. After that it was bedlam.”


Angel looked at Joanne, encouraging her to go on. Even as she listened to the woman’s tale her own nipples expanded and thickened. She could feel a heavy arousal in her loins at the image being created in her mind by Joanna’s words.


“It was exciting enough to have a black man on top of me, fiercely and energetically humping into me, but looking over his shoulder I could see the impatience and the hunger of the men waiting to take their turn.”


“It was not long before they stopped standing around just watching. They huddled closer and some climbed onto the bed and started touching and stroking me. Feeling my breasts and ignoring my protests. Others grabbed my ankles, and hands ran up and down my legs.”


Joanne watched Angel’s eyes dilate as she told her story. She could see Angel starting to flush with arousal. Casting her memory back to that night always aroused her, even if it was only the start of seventeen years of inter-racial debauchery.


Angel shivered.


“That must have been … must have been…”


“Awesome … it was awesome Angel.”


“But all those men…”


“Yes, Angel … all of those men … men with stiff hard cocks and a lust to fuck a white woman.”


Angel shivered, but Joanne could see the desire in the woman’s eyes.


“In this club. Angel. white women get to be the centre of attention of as many men as want her. Not those men she wants to have. In this club choice does not lie with the women, it rests with the men! The men have the right, and I mean the ‘right’ to do whatever they want to any white woman, present in the club … or girl for that matter. If you decide to join the Harare Women’s Club you will have no right to say ‘no, ‘ or pick and choose your partner. You will go with any man who wants you and do whatever he wants, wherever in the Club he wants to do it to you.”


Joanna looked across at Angel who sat there with her eyes closed a strange look on her face. She took the opportunity to run her eyes over Angel’s body. Her gaze rested on the stiff nipples straining through the woman’s dress and she smiled to herself. The woman was a natural for this Club and she would be easy to persuade to join, and Joanna had no doubts at all.


Angel may be a bit older, but she dressed with style and panache. There was nothing an African who had fought in the guerrilla war liked more than a ripe ‘white lady’ like Angel to hold down and ravage unmercifully.


Angel’s eyes opened, looking across at Joanna, and she had to hold back from the intensity of the fire burning up her loins.


“So, what happened?”


“You mean after they all fucked me?”


The two women looked at each other and laughed.


“Well at first my husband was all apologetic and anxious for me. He couldn’t do enough for me. Told me it wouldn’t happen again. He just didn’t get it.”


Angel looked at Joanne quizzically.


“The Africans give me three days to recover then came around again! Oh, Paul protested, but the Africans were not interested in his protests. They made it very clear they ‘owned’ me and could have me whenever they wanted, or his crimes would be exposed. Paul backed off.”


“But what about you?”


“Oh I didn’t mind. I couldn’t have been more excited at the realisation they were going to do it to me again. I was more concerned how Paul would take it. I didn’t particularly want him to know just how excited about it I was, but neither did I want him to think I was in distress.”


“So they gang banged you again.”


Joanna nodded.


“Yes, and after that they just kept coming around again and again. They would troop round and bring friends, and nearly every afternoon I would have visitors. Paul soon realised I liked it, that I was not being forced and was in fact a willing participant.”


“Did his attitude change?”


Joanne nodded.


“He became nasty, making barbed comments. Trying to run me down, calling me names. He had no right to do that! I was only doing what I did to save his career and reputation, and then he turns on me! He had no right to do that!”


“So you sleep with Africans to save him, then he complains that you like what they are doing!”


Joanne nodded.


“The numpty! What a bastard.”


Joanna laughed.


“So how about your own husband? How has he responded to you taking an African lover?”


Angel shrugged.


“I am not sure I really understand. He was furiously angry when he caught me with Igwe.”


“He actually walked in on you being fucked.”


Angel nodded.


“He was really angry. I had never seen him in such a rage. Fortunately, we were in Igwe’s villa, which was very secure and Mark could not get in. I was really worried about going home, but Igwe insisted on me going. When I got home, Mark seemed to have exhausted his anger and we ended up making love!”


Joanna laughed.


“It’s likely that with many white men. Seeing their wife being made love to by an African gets them horny. It seems to happen like that once they get over their shock. So your husband knows when you go out to see your lover?”


Angel nodded.


“As you say, it seems to give him a hard on, knowing I about to let Igwe between my legs. I don’t really understand it.”


“Don’t worry about it, just enjoy it.”


Both women giggled.


“So does Paul accept the situation now?”


Joanna shook her head a brief sadness crossed her face, quickly followed by anger.


“No, Paul did not cope with it at all. I wouldn’t tolerate him being angry with me for enjoying the attention of the Africans. What did he expect, that I would simply suffer in silence while paying the price of his criminal behaviour? I told him that God did not design women to not enjoy being ridden by men. That just enraged him more.”


“So what happened? Are you still together?”


“He left. He applied for another posting and the Australians sent him home. I think he expected me to go home with him, but I decided to stay. One of the Government Ministers installed me in a villa, and I was his mistress for a few years.”


“For a few years? Is he not your lover now? So how does a white woman survive here without her husband? What do you do now?”


Joanna laughed again.


“So many questions! You will find that most African men struggle to remain interested more than a few years. With new white women arriving on every week these days, replacing staff who are leaving they are easily diverted by newly arriving fresh meat.” Joanna shrugged.


“It’s only those women with attractive teenage daughters who are successful in retaining the interest of the powerful men who run this country.”


Angel felt a cold fear encircle her heart, but Joanna was wrapped up in her musings and did not notice.


“There certainly seems to be an almost fertile hunger among Africans when they realise they can fuck a white mother and her daughter. We see that so often at the Club on Friday’s. A mother/daughter show always has the place packed,” she laughed. “You can pretty much guarantee the mother and daughter will struggle to walk after the Africans are finished queuing up to have them afterwards!”


Angel pondered the woman’s words. The thought of African men queuing up to mount her would have shocked her to high heaven a few years ago. Now she licked her lips, her mouth having gone dry, and her loins felt both heavy and loose as she contemplated the lust of men waiting their turn to ram their heavy black cocks into her.


Joanna’s words about women with daughters made her heart heavy. Rebecca was all but engaged and unlikely to ever come to Africa, and Mark was likely to buy a gun if his precious Amanda was anywhere near the hard African cocks of her lover and his friends.


She recalled holding Hayley down while Ngorro took his pleasure with her. She felt a wicked curling thrill at the thought of holding Amanda down for the overweight lecherous satyr, but Mark would react, and react violently she was sure. She knew how her husband’s skin crawled when Ngorro fondled Angel in front of him. He would have a fit of those greedy pudgy hands fondled Amanda.


She shivered remembering the thrills those soft pudgy hands seemed to generate. Her pussy throbbed in memory of the excitement and lust the man seemed to effortlessly generate within women he caressed.


She had no difficulty imagining that Amanda would happily stand still while Ngorro fondled her with those magic hands, but Mark would not stand idly as Ngorro prepared Amanda with his hands, of that she was in no doubts.


Another thing she was certain of was that she knew she did not want was her lover lusting after Amanda. She wanted Igwe entirely for herself. She couldn’t bear the thought of her lover lusting after Amanda instead of wanting her!


“Anyway the Minister helped me set up the Club. A number of Africans stumped up the money to buy the old colonial nunnery that was originally here. They loaned me the money to convert it and set it up. There was never any difficulty enrolling male African members, a bit longer to recruit the white women, only because it was agreed from the start to keep it discrete.”


“Basically I started with a core of white women we knew and then used word of mouth. Of course the Africans themselves were soon introducing the wives and daughters of their white staff to the Club and we just grew from there.”


Angel nodded.


“It all seems quite remarkable,” Angela said, nodding towards the interior of the Club. “Though a bit quiet at the moment.”


“Too quiet! I have been remiss in my duties. You did not come here just to gossip and enjoy a light lunch. You came here for black cock.” Joanna looked around, then waved to one of the waiters, who hurried over.


“Go and ask Mr Laine to come and join me. Explain that I have something special I know he will like.”


The waiter nodded and rushed off.


“This will be a test of your own resolve, and of your suitability to join the Club.”


Angel looked across at Joanna, slightly alarmed.


“What do you mean? Who is Mr Laine? You make him sound like an ogre!”


“Not at all, the man is old school, if any African can be talked of in those terms, and he is a perfect gentleman.”


Angel raised her eyebrows.


Then the waiter came bustling back accompanied by a tall African dressed, in what Angel could tell immediately was an impeccably tailored suit. She was taken aback however, when he stepped into the light and Angel saw the tight grey curls that capped his round head.


The man was old!


Joanna stood and greeted the man in a very differential way.


“Angel, can I introduce Mr. Laine, who is a Government Minister, and one of the more intelligent ones at that.”


The African smiled at Joanna, before turning to Angel who had stood up to and extended her hand. The African took her hand, then bent low and raised it to his lips. Angel was surprised as he kissed the back of her knuckle. She had not experienced such manners among many Africans. Many of the black men she had met had surprised her in one way or another. They were easily as intelligent as other men, and the poorer Africans she had found to be innovative, and many were skilled craftsmen.


She had generally found them as forward, and aggressive, though not in a threatening way. This man in front of her was surprisingly different and was one of only few men who had shown such manners.


As his head rose from her hand, however, she saw his eyes pause for a moment to enjoy the vision of her round breasts exposed by her low cut top. He was a man then, she thought, just like other men, despite his age. He turned to Joanna.


“Delightful. I was just about to get back to the office, but now you have given me an interesting diversion before I take my leave.”


“I knew Angel here was just the type of stylish English lady you so much enjoy. This is only her second visit to the Club and I don’t want her to be disappointed or put off. Perhaps you would be so kind as to show her around. I believe you already have a cabin booked. I don’t think Angel has seen them yet?” She turned to seek confirmation from Angel, who looked back at her curiously.


“Cabins?”


Mr Laine smiled.


“You must come with me Angel,” he said offering his arm, “we will go for a walk in the gardens and I can show you my cabin. But you must call me Daniel.”


Joanna raised an eyebrow at Angel. Angel had noticed that the man had said she ‘must come with him, ‘ it was said politely, but she remembered the club rule that a white woman must obey African males, and wondered if she was being tested in a very polite way.


She looked briefly at Joanna, before stepping clear of the table and taking the man’s offered arm.


Joanna smiled as she watched Angel walk beside Daniel Lane. The man may be old, but he was fit and enjoyed younger white women. Angel’s hips swayed as she walked by his side.


“So have you ever walked in the gardens?”


“No, as Joanna said this is only my second visit to the Club. I don’t really know a lot about it. I didn’t realise they had gardens … or cabins.”


Daniel patted her hand and let her through some double doors out into the bright light of the African afternoon. Angel struggled for a moment after the gloom of the dark panelled interior to cope with the bright sunlight. She looked around at well-kept lawns, flowering trees, and a variety of white tables and chairs scattered across the green lawn.


Daniel led her by the arm along a path trimmed with what looked seemed like white marble. As they walked, an outdoor swimming pool came into view, then among trees set beyond the pool there were decorative chalet-style type cabins.


Daniel led her towards the cabins and they walked for a moment in the welcome shade of some trees before Daniel paused and waved her towards a nearby cabin. “This is the cabin I have reserved.”


Angel looked at the cabin. It did not seem any different from the other cabins. She felt one of Daniel’s arms encircle her waist. The African was urging her up the path and into the cabin.


Inside it was clean, and smartly decorated, though sparely furnished. Dominating the centre of the room was a large circular bed. Around the edge of the room where a number of comfortable armchairs as though arranged for anybody watching the action on the bed.


Above the bed there was a large mirror.


Angel’s heart jumped when she saw that there were manacles bolted to the floor at strategic positions around the bed, and she wondered if anyone unwilling was ever shackled down on the bed. Her own pussy tightened and pulsed as she realised that women and girls probably had been raped on this bed, while men watched and waited their turn.


She had heard no stories of violence against women in her time in Zimbabwe, but she could understand the fear and intimidation that could lead to white women and girls submitting to demands of African men.


She had never been chained and shackled, but she could understand the excitement of being helpless to prevent men from doing whatever they wanted to her.


She turned and looked at Daniel, who had been watching her take in the room.


“That’s a lovely dress, and you wear it well, but I would prefer you not to be wearing it.”


Angel was startled by his words and looked closely at him. The man was looking her over as every man did, and she trembled to see the hunger in the old man’s black face. Her eyes instinctively dropped to his trousers and saw the bulge that gave away his arousal.


She struggled to equate old men with sex but this man’s cock was hard, and that was exactly what Angel needed at this moment. Her hands went behind her to unclip her dress and lower the zipper.


She kept her eyes on the old man as her dress slipped off her shoulder and slid down her body, puddling at her feet. She saw his eyes widen and the swallow in his throat as he took in her figure.


Angel was proud of her full figure, and delighted in the lust in the eyes of men as they leered at her. For the fourteen years of her marriage, she had taken that lust and desire for granted, flaunting her beauty, but keeping her body for the man she loved. Now she had belatedly discovered she liked cock! Probably any cock, but black cock had been taboo in her social world and family, and now she found it particularly exciting to let black men between her lovely legs.


She looked at Daniel Laine as she unclipped her bra, and pulled it away from firm, full breasts. His mouth seemed to drop open as he saw that her released breasts did not sag but stood proud and firm.


Angel cupped her breasts and squeezed them, making the thickened darkening nipples stand proud, and watched the hungry eyes of the black man. He may be old but he would soon be sucking and biting on her nipples, and the thought made her full thighs weak with desire.


She dropped her hands to her waist and peeled off her panties, already wet and dark with her leaking juices. The bulge had grown in the African’s trousers. He may be old and not her first choice, but he was here with a hard black cock, and these days that was enough for Angel.


“On the bed.” The African’s words seemed curt and brief, but she could hear the lust in the deep voice. Angel ignored the shortness of the words. She sat down on the edge of the bed, and lay back, rolling into the centre of the bed before centring her attention back on Daniel.


He had removed his jacket and tie, and now was unbuttoning his shirt. She smiled at him encouragingly, spread her thighs wide, exposing her womanhood to his gaze. Then she closed her thighs, turning on her side to show off the shapeliness of her thigh, the round curve of her bottom.


She watched with curiosity and desire as his trousers fell, quickly followed by his shorts. Her eyes fastened onto his hard cock, which for an old man looked firm, long and reasonably thick and was fully erect.


She swallowed, sighed and fell back onto the bed, her legs splayed wide as the African took his place between them.


I


It was only an hour later that Angel returned to the lounge of the Club. Her friend Samantha was sitting reading with a drink in her hand. She looked up and smirked when Angel joined her.


“I gather you found someone to scratch your itch?”


Angel flushed and nodded, though frankly Daniel Laine had not been as vigorous and forceful as her usual lovers. She had been thoroughly shocked to learn he was seventy-four years old! That had not stopped his hard thrusting cock from giving her an orgasm. Nevertheless she felt unfulfilled, and if another African had propositioned her there and then, she would have happily pulled her knickers off for him.


She glanced around the room it was still quiet. She nodded to Joanna, and the woman rose and wandered over.


“I am sorry it has been quiet today, but I hope you have had an enjoyable experience and have learned enough to want to become a member. It is Z$400 a year and all the cock you could want, at least when we have a busier day!” Joanna laughed, as did Samantha who added her own words.


“It’s certainly not as quiet as this in normal times. The Africans in power are off plotting somewhere, and it probably won’t do the country any good, but who cares if they come back soon and bring hard cocks.”


All three women smiled, then laughed.


“Well, I don’t really have an income of my own.”


“Oh we don’t expect you to pay. The usual thing is to get your husband to pay.” Joanna noted Angel’s raised eyebrows.


“Just tell him it a Ladies Club. That’s why it is called the Harare Women’s Club. Just make sure he understands that it for women only, and he can’t even visit.”


Joanna smiled, and Samantha nodded.


“No reason for your husband to know anything at all about what goes on here.”


“So do you have some forms or anything like that?”


“Yes, but first you have to put on a show. To be introduced to the Club as a new member, shown off, and fucked up there on stage in front of everybody.”


Angel raised a hand to her mouth.


“I’m not sure if I can do that.”


“It’s not that difficult. In fact once it’s happening it’s very exciting.” Samantha added.


“I’m not sure my lover or his friends would be willing to participate up on that stage.”


“They won’t,” said Joanna. “Why don’t you just leave it all to me. I will speak to Joshua Farei myself, and we will ensure that what happens will be exciting, and a surprise to all parties.”


Angel looked doubtful at first, then nodded.


“Come on then,” Samantha said as she stood up. “I need to get home to make sure the servants have started cooking my husband’s tea. I’ll drop you off on the way home and you can tell me all the juicy details on the way.”


Angel stood and linked arms with Samantha as the two made their way out of the club.





Back home Angel was unsettled. She had enjoyed her orgasm with Daniel Laine, but it had left her unfulfilled. The old man had been skillful, just lacking in vigour. The thought that she had enjoyed being made love to by a seventy four year old man, a man not only old enough to be her father, but old enough to be her grandfather, was still something she felt slightly disturbed about.


Without the excitement of the actual experience, she wondered just how far she was prepared to go. This country was exotic and fascinating and she loved it, but what would happen in a year’s time? Perhaps it would be better to focus back on her husband and family.


She was developing into a mood and the gardener had quietly retired for the night, while the house domestic was on tiptoes around as he prepared Angel’s evening meal. Robert had seen his mother’s mood and decided he was tired and gone to bed voluntarily.


She ate alone, picking at her food. Wondering, to her surprise, where her husband Mark was at this time. In the Vumba Inn, near Mutare, she knew he would have an excellent meal, and then probably sit out on the veranda reading a book. Suddenly she wished she was there beside him.


She pushed the cutlery aside, stood and walked over to the drinks cabinet deciding that alcohol might be part of the solution. She had just finished pouring herself a whisky and coke when she heard a car drive up.


Kaifus was under clear orders not to let anyone in without permission and she had personally overseen the locking of the gates, so whoever Kaifus had let in must be someone well known to him.


She put the drink down and headed for the door, flicking a finger to Daniel, their house servant, to clear the table quickly. She heard a car door clunk closed and steps headed down the path. Was Mark home early? Suddenly, the idea of seeing her husband brought a flush of pleasure to her.


She opened the door.


Igwe stepped through, and seized her. His strong arms grasped her and folded her in his arms as he walked back into the villa, his lips crushing hers in a passionate kiss. Angel’s heart raced, her stomach doing cartwheels. She hung on to Igwe as he bore her backwards until stopped by the wall, his hard body crushing her against it as his demanding lips and tongue sought out her won lips in fevered passion.


Her full, soft breasts were pressed hard by his firm body, and she could feel ten inches of already hard cock thumping against her soft tummy. Unconsciously, her legs parted to allow the man’s body between them, and she humped against him rubbing herself against the hard male meat sandwiched between their bodies.


‘Oh God. Yes!’ she thought. ‘This is what I need!’ as she urgently kissed her lover back, her own tongue eagerly seeking his in a fierce duel. All sentimental thoughts of her husband banished by the hot urgency of her lover’s lust.


As he pressed close against her, she sought to spread her legs wider in invitation, but the dress restricted her. She grasped his strong shoulders and pressed her tingling breasts against him, rubbing furtively in heat. His own hands reached down and grasped her bottom, lifting her off her feet. She felt his thick cock rub against her through their clothing.


She broke free of his kiss and wailed in passion.


“Where’ve you been?” She gasped. “I needed you!”


He grinned at her, stepping back for a moment.


“Never mind where I have been. I have come for this.”


He stepped forward bringing one hand up between her legs, pressing inward the lightweight material of her dress. Then his fingers cupped her vulva, squeezing and stroking, grinning at the shocked delight on the white woman’s lovely face.


In England, Angel would have been appalled by such a crude forward advance but this was not England. She was hot and aroused as she looked up into Igwe’s face, seeing only hungry lust and desire. Her pussy ground into his massaging hand, her lips twisting deliciously.


“Brute!”


“Now we fuck!” He laughingly said in a mock Tarzan imitation.


Angel pushed away from the wall and leaned forward to kiss her lover.


“Let’s go, let’s get to your villa and you can do anything you like to me!”


Igwe pushed her back.


“No, we fuck now,” and with a strong yank, buttons on her dress popped free and clattered onto the floor. Igwe laughed again, giving the dress another tug as it started disintegrating in his hands.


“No, we can’t! I promised my husband I would not to let you into our villa. My son’s asleep! The servants are here! Let’s go to your place.” Angel pleaded, breathless as her dress was pushed down and Igwe’s greedy hands fondled and squeezed her exposed curves.


“Fuck your promise to your husband, do you want this cock or not? Perhaps I should go and find someone else who wants me!”


Angel grasped him tightly.


“Oh No! No … No … I want you. I need you. I love you!” She pressed her full, curvaceous body into Igwe.


“Are you expecting your husband tonight? Want me to leave, so you can spread your legs for him instead?”


“God, No. I want you, only you.” Then she whimpered in pain as Igwe grabbed her hair and pulled her head back sharply. Angel could see some anger in his eyes and a dread filled her that she had gone too far. How could she have thought for a moment the heat between her legs could wait for a ten minute drive to Igwe’s villa?


“So where’s your bedroom? I intend to fuck you in your marriage bed tonight.”


Angel did not hesitate this time, her arm shot out, pointing towards the main bedroom. Igwe prodded her into motion with a slap on her rump. A shiver ran through Angel and she pushed the remains of her dress off as she hurried down the corridor.


Igwe followed behind, enjoying the sight of her, full curvy bottom. He would fuck Angel in the ass tonight, brutally and without preparation, in return for her questioning of his demands.


He threw off his jacked and loosened his tie as he followed her long, lovely, tanned white legs to her bedroom.


Angel pushed the door open and rushed over to the bed, turning to look at Igwe as he walked into her bedroom for the first time. As his glance passed around the room, she reached behind and unclipped her bra, allowing it to fall away.


She noted with pride and gratification how his gaze returned and fixed on her full, firm breasts. She reached up and squeezed them.


“These are yours, they don’t belong to my husband, but to you.”


She watched the delight her words gave to her lover, reaching down to push off her knickers and kick them to one side.


“This is all yours now, do as you will with me.”


Igwe grinned as he pulled his shirt off and reached for the belt of his trousers.


“Get on the bed.”


Angel scooted backwards, writhing and squirming her body in desire and anticipation as Igwe approached the bed. Angel’s knees rose and parted. She shimmied her hips into the air in open invitation to the African.


Her hungry eyes feasted on his exposed long, thick manhood, and she yelped with excitement and joy when he threw himself onto her body. Her love channel was still slick and wet from her afternoon bout with the Government Minister, and Igwe’s manhood slid deep.


“Oh, yes!” Angel gasped instantly fulfilled by the feel of ten inches of black cock stretching her open. She brought her legs up and clasped her thighs around his thrusting black body.


“What the… ?” Igwe’s surprised gasp was punctuated by the sudden cessation of his thrusting. Angel looked up at him, her inner muscles squeezing and clasping his hard hot cock, seeking its urgent, demanding thrusting.


“Who are they?”


Angel turned her head to follow his gaze, and her mouth snapped shut and she felt cold fingers of doom encircle her heart. Igwe raised himself on her elbows, his cock sliding out of Angel as he gazed at the picture on the bedside table, which showed Mark and Angel, their young son Robert and two very pretty teenage girls.


Propped on his elbows, he looked down at Angel.


“You have two daughters?”


Angel swallowed. Her throat felt stricken in paralysis as she turned to look up at Igwe. Her.


“You have two daughters?” Disbelief was in his voice.


She almost welcomed the pain as his strong fingers curled in her hair and jerked her head. His grip on her hair inexorably tightened and she felt the pain of the roots being stretched. She whimpered.


“Well?”


“Yes,” she croaked.


“Why didn’t you tell me?”


Angel’s eyes wandered around the room as she struggled to find an acceptable answer.


“Well … I suppose … you didn’t ask me.”


Igwe looked down at her, and the cold anger in his gaze frightened her. His hand rose and he slapped her face hard. Angel whimpered. Her face reddened and she could feel the sting. Though the blow had not been hard, she felt it deep in the core of her being.


She also felt an unaccountable tingling response in her loins, and humped against Igwe seeking to recapture his cock.


“Where?”


“Can’t we just make love? I want to you to fuck me hard, now!”


Igwe stirred above and repositioned himself and his cock slid a few inches into Angel and her inner muscles greedily grasped it. Then one of his hands grasped her chin turning her face to him.


“What are the names and where are they?”


Angel looked him in the eye and realised she could not escape this question however much she wished, hungering to be ridden hard. She sighed and squirmed and sought to push her hips up and urge his cock deeper.


His fingers, dark on her white cheeks, grasped harder and Angel’s eyes widened.


“Rebecca and Amanda. Rebecca is in England she is studying for her A-levels. Then she hopes to go to uni. She’s very bright and clever and a good girl.”


Igwe looked down at her, his eyes dark and deep.


“How old is she?”


“Seventeen. She’s virtually married.”


“Virtually?” Igwe’s voice was querulous with a touch of humour.


Angel shrugged and looked up uncertainly at her lover.


“She’s engaged to be married. That was another reason she stayed in England. On holidays, she stays with family in England spends all her time visiting her boyfriend or studying. We don’t expect her to visit us…”


Igwe looked from Angel and across to the photo.


“Unlikely to be a virgin them … pretty though.” He nodded thoughtfully.


Angel was put out, not sure what to say. Personally, she suspected Rebecca was still a virgin. She was a nice girl, and Angel suspected she was old fashioned enough to want to be a virgin bride, but perhaps that was not a point to make to Igwe, who was taking far too much interest in her daughters.


It was disconcerting, but maybe she could take advantage of his interest. There was after all no real chance of Rebecca ever visiting Zimbabwe.


She watched him looking at Rebecca, and took the opportunity to grasp and squeeze at his cock, which was not as hard as she would like it to be. Her own lust started to recover after the interruption, and she brought her arms up to encircle him, caressing his body.


“And Amanda?”


Angel looked up, startled and nervous of how she could answer this. Instead she used her inner muscles to grasp and twist, pushing her hips against Igwe, seeking to draw him deeper inside her. The feel of his hot hardness fired up her own lust.


She moaned when Igwe raised his hips and drew his cock slowly out of her, despite her grasping efforts to retain its thick length inside her body.


“And Amanda?”


Igwe repeated the question, with a hint of hardness that immediately worried Angel.


“She’s at Peterhouse!”


“Peterhouse … the girl’s school just outside Harare? That’s only fifteen minutes drive away!”


Angel bit her lip and nodded, and looked up at her lover. His gaze went back to the photo, then back to Angel.


“You have a pretty daughter staying just outside the city and you kept it secret from me?”


“It was not so much a secret, there was no reason to mention her … and … and Mark made me promise not to mention her to you.”


Igwe snorted.


“Well I understand how her father wanted to keep her presence quiet, but you should have told me anyway.”


Angel ran her hands up and down the sides of Igwe’s body determined to distract him from thoughts of her youngest daughter. It had no affect at all on Igwe, who was drinking in the sight of the pretty white teenagers in the family photo on the bedside table.


“How old is she?”


“Fourteen.”


Angel did not see the point of procrastinating any longer. As soon as she told Igwe Amanda’s age she felt his cock respond by returning to full hardness. At the same time it seemed to grow another inch inside her.


“Fourteen, and you have been in Zimbabwe a year now, so she won’t be a virgin after a year in this country.” Igwe mused as he mulled over the surprising, and delightful news. It was obvious from the photo that the girl would be a nubile morsel of womanhood, and at fourteen she was two years over Zimbabwe’s age of consent.


“Well at least tell me you know she is nor longer a virgin? Is she?”


Angel did not know how to respond. Frankly she did not have a clue if Amanda was still a virgin, though on second thoughts, the way the girl still shied away from groping Africans down at the shopping mall, she may well be. She looked up at Igwe who had been watching her think.


“Amanda’s a good girl.”


Igwe laughed.


“She is! She probably is still a virgin!”


“Don’t try and tell me she’s a little saint. Teenage girls the world over are rebellious brats for the most part.”


Angel looked at him in surprise.


Igwe nodded, as if concluding his train of thought.


“You will bring her to me.” He commanded, and watched the alarm and concern jump to Angel’s face.


“But I can’t … Mark would not allow it!”


“Don’t tell him.”


“He’ll find out!”


Igwe shrugged.


“If he does it will be too late.” He wrapped a hand tight in Angel’s hair and held her face still and looked directly into her eyes. “You will bring her to me.”


As he said it he pushed his hips, enjoying the sudden flush of excitement on the woman’s face as he slid deep and flexed his cock inside her. He imagined the pleasure it would bring to bury himself in this woman’s teenage daughter.


He rose above her and thrust hard in excitement at the thought.


Angel squealed and grasped him hard, delighting in the feel of his heavy cock, thick and deep inside her. Then the African paused and drew his cock back. Angel felt it sliding out and humped against him frantic for the orgasm that was suddenly so close, but the African used his strength to hold her at bay, looking into her flushed face.


“You will bring her to me, or this will be the last time we make love!”


“Ok! OK! Just don’t stop!”
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Chapter 19






Mark was relaxed as he lay on his back looking up at his wife. She looked magnificent as she writhed above him. He ran his hands over the shapely thighs on either side of his body. The soft feel of her skin was deceptive and he grasped the firmness of her strong thighs, thighs that were rising and falling as she drove her hips down onto his hard cock.


He closed his eyes, savouring the exquisite feel of her tight womanhood, as her hips rose, clutching at his hardness. Her inner muscles clutching tightly at him as she rose up before relaxing, releasing her grip, and driving her hips back to slap against Mark’s male strength.


Mark delighted in hearing Angel grunt her pleasure; she had never been very vocal during sex so her excited grunts, matching the unusual physical effort on her part, gave him added pleasure. It was not often he could lie on his back and leave Angel to do most of the work, but this last week she had been unusually enthusiastic about making love, and particularly considerate towards satisfying his needs.


He gazed up at her firm breasts as they bounced on her chest. They were full and round with little sag. It excited him to see her nipples so enlarged and swollen. They were a sure indication that his wife was very seriously aroused as she laboured above him. He reached up and grasped their white firmness. A little shiver went through him as he appreciated the same orbs he now held, had also been grasped and squeezed by lusting black men. His own cock seemed to stiffen and harden further at the image in his mind.


Angel squirmed and wriggled on her husband’s thick member. The mushroom cap of his cock always made it seem thicker and fatter as she sunk down its length. She trembled from the pleasure it give her.


Once she had thought only her husband’s body could provide her with pleasure this intense. Those were the days when she loved her husband alone. Now she loved another, but she also now knew that any cock could provide with the intensity of pleasure that lovemaking produced in her. So she rammed her hips down onto her husband’s cock and took her own pleasure in the act.


Mark ran his hands over his wife’s vibrant firm body enjoying the shivering excitement he could feel transmitted through her soft skin. His hands stroked and fondled enhancing Angel’s pleasure, while watching her eyes and the intensity within. He thrust his body upwards to meet her descending hips, and their bodies came together in a satisfying mesh of the male and the female.


Mark flexed his cock inside his wife’s tightness, and delighted in the gasp it produced in her. Her hot tightness had always provided a particular pleasure, and it did not seem any less now that several black cocks had also enjoyed the same pleasure. He recalled the sight of Igwe’s cock glistening as it slid out of his wife’s submissively kneeling body, and the image unaccountably hardened his own cock even more than it was already.


Angel bounced up and down on his hips, her own excitement very clear as she sought the pleasure that a hard cock could provide. Her husbands caressing hands were nice enough, but he rarely gripped her hard and forcefully while making love to her. Since coming to Africa she had discovered the unexpected delight in behaving submissively to demanding aggressive men. She would never have tolerated such an approach in England, but this was Zimbabwe and she had found the determination and sheer lust of African men had triggered a long suppressed hunger to just surrender to hard male demands.


There was a time when she had lived in fear of what people might think of her sexual desires and needs, and after the shock of her parents reaction to her childhood sexual adventures she had carefully curbed her sexuality through fourteen years of marriage. The world had changed for Angel. In two days she would be formally initiated in the Harare Women’s Club. She would be the star, performing on stage in front of hundreds of black men and white women.


She would strip naked in front of all. That thought still filled her with some dread, but she was proud of her body and knew only the most critical would be able to find fault in her full, curvy body, still slim after three children. Then she would allow someone, at the moment she did not know who, to make love to her on that stage! She shivered at the thought and squeezed her vaginal muscles around her husband’s hard length. She gripped it harder as her excitement rose at the thought of what might happen on Friday.


Mark moaned as his wife tightly squeezed his cock. He could sense her rising excitement and desire as she squirmed above him, driving her hips down and forcing his cock deeper. He felt a tightness enclose the end of his thrusting cock as she thrust herself down, grinding her hips into his. He groaned as that inner tightness seemed to clasp around the end of his cock and wondered if he had somehow pushed through to her womb! He humped up trying to push deeper into his wife, then a spasm overtook him.


Angel reached down and steadying herself as her husband started to tremble beneath her. She recognised the signs and her excitement rose higher in anticipation of her husband’s seed surging into her body. Mark jerked, and his hips pushed Angel upwards as he instinctively thrust as deep inside Angel as he could. Then his orgasm overtook him and his seed surged forth. Angel gasped above him. Her own orgasm overcame her as she trembled and her body shook above her husband in delight and pleasure. Then she collapsed on top of Mark.


Mark enclosed his wife in his arms pulling her warm relaxing body close. Angel snuggled closer, and Mark felt her firm full breasts pressed tight to his own chest, and savoured the experience of her exhausted curvy body against his. It seemed like a magic moment that had caught Angel in a warm glow of content. Angel leaned forward and nibbled at his neck. Mark quivered at the feel of her warm lips and wet tongue nuzzling at his soft flesh.


Angel rose and leaned forward and caught the lobe of his ear with ivory white teeth and Mark trembled at the pleasure of the moment. It had seemed years since she had been so aggressive and forward in their lovemaking. If this was meant to be some sort of reward for agreeing to pay for her membership of the Harare Women’s Club he would have to find some other organisation to sign her up to.


“Honey, I’ve been thinking.”


‘Oh dear, ‘ thought Mark, sensing trouble coming ‘I knew it wouldn’t last’. He gave her a hug, enjoying the side effect of her firm breasts flattening against the side of his body. One of her full shapely thighs slid across his own legs. He felt the silky warmth of her inner thigh stroke across his cock as she stretched her leg enticingly across him. He stroked his hand down her soft warm back.


“Yes, Ok, what can I do for you.”


“Oh it’s nothing like that. I am just pleased we can have a normal rational conversation about important things.”


Mark’s stomach flipped, and he wondered what dramatic problem was about to burst into his life.


“You’re not pregnant are you?”


“No!” Angel rose on one elbow. She gave him a light poke. “Don’t be silly. You know I am on the pill.”


Mark looked up into her eyes and for a moment was lost in them again. He shivered at the emotion of the moment, surprised that he could feel so strength of emotion towards Angel after all that had happened in the last six months.


A sudden alarming thought crossed his mind.


“Has Igwe asked you to come off the pill?”


Angel shook her head.


“No, and I wouldn’t come off the pill even if he did ask me.”


Mark nodded relieved.


“Even though you say you love him, you don’t want his baby?”


Angel looked reproachfully at Mark.


“I’m not going to risk taking a black baby back to England. What if he got me pregnant and I had the baby in England? I could hardly pretend it was adopted like so many women do, if it popped out onto a sheet at the Whittington! Besides, I have had three children already. Robert was the last and I won’t be spreading my legs for some African baby-making gang fuck!”


“Not even just for Igwe?”


“No, not even for Igwe.”


Mark patted and stroked her soft back.


“At least you are being sensible about that, so what is on your mind.”


“Well you know I have been going out with Igwe for six months now.”


“Hmm … well as I recall I have only known about it for four months.”


Angel gave him her ‘don’t be difficult look’ and he sighed. He rested his head back on the pillow and looked away from Angel a moment. Not facing the intensity of his eyes any more give Angel renewed courage and she pulled her thoughts together.


“I just think after six months it might be time for Igwe to meet the family properly.” She saw the frown appear on Mark’s face, and before he could say anything she rushed on.


“I think you should be able to trust me now to let me introduce Igwe to Amanda…” and after a short pause, “and Robert as well of course!”


She had felt Mark freeze at the mention of Amanda, before rushing out the last words but it was already too late.


Mark pushed her aside and jumped to his feet. In virtually one movement he had leapt out of the bed and turned towards her.


“YOU HAVE TO BE JOKING!”


Angel stuttered, and looked around the room avoiding Mark’s eyes. She could feel his panic and alarm radiated from him.


“Now don’t take this the wrong way, I am only suggesting that the man I love should be able to meet my children!”


“That’s ridiculous.”


“It is not, it’s perfectly normal!” She looked up at Mark defiantly, but quickly looked away from the panic and anxiety in his eyes.


“There is nothing normal about your black lover. His is kinky and depraved, and like all these Africans he hungers for young white girls!”


“That’s not true!” Though even as she said it she recalled being sent home after Susan arrived at Igwe’s house with her sixteen year old daughter in tow, and the way the nymph Hailey would snuggle into Ngorro’s lustful embrace.


“Igwe loves me.”


She jumped naked to her feet and stood proudly.


Angel raised her voice. “This is what Igwe wants!”


Her hands waved in the air indicating her own full curvy body. “Igwe loves me and wants my body. Why would any man want a girl when he can have a woman like me?”


But Mark had visited too many African businessmen’s homes. He had seen too many bikini clad nymphet’s, with budding breasts, lithe legs and wide excited eyes being called over to snuggle up on the laps of African businessmen. Mark knew what that the rich and powerful in Africa had no self-restraint when it came to nubile white womanhood.


“No.” The word was brief … final.


“You are wrong not to trust me. Do you think I don’t want the best for my own daughter?” Angel’s words were defiant but even as she said it the image of Igwe’s thick long ten inch cock standing proud and firm flashed before her eyes. She shivered at the thought of the impact of that cock on Amanda, but if Igwe wanted Amanda, she had to deliver. He had made it clear there would be no more fun and laughter in his arms until she delivered up her daughter to him. As far as Angel was concerned if that is what was necessary to maintain her relationship with her magnificent lover then she would deliver Amanda on a silver platter, and personally tie a silken bow around her.


As she looked at her husband she could see implacable opposition on his face. It would be no good trying to explain to her husband that it would be far better for Amanda to learn about sex from her skilful black lover than any amount of adolescent fumbling in the back of a car. She saw only panic and fear in her husband’s eyes. Nevertheless she was going to try again


“For goodness sake, I think it is perfectly rational for me to want the man I love to meet my children.” She ignored the flash of pain in her husband’s eyes as she declared her love for Igwe.


“There is not going to be anything more than him meeting Amanda, sharing tea one afternoon in his garden and chatting about school.”


“You forgot Robert.”


“Oh, yes, Robert as well.” For a moment she was flustered. ‘How could she explain not taking Robert to see Igwe?’ “You know what I mean.”


“Oh I know alright. I just don’t know how you can even contemplate handing over our innocent daughter to that black pervert!”


“It’s not like that! Can’t you get it into your head that nothing is going to happen? It’s me Igwe lusts after. Amanda’s just a child.”


“Precisely she is just a child, but a child that in this country is over the age of consent!”


Angel glared at Mark, but soon realised that would not work.


“You will not take Amanda to Igwe!” Mark repeated firmly.


“You really don’t get it. You are taking this entirely out of context your fears are ungrounded. Can’t you just trust me? Igwe just wants to meet Amanda … and Robert, simply to get to know the children of the woman he loves, just as I love him.”


“You stupid woman! You are right in one thing Igwe does not want to meet Amanda.”


Caught by surprise Angel nodded and looked at her husband.


“HIS COCK WANTS TO MEET AMANDA!”


Mark’s shouted words rocked Angel back on her feet. Though paradoxically Mark’s words reminded her of the way Igwe’s cock had thickened and lengthened inside her as he had looked at the photograph of Amanda by their bedside. She knew the conversation had gone as far as it could go and switched tactics. She dropped her head, nodding to herself.


“You are right.”


This time it was Mark’s turn to be taken aback. He looked at Angel with uncertainty, seeking her eyes.


“It was silly of me to suggest it.” She nodded again. “I don’t know what I was thinking of.”


She looked up at her husband.


“Please forgive me for even mentioning it. I had no wish to make you angry or fearful.”


Mark sought out Angel’s eyes seeking to establish how much confidence he could have in her words. Angel looked him in the eye. He wanted to believe her but his trust was shaken.


“I’m truly sorry I brought it up after we had been having such a lovely time together.”


Mark was deflated by her words. That wonderful magic of a few moments ago had been shattered by Angel’s suggestion, but did she really mean it? He was not sure. Angel strode around the bed that had been a barrier between them during their row and took Mark into her arms, pressing her warm naked body against him.


Angel hugged him, her full curves pressed against him.


“It really was a silly idea, I don’t know what came over me for even suggesting it. Trust me that I did not want to upset you.” Mark nodded against her shoulder as she held him close.


“Now, come back to bed and I will make it all better again.”


She led Mark by the hand back to the bed, before urging him to lie back. Then she buried her head in his loins distracting him with tongue and lips. Soon his cock was hard again. She looked up at his face as he looked up at the ceiling and she could see his arousal, and smiled to herself, before sliding her lips down on his stiffening cock. After all she hadn’t actually promised not to deliver Amanda to Igwe…





Daura told the two brats to behave themselves and calm down. Matthew and Jo were two of Joshua’s son’s from his first wife Erela. Daura being the third wife was formally well down the pecking order in terms of the family hierarchy, but Daura was a sexual predator who knew that power lay with the favourite wife and one thing Daura knew well was how to please men. She also knew that pleasing men included providing them with sexual variety.


She scorned women who vainly believed that just the status of being a wife was sufficient to give them the right to demand things from their husbands. When a man has four wives like Joshua, it was necessary to show a bit more drive and ambition when it came to pleasing a husband.


Daura liked sex and begrudged her husband having sex with his other wives. Since marrying thirteen year old Sylvi Luba, Joshua’s fourth wife, each wife had found their right to a night with their husband had gone from two nights a week to one night a week. When Joshua had only three wives, each wife had claimed two nights with him, leaving Joshua for one night to himself. Now that Joshua had four wives, in order to be fair to all his wives, Joshua spent only one night with each wife. Paradoxically Joshua had instead gone from one ‘night off’ a week when he had three wives, now with four wives three ‘nights off!’


Nights on which he could take advantage of the white women that had fallen into his circle of control.


Daura had needed to act quickly before the doe-eyed ebony skinned Sylvi supplanted Daura as Joshua’s favourite wife. Daura’s action had been swift and forceful. Within one week of Sylvi’s return from her honeymoon with Joshua. his latest wife had found herself kneeling at the feet of Daura eating pussy.


Daura was also a realist and life could be brutally short in Zimbabwe, so she had taken the sexual education of Matthew and Joe into her own predatory care. The appointment of eighteen year old Natalie fresh from school in England had been instrumental to binding the two adolescent teenagers to her when they realised that Natalie was there for them to discover and practice their sexual skills. One day Matthew would inherit the family wealth and Daura had no intention of being the discarded third widow after Joshua had met his death.


Nor had Joshua complained about Natalie. When he had gone to Natalie’s room on her first night in Zimbabwe, he had soon discovered she was a natural submissive willing to permit anything to be done to her who had come to Africa to escape a humdrum family life in England with her own preconceptions of life in Africa learned from internet chat rooms.


Now Daura had a task that she relished. After dropping the two boys off at the Club she would go and pick up Angel Scott, drive her to the Club and supervise the white woman’s complete sexual debasement. On stage in front of hundreds of men and women she would supervise the university educated, white professional woman’s uncontrollable submission to her own sexual urges. She grinned to herself pressing her foot down on the accelerator.





Angel jumped when a car horn hooted at her villa gates. She had been expecting a visitor but her nervous tension was running high.


“Let them in.” She called out to Kaifus as she rose to her feet, her heart beating a little faster. She had dressed in her stylish best, with a smart blue dress that was shorter than her usual dresses. It was tight around the waist, and clung to her upper body as it rose higher to the low cut bodice, which exposed the firm round orbs of her breasts.


She waited and Daniel their house domestic opened the door at the sound of clicking heels coming down the paved pathway to the front entrance of the villa. It will be Joanna Laurance she thought, come to take her to the Club. It was an unpleasant surprise when Daura Farei strode confidently through the door. It was Daura who had forced her to experience her first lesbian experiences and Angel was still uncomfortable about the memory.


“What are you doing here?” She asked as Daura placed a light carryall bag down by her feet.


Daura cocked her head and looked at Angel. The expression on her face was arrogant, and unfriendly, she clearly had not liked her welcome. The woman said nothing for a while and just looked over Angel. Casting her eyes over Angel’s dress and make up. The woman was making Angel feel uncomfortable and she realised her opening words might have been less polite than they could have been.


“It’s just that I am expecting someone.” Angel belatedly tried to explain.


Daura nodded.


“To take you the Club and your initiation.”


Angel was taken by surprise and looked sharply at Daura.


“Well that dress won’t do, take it off.”


“Oh err.” Taken by surprise Angel hesitated then noticed a humorous smirk on the face of her servant Daniel. She scowled.


“Go and take your break now Daniel.” The African domestic bobbed his head, then slipped through the front door closing it behind her. Then she turned back to Daura.


“Well I think it is good enough. It shows off my figure well!”


“Shut up! Take it off.”


Angel stared at the African woman, who folded her arms across her chest and stared resolutely back at Angel.


“Well do you want your initiation today, or have you changed your mind?”


Angel was really inclined to tell this woman what to do with herself, but she paused. The firm gaze of this confident African woman caused her to hesitate and control her instinctive desire to retort sharply. Daura noted the white woman’s belated self-control and let a smile cross her face.


Daura nodded to the carry all. “I have something in the bag for you to wear.”


“From this moment you must appreciate you are not in control. You are going to submit your body to Africa. As a white woman member of the Club you will have no rights other than to enter the Club. Once inside the Club your body will belong to whatever African demands the use of it. That will be mainly men, but not always. Inside the Club you will do whatever is demanded of you, whenever it is demanded, with whoever demands it, or with whatever man, woman, boy, girl, animal, or with whatever inanimate object that you are told to use.”


Angel swallowed hard as she listened to this little speech. It was one thing to whisper excitedly with Samantha Yates, or calmly discuss the potential for life as a member of a discreet club designed to pander to bored white women like herself. Quite another to listen to a forceful, aggressive African woman virtually dictate to her like this.


Daura stopped and looked at Angel.


The moment dragged on in silence as the two women looked at each other.


“Well?”


Angel shivered feeling a cold tingle run down her spine. Then she reached up to unzip the dress.





At the Club Daura’s Mercedes turned into a discreet driveway that only revealed strong armoured gates after the vehicle had turned off the street and passed between tall curved walls that had led to the hidden gates. Angel had not noticed this entrance. At the gates the car came to a halt and Daura’s driver punched in a code. The gates slowly trundled open, and the car moved slowly forward and paused before a second pair of gates.


Here the delay was longer and Daura leaned out of the car’s window so that the man operating the CCTV could identify her. She turned to Angel as she reclined back in the car.


“We have to accept tight security.” She spoke with a voice resigned to the reality. Then she grinned at a thought and turned to Angel. “It would not do for an angry husband, or distraught father to gain knowledge or entry to the Club. I trust your husband knows nothing about the Club?”


Angel turned from examining the sturdiness of the gates to glance at the African woman beside her.


“He has signed the forms for the annual subscription, but has accepted on face value that it is a restricted club for women only. He will not cause any trouble.” She paused for a moment. “To be honest, even if he did know, he would probably jack off over what happens here.”


Daura gave her a cold look.


“It does not matter what you think, or how he might react. He is not to be told about this Club under any circumstances.”


Angel nodded.


“I know … I know. I won’t tell him anything.”


The car moved forward into a restricted area that had no other vehicles within it and turned slowly to line up with a door into the building. The chauffeur jumped out and hurried over to open the door for the woman who was his employer’s favourite wife. Then holding the door open and he looked straight ahead, careful to avoid ogling either of the two women until they were safely past and could not observe his lecherous hunger for them, especially the beautiful white woman.


Daura tugged on the chain in her hand deliberately catching the white woman off balance as she was getting out of the car. Angel jerked forwards as the collar around her neck pulled her down and forward. She bit back a curse. When Daura had produced the leather collar with its silver studs everything in Angel’s background had screamed in protest, but Angel’s resistance had ended when her dress fell around her feet. So he had bowed her head, and controlled her trembling as the African woman had fastened a symbol of slavery around her neck.


She had avoided the mocking gaze of the confident and arrogant African lady. Daura clearly enjoyed the power of having an attractive white woman leashed, and held the shining silvery chain that linked to the collar around Angel’s slender neck firmly. So Angel said nothing as she recovered her stance and stood tall, determined not to show any sign of her annoyance with the woman.


Daura smiled and looked down at the lightweight drapes that hung from the leather collar that she had clipped to it. They drifted lightly as Angel moved, shimmering around her. Each diaphanous drape was only six inches wide so as she moved the naked flesh beneath would be exposed to view in brief glimpses. As Angel walked the material would swish and curl around her offering flashes of her long tanned legs, tantalising peeks at full firm breasts.


Angel would never have dreamed of wearing such exotic clothing, if clothing it could be called. She knew each drape provided only limited protection from the lustful gaze of men and discovered that she found the whole situation quite arousing. If only she could restrain from making a fuss about Daura’s behaviour she would soon be on a stage in front of hundreds of men who would look at her and desire her.


A little thrill ran down her spine.


The whole situation was as though from her wildest sexual fantasy. She was about to be displayed on a stage deep in the heart of Africa, and then she was going to spread her legs and be fucked in front of them all. She would never have dreamed back in England that such a fantasy would ever take place, so when Daura tugged on the chain and looked at her in that superior way that she had. Angel went along with the woman.


“Now listen, and listen carefully.”


Angel looked up as Daura began speaking.


“Inside we will go through a corridor and up some steps. There will be a handrail on your right you can use as a guideline. I mention this as I am going to put a blindfold on you.”


Daura watched as Angel’s eyes widened and for a moment she saw a look of uncertainty on her face.


“This is, as you know an initiation. That in itself is just a word. Your participation is the key. It represents your willingness to submit to any male member of the Club! From this point any male member of the Club is entitled to take his pleasure of you anyway he wants.”


Daura watched a tremble overcome the woman in front of her.


“There will be no ambiguity about this. You will not be able to decide he is too old, or too young; too fat or not pleasing to you. If he is male and wants you to pleasure him then you will pleasure him…”


She paused to see how her words were affecting Angel. The woman had closed her eyes and Daura imagined her imagination was in overdrive. She had found that so many of these white wives of professional educated men were much the same. On the outside they seemed full of restraint and proper behaviour, but inside simpering with a need for sexual debasement of the kind their loving husbands could never give them.


She tugged on the chain. Angel’s eyes popped open and she looked across at Daura.


She waved to her chauffeur.


“The blindfold.”





Angel had heard the murmur of voices fall silent as she was led blindfolded and chained by Daura Farei. The silence was momentary then a surge of noise enveloped her as the African men in the audience roared their approval as a stunningly beautiful white woman was brought out before them. Each and every one of them knew that the gorgeous white beauty standing on that stage in those see-through diaphanous robes as from this day forward going to be available to fuck.


They stamped their feet.


They banged fists on strong wooden tables.


They stood and roared out their approval.


Angel’s heart pounded at the deep masculine volume rose and rose. Her stomach leapt into her mouth, which went dry, even as the spot between her legs flooded in moisture as though her body anticipated being on the receiving end of that African appreciation.


She licked her dry lips. Amid the male voices she could hear women calling out. Women whose voices gave away they were white not African. She stood proud, shoulders back, head tall. She was better than all those women in the audience. She would not be shy or intimidated by them or the men.


As she thrust her chest forward she felt her nipples harden against the material of the drapes. She shifted her hips slightly knowing it would make the drapes shift and flow around her exposing her lithe shapely body and its golden tan.


The roar from the audience intensified and Angel could not suppress a grin of delight.


“Get her on the bed!” A voice roared.


“Spread her legs!” She heard a white woman call.


“Fuck Her!” Several voices shouted.


Angel found her breath catching in her throat.


“Tie her down!”


“How much to buy her!” A voice called and Angel found her senses fluttering.


“Give her one for Africa!” Another yelled.


“On the Bed! On the Bed! One the Bed! On the Bed!”


The chant rose across the hall as more voices male and female took up the call. The tug from the chain was therefore not unexpected as Daura pulled the proud woman towards the bed. She wondered if Angel would remain so full of herself if she knew who she was about to be ravished by? She walked around the woman who was now standing close by the bed, even if she did not know it and nodded to the waiting African men waiting by the stage. They rushed forward even as Daura pushed hard and Angel arms flailing lost her balance and fell backwards.


Angel felt a moment of panic as she felt herself being thrust backwards. She had hardly had a moment to think before her legs collided with the bed and she started to fall backwards out of control. Daura laughed at the momentary panic passing across the white woman then she was sprawled on her back on the bed.


Angel’s arms legs flailed as went backwards, she jerked her head forward then it fell back bouncing on to the bed. She felt a momentary relief as she landed on the bed then her wrists and strong hands seized wrists ankles and she felt her limbs being pulled apart. She struggled for a moment but the men were far stronger than her. Moments later she felt leather straps being fastened around her slim wrists and ankles. She stopped struggling for a moment and the men at her hands and feet were quick and proficient and soon stepped away.


More cheers rose from the audience. Many of the cheering had spent years in the bush fighting a guerrilla war against the hated white colonials. Angel may have come from England and would have had nothing to do with those struggles but for some of them seeing an exceptionally attractive white woman chained down on a bed was a sight they had once only dreamed of as wild fantasy.


They stomped and cheered and yelled their pleasure as they watched the woman on the bed pull and tug at the chains that held her down on the bed before she sank back and seemed to relax for a moment.


Then abruptly the room fell silent.


Angel’s head came up wondering what had happened. The blindfold cut off all sight even as her head moved around wondering what was happening.


A laugh broke the silence and a murmuring rose from the audience.


Daura grinned as her two step-sons tentatively stepped on to the stage. Fourteen year old Matthew and thirteen year old Joe looked a bit a self conscious as they both stepped out on to the stage. They were naked, but their embarrassment did not extend to their cocks, which stood erect and urgent as their eyes devoured the sight of the semi-naked white woman on the bed. They had met Angel Scott once before a dinner party before their father had taken her off to bed.


Their eyes were on her full firm breasts, the exposed silky tanned thighs offered sensual promise and delights to come. They flexed their hands eager to get their hands on the curvy full bodied flesh laid out before them and chained down so they could do whatever they wanted.


“Go for it boys!”


Another few laughs broke out, and a few more cheers spread across the room.


“Is she a birthday treat for them?”


“God I bet those boys can go for ever!” The last husky voice had belonged to a white woman as she gazed hungrily at the firm boy cocks. She knew only too well the feverish energy of young black boys when offered sex on a plate. They were little different from the older men when it came to lustful hunger.


More good-humoured laughter filled the room.


“Don’t worry only men have cocks like that!”


“Young Bulls.”


“Mount your heifer lads!”


The two boys looked from the white woman sprawled across the bed, with arms and legs strapped apart, licked their lips and looked back to Daura who nodded. The two young lads rushed for the bed jostling each other.


“Remember what I told you!” Daura yelled at them.


The two boys groaned and came to halt as they looked down at the lovely white woman. Mathew wanted to push his cock between her soft luscious lips, while the younger lad Joe wanted to push his way between those lovely satiny thighs and feel them wrap around him as he pushed his cock urgently into her hot tightness.


Instead both boys rolled their eyes at each other. Matthew waved Joe to the other side of the bed, and then he reached down and pushed the drapes aside exposing the woman’s full round breasts.


Angel held still as she felt her breasts exposed. Her nipples had already thickened and hardened. She waited expectantly stirring and testing once more the restraints holding down. Then she gasped, as hot wet mouths seemed to clamp on both her nipples at the same time. She jerked then pushed her breasts into the suckling mouths. Her hips humped upwards, as she felt a thrill run through her as though there was a nerve linking her nipples to her loins and she humped her hips urgently. She flexed her thighs instinctively, spreading them as the urgent hot tingling engulfing her nipples spread down to her heated womanhood.


The two boys practiced what they had learned from their English governess, Natalie, and each nibbled sucked and licked at the pert nipple. Their father had taught them a strict discipline even when taking pleasure in a woman. It had taken them a long time to curb their urgent youthful lust, but had learned that a little time spent preparing a woman usually meant she was more willing to do whatever they wanted later.


The boys looked at each other across Angel’s body and their eyes met and they nodded to each other then began a sequence that they had discovered drove Natalie wild. Would it work on this woman? Matthew began, flicking a tongue across one nipple. Then Joe matched it by licking her other nipple moments later. Then Matthew ran his tongue around his nipple, followed moment later Joe ran his tongue around the other nipple. They both looked at each other again then both boys simultaneously gripped their respective nipples in ivory teeth and worried the wrinkled hard flesh. The both enjoyed the way the woman bucked in response.


Angel was in torment! It was an exquisite torment as her sensitive nipples were inflamed and swollen to an intensity she could not recall. She could feel nothing but the hot sucking mouths on her breasts. No stroking, fondling hands; no heavy male body pressing close. She lay on the bed blindfolded seeing nothing while two tongues licked at one of the most sensitive parts of her body. She bucked her hips, even though her legs were chained apart. She wanted to spread them wider.


Angel wanted cock!


She felt an urgent need to be filled. For a male hardness to drive into her!


Instead two mouths were driving her mad with desire. She thrust her chest forward pushing her breasts into the tow mouths tormenting her tingling swollen nibs. She released a groan as both mouths nibbled and bit at her highly sensitive nipples. The contrast of hard teeth, soft tongues, and hungrily clamping lips was driving her wild.


The two boys stopped and looked over their handiwork as the shapely white woman squirmed on the bed. Their youthful eyes swept over full shapely thighs splayed apart and held by the light silvery chains. The parts of her body exposed by the dishevelled drapes had a glowing tan.


“Don’t stop! Oh please don’t stop now!”


Africans in the audience laughed to hear the white women plead to two young African boys!


Matthew and Joe smiled at each other then Matthew nodded to his brother and both moved closer to the woman’s spread thighs. Matthew dropped a hand onto the softness of the woman’s upper thigh. Across the bed Joe did the same. Then both boys started to stroke their fingertips up along the inner surface marvelling at the satin soft feel of her skin. Angel moaned and humped at the hands between her legs as the two African boys explored the marvellous warm and shapely legs.


Matthew took the initiative and leaned forward to cup the woman’s mound. For a moment his hand enclosed her heated vulva savouring the feel of the heated wet flesh, then he squeezed lightly enjoying the way the excited woman thrust her pussy at his caressing hand. Then with one finger he expertly parted the entrance to her womanhood, dipping an exploring digit between her secret sex lips and opening her up. Then at the top of her pussy his finger ran over a hard nubbin of flesh that he realised must be her clitoris. He brought up a second finger and at first gently squeezed the smaller hard button between his fingers delighting in the frenzied jerking his actions triggered in this mature older woman.


Matthew released his grip and returned to stroking the delightful soft flesh of her thigh, nodding to Joe who on cue ran his own hand up to cup the older white woman’s pussy, which by now was leaking fluid at an impressive rate to the young thirteen year old boy. He pushed his fingers inside her womanhood pushing aside the wet slippery flesh that no longer protected the entrance to her body. He stiffened a finger then pushed it up inside the woman. He liked the way she seemed to freeze as his finger entered her body.


His first knuckle passed through the inner muscled of cunt then a second knuckle passed those same muscles, and he thrust his finger as far into the now squirming woman. For a moment he held his finger deep insider her, then he wriggled it about. He loved the way this beautiful white women wriggled and jerked on his thirteen year old finger as he worked it around and around in her pussy.


Then he pulled his finger free setting of a moaning protest from the now highly aroused white wife. Joe nodded to Matthew who stepped forward and ran his own hand up to the slickly wet juncture of her thighs. Matthew sank a finger into the hot wet tightness lubricating his finger then he pulled it out and aimed at a lower tighter opening. He stiffened his finger and with no preparation thrust it brutally through the clamping resistant muscle.


Angel stiffened and jerked at the sudden intrusion.


“Oh!”


Matthew grinned, it was a cruel triumphant smile, as an inner thrill overtook him as the helpless woman gasped in sudden pain. Then he curled his finger deep inside the woman’s rectum and started rubbing his finger in circles inside the sphincter muscle that had been unable to resist his firm thrust.


“Oh God!”


He enjoyed the way the woman trembled around his working finger. Her hips rose and trembled as he worked his finger hard and forcefully inside her tight rear end. Angel was torn between the painful force of the finger, and the already excited tingling coming from her sphincter. The young teenage black boy grinned at the way the older white woman jerked around on his probing finger.


Then he pulled the finger free and Angel gasped again.


The two brothers looked at each other and then at Daura who nodded to them both. Both boys repositioned themselves kneeling on either side of the bed. They looked again at Daura who leaned down and grasped Angel’s dark short hair in her hand.


“Keep still!” She ordered the wriggling over stimulated white woman.


Momentarily Angel held herself still, then both boys leaned forward and their mouths simultaneously encircled and devoured the women’s soft ears. Angel moaned again as a hot wetness engulfed her sensitive ears. Then she shivered as hot nimble tongues thrust inside the soft interior. Both tongues curled and swirled causing her to raise her hips and hump the air.


“I want to be fucked,” she wailed.


The Africans in the audience roared and many of the white women jumped up and added their yells to the general mayhem. Elsewhere in the hall a number of white women and girls had already been pushed to their knees beneath tables and had their mouths filled with straining aroused black manhood.


The two boys had practiced this with Natalie and loved making the woman on the bed in front of them gasp and squirm as they savoured the clean freshness of the woman’s soft ear. They thrust and circled their tongues pushing and circling deep into her ears as she bucked and shivered between them. Then Matthew pulled his tongue clear and could not resist the temptation of her straining slender neck. His lips dropped to the soft skin and he nibbled and kissed and licked the pale white skin exposed by her straining head.


Joe looked up to see what his brother was doing and noticed the way the woman’s arms were chained above her head had left her armpits exposed. There was no sign of stubble of hair and he tucked his own head down and licked at the soft skin.


Angel squealed at the feel of the hot wet licking underneath her arm but the chained arms meant she could do nothing to protect the skin there. Matthew looked up to see what had set the woman to squealing and seeing what his brother was doing he dipped his head to her other armpit and began licking on the other side of the woman. That only increased her frantic wriggling and gasping protests as the two boys licked and lapped at two of the most sensitive parts of her body.


Then both boys sensing, they had driven the woman to enough distraction, stopped and pulled away for a moment. They looked at each other for a moment, and then both reached out to cup and fondle one of the white woman’s full upstanding breasts. Their hands grasped and squeezed the round firm flesh, enjoying the lovely orbs, running palms over the still aroused nipples, their young hands savouring the pleasure of a woman’s full breasts.


“For God’s Sake will someone fuck me,” Angel wailed. More laughter and cheering erupted from the watching hall where men and women were enthralled by the spectacle of two young black boys sexually tormenting the mature woman tied to the bed on the stage.


Then both boys released their grip on her breasts and stepped clear of the squirming, gasping woman. As if on cue both boys walked to the foot of the bed, their eyes never leaving the lovely half naked body of the expatriate wife, who was being driven to exquisite distraction by the two adolescent black boys totally unaware, due to the blindfold, of the youthful age of the two lads.


Standing at the end of the bed, both boys nodded to each other then reached out to grasp one of Angel’s feet. They had to kneel as the chains prevented then from raising her feet high. The boys leaned forward and lightly kissed the woman’s instep before their tongues flicked out and licked softly at the skin they knew from practicing with Natalie, their malleable governess, was exceptionally sensitive. Angel jerked her feet and wailed again as the wet tongues licked at the inner part of her foot.


“Ohhh … God!”


‘When would this pleasure ever stop? Why didn’t they understand she just needed to be filled with hard cock!’ She struggled between wanting to pull her feet free from the exquisite licking tongues and wanting to thrust her feet hard into their faces. It took great self-control just to allow the hands grasping her feet to hold them in place and not wave her feet around, while at the same time their tongues were sending tingling shivers of delight through her.


Daura stepped forward and reaching down unclipped the drapes from the collar around Angel’s neck. With a few tugs the material was pulled free. Matthew looked up as the full delights of the curvy white woman’s body were revealed. He grinned at his brother and moved between her widespread, chained apart thighs. He planted a kiss just behind her knee and then started kissing his way down her inner thigh, with little flicks if his tongue savouring the taste of clean white flesh.


Angel bucked and humped in eager anticipation of the tonguing she realised was about to happen. Her pussy pulsed and throbbed in hungry need. She was always willing to forego cock at least for a little while in return for a hot licking tongue between her legs. Then a tongue seemed to push straight between the lips of her womanhood and spear into the hot liquid depths within.


“Yes!” She yelled. “Yes, Yes!”


She thrust her hips at the face between her thighs, a little thrill passing through her at the knowledge that it was a black face tight up between her silken thighs. She struggled to restrain her hips to allow the tongue between her legs to maximise the pleasure it was giving. The chains on her ankles restrained her natural inclination to clamp her thighs around the head bobbing between her thighs, while the chains on her wrists prevented her from grasping the head and pulling it close or directing the licking tongue to where she really wanted it. Instead she had to exercise immense self-control and try to keep her hips still while the energetic lapping tongue drove her crazy with lust.


Then a hand grasped her head and turned it to one side. She was momentarily confused until she felt a fleshy hardness push against her mouth. She felt an instant relief and opened her lips and bobbed her head forward to eagerly suck the hard cock into her mouth.


Joe closed his eyes at the white woman’s mouth slithered eagerly down his young black cock. He flexed his buttocks and jerked as her tongue stroked over his cock while warm lips clamped around his thickness and seemed to want to swallow his cock down her throat as her head bobbed forward. He placed a hand behind her head and held her in place as he looked down in wonder at the sight of a truly beautiful white woman voraciously sucking on his cock.


He gripped her head and thrust with his hips forcing his cock deeper, making the woman gasp and gurgle, as he held her head tightly in place. He could not restrain an urgent frenetic thrusting between the sweet gripping lips. Angel moaned around the urgent thrusting cock. The hand behind her head combined with her chained limbs made her feel uniquely helpless and that seemed to make the whole situation all that more thrilling despite the discomfort of the hard male bar that seemed to be wanting to thrust itself urgently into her throat.


Joe could take it no longer as his youthful balls churned and then sent a surge of juice spurting deep into the woman’s mouth. He delighted when he realised she was making no attempt to pull away and that incited him to be even more forceful. He jerked on her head pulling it closer, forcing his cock deeper as it jerked, throbbed and spewed his youthful semen into her.


Angel was swallowing as quickly as she could. There was something different about the semen spurting into her mouth. She couldn’t quite place it. It did not seem as strong and pungent as that of her lover and his friends, but it was just as full and tasty. She swallowed down as much of the spurting juice as she could lapping with her tongue at the jerking cock hoping to draw more of the delicious spunk into her mouth.


She moaned in disappointment when the still hard cock pulled free of her mouth. It had not gone soft despite all the tasty juice that had shot in repeated spurts down her throat. She was sure that if she could just keep working on it she could coax another load of tasty juice from it. To add to her woes the bobbing head between her legs between her legs stopped licking and for a moment she was alone on the bed.


She tested the chains still holding her wrists and ankles apart before sinking back on the bed.


“Don’t stop … don’t stop … not now!”


Her words were soft and low but they carried across the hall to the watching men and women who stirred into conversation again having been temporarily silenced by the action taking place on the bed. The murmuring background voices reminded Angel she was naked on a bed in front of hundreds of people, sending a new shiver through her. Then she felt the bed shift as a weight climbed onto it and she tensed in anticipation of what was going to happen next.


Matthew crawled up between the white woman’s golden tanned thighs. He drank in their full shapely legs and the lovely softness of her skin. His eyes roved over her slender waist and the full upstanding breasts that beckoned him onwards and upwards but Matthew had finally had enough foreplay. Matthew wanted the hot tight opening between her legs to engulf and squeeze his manhood. He lowered his body onto the comfortable warmth of the woman before readjusting his hips as he sought out the entry to her body.


Angel felt the hot hardness press against her thighs and groaned in relief as she realised she was finally going to be fucked. She raised her hips, moving to intercept the hardness now thrusting between her legs. She was wide open and ready when the cock finally found her entrance and bucked her hips in an attempt to grab it. Matthew did not wait for and surged his body forward as soon as he found her opening.


Angel’s gasp was heard throughout the hall triggering another round of cheering and yelling. Matthew’s eyes widened as his young cock slithered into the hot wet womanhood of the older woman. He threw himself on top of the soft warm body and thrust for all his worth into the tightly clasping interior. The woman beneath him bucked and humped her body up and towards him. He had to reach up to grab her shoulders to gain some stability on the squirming, jerking woman. Then he used his male strength and vigour to drive her back down onto the bed as he drove his young manhood as deep as he could inside her.


Angel pulled at her chains her natural instinct to enfold the man on top of her thwarted by the restraints on her wrists. She tried to grasp him with her hips but they were chained apart. Her eyes were wide under the blindfold but she could see nothing and all her senses seemed focussed on the black manhood that was urgently pistoning into her with what seemed like frenetic urgency


There was nothing, nothing at all she could do, to contribute to the eager lust of the African on top of her. She was helpless, completely helpless, chained and spread so an African male could take his pleasure with her. Unable to do anything at all but receive the rampant lusting thrusts of the male on top of her! She felt a profound emotion sweep over her.


The feeling of submission seemed to sweep over her, and then felt the strangest sensation tingle through her body. A feeling of weak femininity seemed to surge through her in a way she had never experienced before. She was a woman designed to be fucked, and here she was chained and spread so a male could mount and ride her. After this one was finished how many more would mount her body and slake their lusts on her helpless. Were the black men from the audience already queuing to take their turn on her?


The wicked thought triggered her orgasm and her body jerked, throbbed and then in a surge of strength that caught Matthew completely off guard. She thrust her body up and young Matthew unable to maintain his grasp on the bucking woman seemed to fly backwards. As his cock jerked out of the woman the audience roared at the sight of his man juice squirting through the air in a series of flying spurts as the young African boy’s excitement got the better of him.


Angel wailed as the wonderful cock disappeared from her body.


“No, don’t stop. Keep fucking me!”


Her anxiety at the abrupt end of her ravishment ended as a second male body seemed to hurl itself on top of her. This body was more slender that the previous but the urgent hard bar of male flesh that was thrusting between her legs and sliding hotly along the soft inner skin of her thigh was all the cock she could want. She forced herself to hold still while the new bucking, thrusting, body on top of her seemed to struggle to find her entrance then she gasped as a second male cock thrust into her.


“Yes!” She wailed triggering another roar of approval from deep African voices, and shrill cries from excited and aroused white women who longed to take Angel’s place but turned instead to their African partners eager to take advantage of their lust filled black partners.


Daura stepped forward and leaned down to whisper in Angel’s ear.


“Are you ready to be unchained and embrace your lover!”


“Yes!”


Angela gasped as the new male thrust and rammed at her in what seemed like boundless enthusiasm. If she could hold him steady and direct his eager thrusting it would be better for her, much better the new man above her seemed full of energy but lacked the patience to pleasure her properly and his wild jabs into her body were disorientating.


She lay there beneath her latest rampant lover as Daura unlocked and released her arms, then when her arms were free she reached for and grasped the man above realising he was actually quite slim and shorter than herself. She ran her hands up and down the male body that seemed to want to drive her into the mattress. He had slim shoulders, and a narrow waist, but the arms were muscular. There was not an ounce of fat she realised on this vigorous man.


Her legs were still chained apart and there was no sign of Daura releasing her ankles. She had an urgent desire to wrap her legs around the man on top of her the better to direct and control his thrusting hips. She reached down to grasp his buttocks. Her white hands slid over the surprisingly smooth black flesh and grasped the round orbs.


At last she could direct and have some control over the eager ramming of her womanhood. She shivered at the feel of the jerking trembling urgency was being that transmitted through the quivering, thrusting bucking bottom that she was now trying to direct into a more stable, if no less urgent thrusting. Her hands curled and dug into the round flesh gripping tightly before urging the thrusting manhood into a more regular pattern of passion stirring hard stabs into her more than receptive body.


Behind her she realised that the African woman had stepped close again and then she felt her hands behind her head loosening the blindfold. It took only moments before it slid away. At first her eyes were dazzled by the bright lights above the stage which served to remind her that she was indeed on a stage and the lights above highlighted her and the urgent African male mounted on top of her.


She looked down and her eyes widened in shock as she looked into the grinning wide-eyed boy that was Joshua’s youngest brat of a son.


“But you’re just a boy!” … She could not suppress her surprise as the ‘boy’s’ cock jerked and throbbed and seemed to dance its way back up and high into her pussy. Nor did she release her grasp on his buttocks, or stop pulling his loins tight up close to her own loins. She looked into his eyes and saw only a hot hungry urgency in them and shivered, a shiver that seemed to pass through her very soul.


“How old are you?”


She asked, though even as she asked she dreaded to hear the answer.


“Thirteen.” The boy blurted through gasping urgent lips. The lad seemed to realise a crisis was overtaking the situation and seemed to become even more determined to get his satisfaction as he ferociously thrust between the spread thighs of the beautiful white woman beneath him.


Angel felt a huge surge of confusion sweep through. ‘Thirteen, Christ I’m fucking a minor!’ While her mind grappled with the enormity however her body continued its urgent womanly response to the hard male cock that was spearing up into her centre. Her hands did not release her grip on the thrusting buttocks that were urgently driving a hard stabbing, lancing black cock deep and high into her body.


There was nothing minor about the young cock deep in her body.


‘No’, she realised he was not a minor! She recalled the age of consent for ‘men’ in Zimbabwe was only eight years old, so he could not be a minor. Her conscience swatted away the law in Zimbabwe. She came from England and all her culture and training was ingrained in her. The boy above her was a minor!


But she could not release her grip on his urgent thrusting buttocks, nor could she stop the upward thrust of her hips as she matched the humping of the ‘boy’ above her.


‘Did it really matter’ she wondered. She was not abusing this boy she was chained down legs apart while the lad urgently sought to satisfy his masculine lust. All that was needed was for him to learn to improve his technique from the urgent repeated ramming that seemed to have overtaken him.


Then she realised that even if she had not been chained down she would not have refused to spread her legs for this boy if Igwe or Joshua had demanded it. Now that she had experienced his useful urgency she realised she would not refuse this boy anytime he might in the future demand she spread her legs for him. She suppressed the fleeting momentary guilt as her inner conscience tried to reassert itself, and was surprised how easily she had been able to suppress that pang of guilt.


Besides now that she was a member of the Harare Women’s Club she would not be entitled to refuse any black male that demanded the use of her body … as that realisation sunk deeper her body began to shake and tremble as an overwhelming orgasm engulfed her.


The roars from the audience only seemed to send her orgasm into further frenzy, while young Joe’s eyes widened, as his young cock seemed to get grasped and squeezed in an incredibly tight spasm. His own moment came and with almost blessed relief his juices surged from young balls to spurt into the hungry chasm that was the centre of the white woman’s humping lust.


As the young boy jerked, and his cock throbbed and spurted Angel went into an even higher all encompassing frenzy. If her legs had not been chained down and her pussy was not so tightly grasping the spurting young black cock the teenage boy would not have been able to stay on top of the bucking woman.


The crowd of watching men and women rose to their feet hooting and yelling in delight.





Angel walked through the jostling crowd of men and women. Daura walked in front of her chain in hand. A chain connected to the collar around Angel’s slender white neck as though she was a slave girl.


Daura had refitted the drapes to her collar, but they provided little protection to the grasping stroking hands that reached out to touch her. In public she would have slapped their hands away, but this was not a public place and she had given up her right to protest, nor she realised, as hand reached across to grope and fondle a breast, did she want to protest. The exploring hands were exciting, and it was thrilling to be the centre of attention of so many men in this way.


She shivered as she wondered how many of the men milling around her had erections after watching her on stage. The guilt that she momentarily felt on realisation that she had just been mounted and ridden by two adolescent black boys rather than two men had slipped away. They may have been young but their cocks had been hard and full of spurting juices and she had never even realised that there were just boys until the blindfold had been removed.


Daura gave a pull on the chain as she manoeuvred through the crowd. She knew only too well that if she tarried too long some horny African would push Angel face down across the table and thrust his cock in her so she had to keep me moving. She tugged the chain again.


Angel followed Daura across the room. Men stood aside to let her pass, but their hands took their fill of her warm flesh as they stroked and squeezed. They all knew it was only a matter of time if she became a regular before they would have a chance to sample her womanly charms themselves.


Women joined the men, issuing complements, and wishing her well, as well as congratulating her. She noticed that Joshua had appeared close by to her left and was helping to keep the men at bay and escort her through the crowd. She wondered what he would think after seeing her ridden vigorously by his two sons!


Then Joseph and appeared on her right also acting as a shield and escort. She had not realised the two men had been in the audience, but was not surprised when Ngorro duly appeared lumbering through the crowd his sheer bulk pushing the crowd aside.


The three men soon had created an effective corridor and Daura was able to lead her charge through to the wide double fronted doors that led to the swimming pool. They proceeded through that area into an avenue decorated with trees and bushes and colourful tropical flowers. Scattered along both sides of the avenue were chalet style cabins and Daura strolled down a white footpath until she found the cabin she had booked and led Angel inside followed by the three friends of lover, Igwe Orizu.


Angel was disappointed her lover did not seem to be here, but she did not allow that to cloud her feeling of triumph that she had so wowed the audience. She had not expected to have such a strong feeling of satisfaction at the applause and praise she had received.


The door closed and the Africans gathered around her. Daura had turned and faced her looking her in the eye.


“Well … are you going to thank me?”


Angel was caught off guard for a moment, and then nodded her head. She had not thought of thanking the woman and for a moment did not know what to say. She looked into Daura’s dark eyes and could see the predatory gleam within, and remembered the way the woman had used that strap on dildo on her. She was also the wife of Joshua standing behind her. She nodded again.


“Yes, of course, thank you … err.”


“Stupid woman!”


Daura’s cold words cutting off her thanks felt like a slap in the face.


The tug on the chain was forceful and hard, pulling Angel off balance. Hands on her shoulders pushed her down and she sank to her knees trying to recover her balance. As she did so Daura’s traditional African dress slid from her shoulders and settled at her feet. Daura stepped forward kicking the dress to one side.


Angel looked up at the strong African woman’s naked body. For a moment Angel thought she looked like an ebony Amazon warrior. Then Daura stepped closer and grasped the hair of the kneeling white woman and tugged her forward. Angel’s whimper was instinctive as her face was tugged forward between strong black thighs.


Daura looked down as the proud white woman had her beautiful face pushed firmly into the dark tight curls between her loins.


“Now thank me properly!”


Another little whimper seemed to escape from the kneeling woman, than Daura sighed as the woman’s hot wet tongue lapped across her pussy. Joshua watching from behind his eyes took in the full curves of round derriere. He cupped and massaged his cock as he realised the kneeling woman still had an unused orifice.


Angel kneeling with her face buried deep in the hot strong thighs of the African woman heard the thrilling sound of a zipper being lowered and her heart leaped and her stomach lurched. Instinctively she raised her hips and jutted out her bottom in invitation…





Mark drove home with a sense of urgency. He had left work early and was driving faster than he should, though the journey normally only took five minutes. Amanda was due home from her boarding school and while he normally would not leave work before 5pm he was worried what might happen if he did not get home early.


His trust in his wife was at a very low ebb at the moment and he dreaded that she would deliver up Amanda to her lover on a silver platter if he was not there to prevent it. He put his foot down on the accelerator he had meant to leave half an hour earlier but the urgent call from the Construction Ministry could not have been ignored.


Now as he drove home he wondered if Igwe Orizu could have engineered that call to delay him at the office. With sudden nervousness he pressed the accelerator down further and shot past a startled driver who was not used to such speeds from other drivers in Harare leafy tree lined ways.


Mark was not worried by traffic police since Harare’s few police cars were generally hogged by senior officers as their perks of office and there was little chance if he encountered such an officer that they would know how to operate any of the speed guns or be sober enough to give chase. He had not heard of any speed traps in the city but since there was a power cut across the city there was no risk from that quarter.


But there was a risk that a black man had a hard on for his precious daughter!


He pressed the accelerator to the floor and tyres squealed as he took a corner to tightly. Roads in Zimbabwe generally has wide spill off areas but in Harare tree trunks lined the roads and he gathered up his nerves and eased off the pedal. He would be home soon, his fingers drummed on the wheel.


He honked his horn one hundred yards from the villa gates in urgent warning to Kaifus, their gardener, to get the gates open for him. He had to brake hard to stop at the gates, horn hooting, while a flustered Kaifus came at running fumbling for the key. Mark felt a slight guilt as he slammed his foot down on the accelerator and shot through the barely opened gates and a startled Kaifus fell backwards. It was fortunate he fell on to the soft watered lawn.


Through the mirror he noted a puzzled Kaifus sit up and look after him. He would have to apologise to him later, the man was over sixty years old after all. He tried to calm down but his nerves were on edge.


He braked to a stop in front of the villa with another sharp squeal of brakes. He was undoing the strap holding him in when Robert’s young face appeared looking through the gates that housed the small yard near the kitchen where the dogs were sometimes restrained. The look of concern on Robert’s face gave him pause and he tried to gather his thoughts. He unclipped himself and opened the car door and was about to get out when Amanda appeared behind Robert looking over the top of the gate and compound wall also looking concerned.


He sighed and sat back in that car as the moment of panic receded.


He looked across at Amanda. She was looking so fresh and innocent. He paused a bit further as he realised that without even him particularly noticing she had blossomed into a very pretty girl indeed. Perhaps she was even more beautiful than her mother.


He shook his head, clearing his head. She was still only a girl, still only fourteen years of age, despite her airs of maturity. Was the boarding school turning her into a young woman so soon?


Gathering himself together and feeling far calmer now he pushed open the car door and climbed out of the car.


“Is something wrong Daddy,” Amanda’s concerned softly spoken words only added to Mark’s embarrassment as old Kaifus, looking as reproachable as an employee politely could be, ambled down the drive.


“Everything’s fine my little flower girl.” He replied. He saw her little pout as he used the childhood term that he liked, but had carelessly forgotten Amanda thought herself grown up now and did not approve the endearment. He smiled wryly.


“Kaifus,” he called out as the old gardener. The old man looked up making a poor show of hiding his disapproval. “I do apologise. Can if offer you a whisky?”


The transformation in Kaifus was immediate as his eyes brightened, his back straightened, and a happy grin crossed his face.


“Yes Sir! Yes indeed, only too happy to accept a drink of your finest Scotch!”


Mark nodded, give me half an hour Kaifus and we can both sit together and have a drink and you can give me a report on the garden. He turned back to Robert and Amanda.


“Is your mum home?”


Amanda nodded though she pulled a face. The girl seemed very quick to disapprove of her mother these days. Mark dismissed it as teenage trauma.


“Can I have a whisky too?” Robert piped up. Mark smiled and tussled his hair. “No Robert, but you can have a Coke with lots of ice.” Robert smiled, he was easily pleased especially when his father was paying attention to him. “Perhaps we can play croquet later?”


The carefully trimmed lawn was ideal for the game.


“Mummy’s already gone to bed. Why is she always tired when she comes home? Does she work too?” Mark patted Robert’s head and looked across to Amanda for confirmation.


“She went to bed shortly after I arrived home.”


Mark strolled into the house, dropping his brief case near the front door, and walked down the corridor to their bedroom. He was careful to close the door behind him to avoid curious ears. Angel was asleep in the bed, her tussled hair framed a glowing face. She looked utterly satisfied away in a dream world of her own.


It did not take him long to change, and then he sat by her on the bed and stroked away the hair on either side of her face. She smiled in her sleep as he his fingers caressed her soft lovely cheek. Then her eyes shot open and she looked up for a moment disorientated.


“Oh it’s you.”


He smiled and she tentatively smiled back.


“Your tired? Did you go to that new Club and have a work out?”


She looked sharply at Mark wondering if somehow he knew.


“Just because you are new to the Club you shouldn’t overdo it just to show off how fit you are. You need to take it easy. Those exercise machines can be deceptive in how much they take out of you.”


“Oh … yes … the exercise machines…”


She nodded and yawned.


“I’m tired. Look why don’t you take the kids to the Sheraton for a meal tonight. It’s Friday night and there will probably be a band playing and Amanda can play at being all grown up. I just want to go back to sleep for a while.”


She reached up and stroked her husband’s hand.


“I’ll be here when you come home and maybe we can have some fun together.”


She looked up and noticed the dark concern appear in his eyes.


“Don’t worry I won’t be gone when you come home. I’ll be here waiting. You could even chain me to the bed if you want.”


Mark looked at her sharply and saw the mischievous twinkle in her eyes.





Mark parked the car in the car park of the Sheraton Hotel and looked around. The car park was quite full even for a Friday night. Robert was quite excited to be out late after dark, though sunset came around 6pm in this part of the world.


Amanda strolled on ahead looking quite calm and sophisticated. Though she wore no make up and was dressed in a loose shirt and trousers she still seemed to have a natural grace that reminded him so much of her mother.


Mark locked up the car after checking the steering lock was secure. Car theft was a serious problem in Harare and Mark was not foolish enough the Sheraton was a safer place to park the company car. Though at least the country had little in the way of violent crime.


Satisfied he turned to follow his children. Robert had skipped ahead and unusually was holding his elder sister’s hand as they strolled to towards the hotel entrance joining the others heading into the best hotel in Harare. For a moment they looked a picture of family domesticity.


Mark found his eyes drawn to the plump round curves tightly encased in Amanda’s trousers. It was not usual to see Amanda wearing anything but the loosest and baggy clothing. The trousers she wore today seemed to cling to a derriere that was surprisingly full and curvy. He realised his daughter was developing signs of womanhood and found it disconcerting.


It was also a sexy bottom.


Then he pulled his eyes away from his daughter’s bottom with a flush of guilt and a strong painful pang of emotion that seemed to strike at is heart. He looked around as his own heart beat fast wondering if anyone had seen him ogling his daughter’s bottom. To his right he noticed three smart suited African men also walking into the hotel. Their eyes were not on him, but on Amanda he realised. Their eyes fixed on her jaunty tightly covered curves.


‘Oh God’ he thought and picked up his pace to place himself between Amanda and the hungry eyed men.


Inside the hotel was bustling. There was a bar immediately on the right of the entrance. It was a really smart and modern bar that seemed out of context with most places in Harare, but the Sheraton in Harare was an avant-garde hotel at the forefront of modern design. The guests at the bar were a mix of tourists and therefore contained a fair number of white people as well as a number from the oriental races. There were even a few smartly dressed African women and he wondered if they were whores plying their trade in the exclusive setting of the most expensive hotel in Harare.


The majority around the bar were African men, but these were all smartly groomed in well-cut suites. This hotel was not the sort that would allow the working masses to soil its sacred halls. Mark recalled when he first arrived in Zimbabwe he had inadvertently visited the Hotel’s night club to find it packed tight with black men of what some might describe as the ‘lower orders.’ Factory workers, office workers and the domestic staff of the expats living in the city, he had also been surprised to see young white women in the bar, they had all been sitting with groups of around 5 relatively young black men who had clearly been possessive of the white women in their midst.


It was all quite different at the downstairs bar at the Sheraton, if it were not for the preponderance of very attentive black men it might even seem to be a normal setting. No doubt many of the tourists present would see nothing unusual and the women no doubt would be flattered by the attention being directed to them, even if their husbands or fathers looked a bit uncertain by it all.


Mark ushered Robert and Amanda passed the bar, and through the long carpeted hall towards the hotel’s main entrance. He noticed that a marquee had been set up and red carpet laid out leading into it. That was a sure sign that the local ruling party was having a formal dinner in the hotel that evening, though he knew the external marquee would be the setting for that private guarded function.


He led Robert and Amanda into the restaurant area where he was immediately recognised by the Maitre’d who quickly waved them in and led them to a prime window seat. Robert grinned at the African, who grinned back. Robert was a favourite with the staff who knew the good humoured young white boy would probably try to muscle in and join the band on the stage sometime during the evening.


Staff and guests were unusually tolerant of the entertaining young lad who frequently entertained guests with impromptu dances on the stage in front of the hotel band. Robert was already looking around to see what band was on stage and gave a friendly wave to the older African men who were playing a combination of old style instruments. Mark looked at the band apologetically but he could see the sparkling eyes of the genial old men who formed the band who had noticed the lively youngster’s arrival.


The menus arrived quickly, offered by smiling young African men who seemed to take a bit longer ensuring Amanda had what she needed. Mark caught Amanda’s eye and quick flush of embarrassment crossed her face. They chose the buffet option as they all knew it was of the highest quality and headed for the array of plates offering various delicacies. Mark was helping Robert sort out his plate and Amanda had moved off and started filling her plate when Mark saw another guest with plate in hand paused near Amanda, then casually reach down and run his hand over her bottom.


Amanda’s reaction was immediate she skipped to one side, the African sought to follow but Amanda turned and glared at him. Mark watched the African face up to his daughter then shrug, smile, say something to Amanda before walking off to another section of the plates. Amanda looked across the room to him and Mark raised an eyebrow to query if she was OK. Amanda shrugged, nodded and turned back to the plates. Robert noticed nothing; intent as he was on the wonders he was piling onto his plate.


“Are you OK Amanda?”


“It was nothing.” She replied settling her plate down on the table.


The meal passed quickly as Robert was never slow to empty his plate, and soon wandered off to quiz the other dining guests as he edged towards the stage. Amanda had been eyeing up the other guests and had noticed one of the other men seemed to paying more attention to her and her father. The African was dining with white woman, and a younger girl she assumed was the woman’s daughter, but he had kept glancing over towards her and her father.


The African, she had noticed, rose to his feet, and started making his way towards them, followed by the woman and her daughter. Their meal apparently finished.


“Do you know that man Daddy?”


Mark looked around having been keeping an eye on Robert and making sure he did not cause a nuisance to anyone. His eyes widened when he saw Igwe Orizu making his way towards them. For a moment Amanda saw consternation on her father’s face before calmness descended that Amanda knew as his ‘business meeting look.’


“Hello Mark, I don’t often see you in public, but then I tend to keep myself private. I trust Angel is well?”


Mark nodded curtly not wanting to start a conversation with this man, and keep him at their table longer than necessary. Igwe was looking at Amanda, who he saw was returning his gaze with curiosity.


“This must be your daughter Amanda, is that right?”


He stepped forward bowed as he took Amanda’s hand and raised it his lips brushing his lips across the fragrant youthful hand. Amanda was flustered and confused. This courteous behaviour was a surprise to her and a welcome change to the quick gropes she have become accustomed to from African men.


She looked up into his eyes and saw a humorous twinkle that brought a smile to her own face.


“Magnificent. Truly magnificent! You are even more beautiful than your mother.”


Susan looked confused and was wandering who this girl was that had attracted her lover’s interest. She did not like to be ignored like this, after all she had brought her own daughter Nicola, who, at sixteen years old was in her nubile prime, surely enough to keep Igwe’s attention on the two of them.


“So who is her mother? Should I know her?”


Her words came out in a rush, she had not intended to sound so shrill. Igwe frowned in irritation that Susan had still not learned her place some four years after her husband had abandoned her and gone home without her.


He stood and looked at her for a moment, and Susan’s throat went dry and she went quiet.


“Mark can I introduce you to Mrs Susan Richards, and this is her charming daughter Nicola.” Nicola smiled and bobbed and looked at the man who was eyeing her with an assessing look. She decided she would not mind being given to this man for the night, and smiled brightly offering her hand to shake then, when he took it, stepping forward to press her body against him.


“Ladies, this is Mark Scott, Angel’s husband.”


“Nicola, behave yourself.” Susan’s voice was brisk. She looked at Mark, then back at the pretty youngster still sitting at the table, then back at Mark, as the realisation sank in.


“Angel has a daughter! I didn’t know Angel had a daughter!”


Her gaze returned to Amanda who did not understand the woman’s concern, but clearly recognised the confusion and concern that seemed to be on the woman’s face. That confusion was replaced by a look of malevolent hostility that shocked Amanda as this strange woman glared at her. The woman quickly recovered herself and smiled sweetly offering Mark her hand.


Inside mild terror was clutching at Susan’s entrails. Angel Scott was one of Susan’s primary rivals for the attention of Igwe Orizu, and while she was undoubtedly a beautiful woman Susan’s trump card had always been Nicola. Her daughter’s ripe youthful bubbly character masked a deep submissive streak that African men loved. Her husband had left her four years ago after he discovered Susan had become addicted to black cock.


Nicola had been twelve years old at the time, a pretty, vivacious girl. When Susan had discovered the secret of living in comfort and luxury as the mistress of wealthy Africans was to provide them with whatever they wanted and discovered she liked kinky sex.


When the Government Minister who had provided her with a comfortable villa in Avondale in which to live had taken an interest in Nicola and called her over to him, the girl had stood submissively, if unsure in front of him. While he looked her over and asked her about her school, Susan had seen the look in the Minister’s eye and walked over to Nicola, smiled reassuringly, then kneeled down beside her daughter. She had looked the Minister in the eye and then reached under Nicola’s dress and pulled down the girl’s knickers.


Nicola had just stared at her mother in surprise. Her mother had spoken just a few words.


“The man wants to do something nice to you,” and urged her daughter onto the Minister’s lap.


Since then life had been very rosy for Susan.


It had been four years of easy living and Igwe Orizu and his circle of friends had provided some stability and security into her life until Angel Scott had strode through Igwe’s door that night months ago at the Philosophy Circle. The blasted woman had style and panache without even trying. Her stunning looks had remained perfectly intact even after that display of tears that had somehow resulted in Igwe unaccountable interest.


Sitting at that table was Susan’s worst nightmare.


The girl had sat there looking wide eyed while the African fool kissed her hand, Susan had not missed the ravenous look that had crossed his face, even if Mark and Amanda had been distracted by Nicola’s flirting with the girl’s father.


It had taken only one look for Susan to realise that Amanda Scott was her downfall and Angel’s victory. She ground her teeth in anger and sudden fear at what would happen to her if Igwe lost all interest in favour of Angel and that horrifyingly pretty girl that she just knew had that innocent freshness that would drive Igwe wild with lust.


“Well it was nice meeting you tonight Amanda. I hope to meet you again one day.”


‘Not if I can help it’ thought Mark, who for the first time wondered if it would be possible to buy a gun.


Igwe slipped his arm around Susan’s waist and reached out a hand for Nicola’s hand.


“Come Ladies, the night awaits us.”


Mark turned and watched the three depart, knowing that he was seeing one of his worst nightmares. Igwe may be walking off with Susan and Nicola tonight, but his mind was on those two women, or on Angel and Amanda in particular. He had not forgotten the comment by his friend at the Harare Wargames Club so many months ago that he had no need to worry about Igwe and Angel, as his friend had bitterly commented that ‘Igwe liked them young.’


He turned and looked at Amanda whose speculative eyes were also following the departing three people. He did not hear Susan’s petulant words as Igwe guided the clearly disturbed woman out of the hotel.


“I think it was very deceitful of Angel not to mention she had a daughter. You know I have always been open and honest with you. You can’t trust a woman like that.”


Nicola kept quiet. She instinctively felt that it was better to keep quiet. She was thinking it would be quite nice to have that pretty white girl eat her pussy in front of watching black men. She wondered of her mother’s aggrieved response was quite the right way to react to the situation.


Igwe for his part had already determined that when he got Susan back to his villa he was going to find his whip and give Susan a good thrashing to teach her how to behave better. Nicola could watch and learn.


Mark’s evening did not go well after that meeting. He was in turmoil. Perhaps the best thing to do would be to hand in his notice and get Amanda out of the country before it was too late. His contract required three month’s notice, but surely something could be done. He was not bothered if Angel remained in the country, though for reasons unknown he still loved her!


The rest of the evening seemed to last for ever, before Robert wandered back and announced.


“I’m tired Dad.”


That had been the signal for them all to leave.


It just so happened that as they left the guests arriving for the ruling party’s Charity Dinner were trooping through the lobby with the consequent increased security. They were obliged to wait for a few moments while the overly heavy security delayed mostly curious guests.


While they were waiting guests were trooping along the red carpet. Most of the men were middle aged, or older, some appeared to be in their sixties which was quite remarkable in an African country. Many of the accompanying women were in traditional African dress, though many more were in the most modern fashions and he suspected many had been bought direct from catwalk fashion presentations.


Amanda was watching it all with wide eyes. He looked at her and wondered if she wanted to wear dresses like this. He was less comfortable at the sight of young white women, dressed in the very best and stylish dresses, walking through on the arms of much older men. Older black men that could have been their fathers, and in some instances could have been their grandfathers. He had no doubt the young women trooping through with these men would be decorating the beds of these African men before the evening was over.


He glanced at Amanda and wondered if she realised this as well.


The drive home only added to his disquiet. There was not much traffic as he had come to expect. They had come to a stop at the traffic lights near the Greendale shops and to his embarrassment the stationary car lights had shone through the bushes to pick out the local gardening Lothario pumping away at girl who, judging by the red tartan skirt bunched around her waist, was a local schoolgirl.


The man was notorious for his sexual exploits in the neighbourhood and Angel seemed to find him amusing rather than embarrassing, but it was not Angel sitting beside him tonight it was Amanda. He glanced across at his daughter to discover here eyes were riveted on the pumping black buttocks only partly hidden on the bushes on the other side of the road.


“Dad! The lights are on red!”


Amanda had been shocked when her father had suddenly accelerated across the junction and turned rapidly into the avenue leading up to their road.


She looked at her father who just shrugged.


“There was nobody about.”


It would have disturbed Mark far more if he had known that Amanda went to sleep dreaming of pumping black buttocks with her hand between her legs.





The following week was far calmer for Mark. He had arrived home to find Angel in a warm, loving accommodating mood.


Over the days that followed she remained at home. It was out of character for her to be homebody, especially as she had domestic Daniel to do the chores for her. There were no dates with Igwe, or his friends, and each night Amanda was willing, if not eager to make love.


Mark could not remember when they had last made love five nights running. After eighteen years married he had begun to wonder if their sex life would ever be the same again. It was something he found quite ironic that it had been her affairs with African men that had rekindled the passion in their marriage.


The week had been one of comparative domestic bliss that he was now contemplating as he drove home at the end of another week at work. This drive was not so urgent as his drive last week had been, he felt far more relaxed.


Kaifus opened the gates as usual. Careful to skip aside quickly in case Mark made another madcap drive into the villa, and Mark smiled as he carefully drove past him. He pulled up in the carport and climbed out of the car. Robert appeared at the gate to the dog’s compound and he went over to pick him up before walking into the villa.


It was quiet inside the villa.


“Mummy left a message for you.” Robert waived to the mantelpiece above the brick arched fireplace. Mark saw the envelope waiting there.


“Angel … Amanda.” He called.


“They’re not here,” said Robert.


Daniel appeared in the kitchen doorway.


“Madam, left at two thirty Sir. She said she was going to the school to pick up Amanda.”


Mark nodded to Daniel and looked down at the envelope in his hand, not wanting to open it.


“Is everything all right Dad?”


Robert was looking up at him with a frown on his face.


“Everything’s fine Robert I just have to go and read this letter.”


“Can we play cricket afterwards?”


“Yes, of course, we can. Just give me a few moments.”


Robert nodded and ran off to find the cricket bat.


Mark noticed that Daniel was watching from the kitchen.


“Madam instructed me on the evening meal Sir, it should be ready in around half an hour.”


“OK Daniel, half an hour it is.”


He took the letter along to the bedroom to read it in some privacy.


Dearest Mark,


I have found the most wonderful


Countryside Retreat, do you remember that Retreat


we went to near Bath? It’s something like that where


people can just relax and contemplate life.


Anyway I have decided to take Amanda there with


me. I am very aware that Amanda has drifted away from me and I am sure this idyllic retreat will help renew the mother/daughter bond that I know you will appreciate is important to any family. Sorry not to tell you before we went, but I had the opportunity to get bargain tickets just this afternoon! Well I know I can’t resist a bargain and it’s really important that Amanda and I heal the growing rift between us. Don’t worry, we will be back Sunday evening, and if you want to spank me for being naughty I won’t complain.


With Love,


Angel


David stared at the letter. The last sentence had thrown him off his thinking. It was a bit risqué for Angel! He remembered well the Retreat in Bath they had stayed at. It had been run by Angel’s friend Sergio, a psychotherapist.


He read the letter again.


He didn’t believe it.


A growing doubt and fear rose and gripped his heart.


He stood up and went to the phone.


“Yes sir? This is Mr Orizu’s residence, can I help you?”


“Can I speak to Igwe?”


“Oh I’m sorry Sir. Mr Orizu has gone away for the weekend he left around 2.30 this afternoon.”


Mark nearly crushed the telephone in hand.


“Did you want to leave a message Sir?”


Mark was trying to think but his mind felt frozen and his gut had contracted to a small ball.


“I need to speak to Mr Orizu urgently. Do you have a telephone number I can call?”


“I am sorry Sir, Mr Orizu did not leave a forwarding number but if you leave your number I am expecting him back late on Sunday.”


‘Late Sunday, that was when Angel had written that she would be returning! Was that a coincidence he doubted it.’


“Ah! Then perhaps you can tell me where Mr Orizu has gone so I can get a message through to him there?”


“I’m afraid Mr Orizu does not confide in me as to his movements.”


Mark put the phone down. It was some moments before he released it.


Chuku Olanes, Igwe’s bodyguard put the phone down and clicked the radio button.


“OK listen up you idle Kaffirs we need to boost security for Sunday night, and Monday, in fact I think we need to be alert all week and if you find a white intruder shoot to kill, no messing about!”


He flicked the button on the remote control. Chuku had no qualms about shooting an intruder. Zimbabwe law allowed self-defence of property and person and if an intruder breached the villa’s security he did not fear any repercussions.


Chuku grinned. He would like the opportunity to shoot a white man with impunity. It had been a few years since he had last had to shoot an irate white husband who didn’t appreciate his wife being bedded by Igwe. Not that woman herself had minded at all.


Mark’s mind was racing as he contemplated what he could do. For all its four million population, Harare was a small town, and there were not many places that could be travelled to before dark made the roads dangerous.


He picked up the phone book.


The evening meal was tense. Mark could not concentrate but he had to think of Robert. He had cut short the cricket he had promised his son. Robert had not complained as though sensing his father’s trouble.


He had spent several hours on the phone. Fruitless hours. He had called hotels in Harare only as a last resort, and had first tracked down countryside hotels within a few hours drive of Harare. He had called Safari Lodges, and Game Parks. He had called travel companies before they closed for the day.


Nobody had heard of any ‘spiritual retreat.’ All had confirmed that no white woman and daughter had booked in under the name of Scott. When he had tentatively suggested they might be accompanied by a well-dressed African by the name of Orizu he had received some very neutral replies. However some of the African’s had responded with barely hidden amusement.


When he had posed this question to white people who had answered the telephone the sympathy that had seemed to radiate down the phone line was, if anything more hurtful.


Now he stood in the garden. It was after midnight. He stared up at the star filled night sky. Somewhere under that same African sky was his daughter and he had failed her. A father was supposed to protect his daughter.


He had nursed her, and cherished her. He had soothed her tears, and cuddled her when she was worried. He had helped her grow and blossom. He had given her the best education and as comfortable a life as anyone could give. He could picture her radiant smile. He thought of her bouncy energy, her gossamer hair, bright eyes, and soft lips.


Where was she?


What was happening to her?


Was she frightened?


Who could have believed a mother could deliver up her own daughter to her own lover? For goodness sake at forty-five years old he was three times older than Amanda’s fourteen tears age!


Angel knew the man liked kinky depraved sex! What was she thinking of? Or was he being paranoid? Perhaps he had it all wrong? He was in turmoil. A roller coaster of emotional highs and lows was tearing his heart and his head apart.


What was happening out there? He looked at his watch. It was 2 a.m. Where had the night gone?


Igwe’s black cock seemed to fill his thoughts. He recalled its length and thickness. Seeing in his mind its size and girth in hard arousal glistening with his wife’s juices. It would be terrifying for an innocent girl like his precious Amanda.


Ten inches of glistening black manhood being presented to his sweet princess.


She would be terrified by it!


Somewhere out in that darkness in all probability his sweet young daughter had probably already been deflowered.


He thought of Amanda’s lithe legs being pushed apart and that African cock being pushed up inside her and his cock sprang erect!


“Noooooooo…” He howled into the African night.




Chapter 20






“Amanda. Your mother is here. Amanda Scott your mother’s here.”


The call echoed along the school’s corridor.


Amanda looked up from her packing. ‘Had she heard right?’ Her mother had not picked her up from school for five years!


“Amanda … Amanda Scott?”


Amanda threw her last things into her travel bag, not that she had a lot to pack. Most of her stuff was at home anyway. She slung it over her shoulder and headed down to the school entrance to see for herself if her mother really was there.


She passed one of her classmates who was rushing back to her dorm.


“Is that really your mother, she’s beautiful!”


Amanda scowled. She did not need reminding of her mother’s good looks.


Another of her classmates punched her on shoulder playfully.


“So who’s that black man with your mother? He’s dishy! You didn’t tell us your mother has a black lover!”


“She doesn’t!” Amanda responded.


The other girl skirled in laughter as she rushed on.


Amanda skipped down the stairs, then stopped at the bottom and stared.


It was her mother and the man standing next to her was the man who had kissed her hand in the Sheraton last Friday. ‘What was he doing here?’


“Don’t just stand there staring Amanda. Come here and meet Mr Orizu. He is a friend and an important businessman.”


“We’ve met.”


Amanda was looking at the impeccably dressed African man who was nodding to her in friendly greeting.


“You have?”


Angel could not have been more surprised.


“He kissed my hand last Friday at the Sheraton.”


“He did?”


Angel looked for a moment between Igwe and her daughter flummoxed and caught off guard by this unexpected development.


A high skirling laugh seemed to waft down the stairwell.


“Amanda is going to get poooorked!” Followed by a giggling laugh.


Amanda flushed pink.


“Don’t take any notice. They are just stupid schoolgirls.”


Amanda was addressing herself to the African gentleman in front of her and did not notice the rosy flush that crossed her mother’s face.


“Indeed so.”


Igwe stepped forward, took her hand leaned forward and kissed her hand again.


More skirling laughs erupted from the floors above. This time the flush on Amanda’s face was less from embarrassment and more from a strange feeling that swept over her.


“Mr Orizu has his car with him and is going to give us a lift.” Angel explained.


“Then we better leave before the eyes pop out from these silly girl’s heads.” Amanda’s comment was only half joking.


Igwe smiled and took Amanda’s bag from her shoulder.


“Let me carry this, and please call me Igwe, there is no need to be formal with me is there Angel.”


He rested a hand on her shoulder and guided her out through the school entrance.


Igwe escorted her to the limousine waiting just outside and opened the door for Amanda, who scooted quickly inside half expecting him to sneak a quick fondle but he didn’t and she felt slightly foolish and curious. Why hadn’t he squeezed her bottom?


She watched as the tall smartly dressed man courteously opened one of the doors at the front of the car for her mother. Surely it was not possible that her mother had taken this man as a lover, but even if she had why would he take the trouble and bother to come and collect her from school.


Her mother had not joined her in the back of the car but sat in the front. If this man was a wealthy African surely he would have had a chauffeur? A sudden fear swept through her and she leaned forward.


“Is Daddy alright?” There was a sudden urgency in her voice.


Angel looked behind at Amanda as Igwe climbed into the car behind the steering wheel.”


“What?” Her own thoughts had been muddled but she saw that concern was all over her daughter’s face. “Yes, yes, he is fine. He’s at work, you know that.”


Amanda sat back. She wanted to ask what the African man was doing here, but did not want to sound like a child asking questions. Her mother seemed distracted.


“I have a surprise for you. A real treat, just sit back and relax.”


Angel was not relaxed at all. She looked across at her lover who nodded his head to her reassuringly. He raised a thumb to her as he drove the car down the driveway. As he did so he looked across at the school’s guest villas and for a moment his cock thickened at the memory of a number of schoolgirl’s he had his friends had enjoyed in those villas. He glanced across at Angel, who was staring straight ahead and biting her lip.


He restrained from leaning across and giving her a reassuring pat. He glanced in the rear view mirror. ‘God, that little honey is even more stunning than her mother!’ Blood surged into his stiffening cock at the thought of what he would be doing to that lovely girl later!


The car turned into the regular but scattered traffic on the Mutare/Harare road, and soon it was buzzing along smoothly.


Amanda sat back and experienced the sheer luxury of the car. She had never been in a car like this and ran her hands over the soft white leather seats. From her experience so far in Zimbabwe she was surprised the leather was not scorching hot! She looked up at the darkened windows; they might keep bright sunlight out but surely not stop the seats getting too warm.


She glanced across as the African and remembered the soft warm lips caressing her hand as he had raised it to his lips. What silliness she thought, but she felt a warm feeling seethed through her at the memory. She turned her gaze on her mother but Angel was looking straight ahead. If the man was her mother’s lover surely she would be looking at him and chatting to him?


She turned and looked out of the car window as the limousine passed the office where her father worked. The whole journey home from the school took no longer than fifteen minutes. She had at first not been happy to board at the school when the villa her parents had rented was so close but she had settled in quickly and found it a surprising change to her usual life.


She spotted her father’s car in the carport reserved for him and gave the office a little wave. She knew his office was at the back of the office complex, and the car windows were dark and he was unlikely to see her but she did not care.


She and Robert had spent an afternoon in her father’s office. Robert had been fascinated at the eagle owl and the three owlets that had peeked out from the extra-ordinary nest. The owl had nested only a few feet from the window to her father’s office on the corner of a square concrete platform supported on four scaffold poles. The platform had supported a large circular tank leaving four small triangles of the concrete platform.


Her father had pointed out that the location was protected from view from other predators by the bulk of the tank on one side, and on the other by that wall of the office building. While the fact that the four scaffold poles were set back from the edge of the platform so rats and other grounded predators could not get at the nest either.


Robert had grinned set his chin on the windowsill and stared at the baby owlets and their fearsome three-foot tall mother for most of the afternoon. Despite their presence her father had focussed on his work. One of the African women clerks had shown her the facilities and given her a brief tour of the office, though her father has stipulated that she should not be away from his office for more than ten minutes.


She had bridled at his over protectiveness, but as she was shown around the offices she had been surprised at the numbers of black men working there, and found it unsettling. Her father later explained they employed 400 Africans, mainly men, with only sixteen Europeans in the company. He had then told Amanda the brutal shocking reality that three members of the African staff died each week, usually ostensibly of ‘the flue’ but in reality from Aids related illnesses brought on from too much sexual activity.


The ‘look’ he had given her then had been a clear warning and it had made her feel very uncomfortable. Though she was still a virgin Amanda had increasingly wondering about sex and feeling at times the oddest sensations and frequently had hot flushes at night when she relaxed in bed and thought about the hungry looks Africa men and boys tended to give her.


That afternoon was the first time she had seen her father at work. Most of the time he had been engrossed working on spreadsheets on his computer that were entirely meaningless to her. He had taken several telephone calls and she had been surprised at the brisk professionalism of the way he handled them.


Staff had wandered into his office all afternoon. Many came in with reports to give to him, but she soon realised that many of the visitors had wandered in to have a look at her. Her father soon realised what was going on and she had been surprised at the way a raised eyebrow and a pointed look had sent the gawkers scuttling away. Amanda had been very impressed at the way her father had exercised quiet but firm authority without making a fuss, but had said nothing about it.


“Hey! We missed the turning!” Amanda was broken from her reverie when Igwe’s luxurious car shot passed the road skirting Harare that led to her parent’s rented villa.


Angel glanced quickly at her lover as he continued driving directly into town.


“I told you we had a treat in store for you.”


“Where are we going?”


The car drove steadily past the Greendale shops and the traffic light junction that was the route from the city to their villa. Her eyes glanced across the bushes wondering if she would catch a glimpse of the humping gardener that she had seen just last week.


“To the airport.”


Surprised Amanda’s attention turned back to her mother who was still looking tense.


“The airport!”


“Yes, Igwe owns his own private jet and we are going to take you on a plane ride.”


“Oh.”


Amanda turned to Mr Orizu.


“You have your own plane? A jet?”


Igwe grinned and turned to look quickly at the pretty girl before turning his attention back to the road.


“Yes it can carry eight passengers and even has a bed. It’s not that big, but I need it for my business. I think you will like it. Have you flown in a small private jet before?”


Amanda shook her head, before recalling he could not see her.


“No I have not been on a small plane, but my father has the use of the company plane for visiting to fly around the country.”


Igwe grinned even as he maintained his attention on the road ahead, not that the traffic was heavy. He liked the way the girl referred to her father in that defensive, supportive way. Igwe knew one part of him would be thinking of her father when he worked his cock up into the girl.


Amanda sat back and thought about this. It was around four o’clock and it would be dark by six o’clock so they could not be going far. She kept quiet for the remains of the journey. The airport was about half an hour’s drive from the city to the south and east, so they had hardly entered the city before they were leaving again.


As she looked out of the window she watched as the quality of the housing deteriorate until as they approached the airport the land to left was wild bush country, but on her right a sea of dilapidated shacks cluttered the roadside then seemed to stretch across the countryside as though the land was covered by pockmarks of poverty and destitution. She wondered what it would be like to live like that. It seemed to her that they lived on the very edge of civilisation.


From what she had seen the Africans in the countryside may live in round huts, sometimes straw, sometimes mud, but they were clean, well ordered and seemed part of the rural setting. Here on the edge of the city the shacks had roofs that were rusty corrugated iron; walls were a mismatch of timber panels; or any other material that had been cobbled together to keep the elements out. She had even seen tyres used as windows! She did not think they would be safe places to live.


Then the car swept past the last and turned into the road leading up to the airport terminal. Mr Orizu, she wondered if she could get her head around calling him Igwe. If he was having an affair with her mother that would probably upset Daddy and that would be grounds to dislike him. It would also be a very good reason to hate her mother. She looked at the African. He was smart, she could tell that. He also looked firm and resolute. She ran her hand over the soft white leather, and he owned a private jet, so he must be rich and in Zimbabwe that usually meant he was a man with connections with those in power.


The car drove past the terminal and headed deeper into the airport past customs sheds and warehouses and offices before turning through a gap between buildings and the car drove onto a large grassy field that had the oddest mix of aircraft that Amanda had ever seen. She looked in surprise at a large flying boat parked at one end of a line of planes. Zimbabwe was landlocked so a flying boat was the last thing she had expected to see. The other planes were a mix of propeller driven small planes, to a few bigger planes with more engines. At the far end of the field as if standing aloof from the lesser planes were several sleek looking private jets.


The car pulled close to the jets before slipping beneath a smarter looking carport that sheltered several other expensive cars. Igwe was all bustle once the car had stopped. He went straight to the plane and opened several flaps and seemed to push and poke at a few things. He opened one of the panels and looked carefully inside before coming back to the car to collect the little luggage they had. Then Amanda realised her mother had more with her than just her handbag.


“We are coming back home tonight aren’t we?” She asked.


“No dear, I told you I have a treat for you? We are going to spend the weekend at a Safari Lodge in the Bumi Hills out in the wild inside Matusadona National Park. It can only be approached by air.”


“When will Daddy get here?”


“Your father isn’t coming. This will be just a quiet weekend just the three of us. You will love the views of Lake Kariba, and there will be elephants, buffalos, hippos, impala waterbuck and perhaps even lions to see.”


“Does Daddy know?”


“Of course, he knows.” ‘Or at least he will know when he reads the note I left for him’ Angel thought. On Sunday evening there would be one hell of a row, and it seemed to her that Sunday was looming far too close. This was one weekend that was not going to last forever.


Amanda looked thoughtful.


“Ok, all aboard.”


Igwe had opened the jet’s door and a series of steep steps into the plane had unfolded. He locked the car, picked up the few bags and hurled through the panel into what must be the luggage space, before closing the panel with a sharp click.


He stood by the door and helped Angel up into the plane cupping her bottom in his hand and lifting her up into the plane. Angel disappeared inside the plane and Amanda walked over eyeing the imposing African man warily. As she reached up to step into the plane his hand encased her bottom and she was lifted into the plane. She tensed but to her surprise that hand did not squeeze, or stroke, it simply lifted her into the plane. She did not know whether to be disappointed, or pleased that he was different to the other black men in this country who fondled her at every opportunity.


She looked around the plane and saw that her mother had sat forward next to the pilot’s seat. She glanced around the plane and was surprised to see only three more seats aligned opposite each other down the sides of the plane, each with their own window. The seats were all white leather, just like the car, and seemed more like armchairs than any airplane seat she had ever known, not that she had flown very often.


At the back of the plane there was space for coffee table and some low chairs.


Igwe stepped into the plane and closed the door behind him. Then he moved forward into the pilot’s seat.


“Are you going to fly the plane?” Amanda had been surprised when Igwe settled into the pilot’s seat and started flicking switches.


“Oh yes. The Russians taught me to fly during the guerrilla war against the Smith regime.”


Amanda’s eyes had widened and Angel had turned her attention fully onto her lover.


“Oh I didn’t fly a plane during that war. Any plane the guerrillas might have been able to put into the air would have been quickly shot down by the hot shot Rhodie pilots, but that was where I learned to fly and now I can afford my own plane I enjoy the little luxuries.”


“You fought in the war against the white colonials?” Amanda’s curiosity was piqued now and she watched Igwe nod and her mother look at the African with wider eyes.


“Yes, but you had better take your seat and fasten your seat belt.”


Amanda turned back and took a seat, she had six to choose from and was soon was buckling herself up.


“But doesn’t that mean you hate all whites?”


Amanda could not keep the question back she had been reading about the African uprising against the Smith Regime. The war had been a very sporadic affair it seemed to her, more a series of hit and run raids, with months of inactivity followed by sharp brutal savage fighting. Then the slow methodical hunting down of the raiders by the Selous scouts that had waged such a successful campaign of reprisals that their name still generated fear among the new African rulers of the country.


Igwe laughed.


“Of course I don’t. Anyone would be foolish to hate someone just because of their colour, there are some that do and they are both white and black people who feel like that but such people are fools.”


Amanda’s stomach lurched and she looked out of the window to see the ground fall away as the jet seemed to leap into the air.


Amanda watched as the plane circled around and flew north over the eastern part of Harare. She looked down and was delighted to see their villa and the swimming pool. Her eyes focussed as she realised her father’s car was at the villa and she waved before putting her hand down feeling foolish. Even if her father looked up he would not see her inside the plane or even suspect she was on the plane flying high above him.


Her thoughts returned to the earlier conversation and a mischievous imp bedevilled her thoughts.


“So when you were a guerrilla fighting in the bush did you ever rape a white woman?”


“Amanda!” Angel’s voice was full of shock and outrage.


Igwe laughed again.


“I have never raped a white woman, either during the war, before or after. I have never found it necessary to force a woman.”


Angel looked at him sharply, a look which Amanda missed. She recalled the way Igwe had held her down and forced his cock through her virgin sphincter. That had seemed pretty close to rape herself. Igwe had ignored her protests and done what he wanted, though she had ended up enjoying the experience. Did Igwe discount a woman’s protests if she ended up having an orgasm on his cock?


Amanda smiled as she sat back in her seat confident she had stirred the pot sufficiently.


The jet was not very noisy and the rolling bush country seemed endless. About ten minutes north of Harare that had passed a range of hill with a road curling through them then the road had seemed to head off to the north and west, while the plane headed north and east over what seemed like virgin land with few signs of human activity, just an endless rolling plain covered by the short miombo woodlands that dominated the countryside.


She was starting to feel drowsy when Igwe called to her and brought her back to life.


“Amanda, would you mind bringing us all some drinks. You will find a chilled cabinet near the back of the plane.” Amanda first inclination was to refuse the African man’s request, but she could do with a cold drink herself, and there was no hostess on this plane to serve drinks. She unbuckled herself and stood up stretching then turned to explore the back of the plane. Her eyes ran over the features at the back of the plane.


“What is this big button for?” She was looking at a round aluminium circle that was built into the side of the plane.


“Why don’t you press it and find out?” Igwe replied, “But stand clear when you do.”


Amanda pressed the button, and with a low buzz, and an almost silent motion a panel seemed to pop clear of the back wall of the plane then it slowly lowered like a drawbridge, and Amanda looked down onto a soft comfy looking bed!


‘Wow, that’s wild!’ She looked back up the plane past the luxury chairs and the confident looking African and wondered just what went on during flights when they had a proper pilot. Perhaps the stewardess would be required to provide more than just drinks! She suppressed the wild fantasy.


“Just press the button twice and it will all fold away. The button for the drinks cabinet is on the other side of the plane.”


Amanda waited for the remarkable bed to fold back away and pressed the other button. With a quiet whir another panel slid to one side and she found herself looking into a small fridge. There were several bottles inside as well as some bottles of wine. She took three chilled cans and headed back up the plane.


When she came close to Igwe and her mother she nearly dropped the cans in shock.


Her mothers dress had been pulled high and Igwe’s black hand was high on her mother’s white thigh stroking and circling. Her mother’s head was back and her eyes were closed and lips parted as she sat there letting the African fondle her.


‘My God!’ Thought Amanda the man IS her mother’s lover! Her eyes were drawn to the salacious sight of the African’s hand high up between her mother’s legs stroking.


“The drink’s great Amanda, just put them down here.” Igwe pressed a button and the leather panel between the pilot’s seat and the co-pilot’s seat slid to one side leaving a flat wooden tray. Amanda put two of the cans down as her mother suddenly sat up and pulled her dress down looking sharply up at Amanda.


Amanda retreated to her own seat clutching a cold can, her mind in a whirl.


Her mother had a lover!


A black lover!


Did her father know?


So why was she being invited on this trip if her mother wanted to be with her lover? Her thoughts flew in all directions. She recalled the wicked and dirty gossip she had heard from girls at her school claiming that black men at their homes fucked everybody in the house. She had dismissed as schoolgirl fantasies the talk of sucking cocks and black men who went from bedroom to bedroom while their fathers did nothing to stop the black men doing whatever they wanted to whoever they wanted.


Did her father really know she was being taken along while her mother went on a dirty weekend with her lover?


Was this man going to want to do things to Amanda as well as her mother as girls at her school claimed black men always wanted to do to mothers and daughters?


What would he want her to do?


What would her mother do if he wanted Amanda to suck his cock! Amanda had never sucked a cock in her life, but some of the girl’s at the school raved about it while others were disgusted by the idea. Amanda licked her lips her curiosity piqued at the thought that she might soon find out for herself what it would be like.


But what if he wanted to do more than suck his cock? What if he wanted to fuck her? Her mind swirled. She was a virgin! She had never even touched a man’s cock! Surely her mother would not stand by while her lover tried to put his cock in her?


Why did her mother have a lover? It was the last thing Amanda would have expected, her mother was so conservative and straight laced! Why had she betrayed her marriage vows to her father?


She just could not believe her narrow-minded mother would take a black lover between her legs. ‘Oh God! What was she thinking? What had her mother done?’


She looked out of the window. In the distance she could see a line of darkness, as night seemed to sneak across the landscape. There was a line of hills ahead and then a long lake appeared and the plane turned left travelling along the shore of the lake. ‘This must be Lake Kariba.’ She looked down as if expecting to see the lines of crocodiles she had heard lined the banks of this man made wonder.


She tried not to think what the night was going to bring but her throat felt tight, and she found herself full of nerves. Her young untouched nipples had thickened and felt very tingly. She rubbed her thighs together suddenly conscious of the private sensitive place between her legs. Goosebumps travelled up and down her arms.


She heard a muffled gasp from the front of the plane and turned in her seat to peer forward. She could see that Igwe’s left arm had reached across the gap between him and her mother and she could see his arm was slowly moving. Her hand came up to her mouth and she found herself leaning forward and looking. Her mother gasped again and Amanda realised her mother was sitting with her legs wide apart while the African fondled her.


Amanda’s young heart pounded and she felt a wet flush between her own virgin loins as she surreptitiously leaned forward to try and get a glimpse of what the African was doing that was making her mother gasp and moan.


“Ooooooooooh!”


Amanda watched her mother jerk in her seat. Then the hand withdrew and Amanda scooted back in her seat. She could not see the grin on the face of the African, who had been observing Amanda through small mirrors the girl had not seen.


He licked his lips at the thought of satisfying the girl’s health and natural curiosity about sex later that night in the security and safety of Ngorro’s lodge. He hoped there was truth in Angel’s claim her daughter was a virgin. Ngorro certainly knew what he liked and the remote lodge he was taking this white mother and daughter to could not be approached by road so there was no chance that the girl’s father find them and interrupt proceedings.


Ngorro’s Lodge was a den of perversity in which the lecherous African had broken in many young white girls safe from interference. Igwe and his friends had often used it for wild parties. The ranger’s that patrolled the National Park knew better than to interfere when the new African elite brought white females to those lodges no matter how loud the screams were.


The only emotion among those guards was envy when they saw pretty white women nervously taken inside those lodges.


Igwe had seen the flushed confusion on Amanda’s face, and seen how the girl’s curiosity had overcame her self control as she had leaned forward to observe him masturbate her mother. He did not think the girl was going to be any trouble at all and his cock ached in hard anticipation of the pleasure’s he would enjoy while teaching her to like sex.


“Well here we are.”


He edged the stick forward and the nose of the plane dipped as he throttled back and the plane dropped from the sky directly in line with the private grass covered runway. The plane seemed to race the darkness as it dropped to the clean green lines. Once on the ground Amanda had another surprise as Igwe continued with the plane until it left the runway and taxied along a long well kept grass strip until it turned to one side and stopped near a long low lying timber lodge.


Amanda stepped out of the plane, and breathed in the strong African smell. The scent of the trees and flowers wafted on the dying breeze. The Lodge was on high ground that fell slowly down to the lakeshore a few hundred yards away. She could see a few skittish antelope on the edge of the lake and wondered if there would be crocodiles nearby.


The sun was dropping quickly and a golden glow seemed to fill the evening sky, with clouds picked out in sunlight having a rosy hue. To the north across the large lake more hills rose towards the sky, while the dying rays of the sun glittered on the lake.


“I don’t suppose we can swim in the lake?” Amanda asked.


“Go for a swim in that lake from the shoreline and you will be pulled under by a crocodile and eaten. Perhaps tomorrow we can take a boat out into the centre of the lake. It is usually safe to swim in the middle of the lake, but there is always a risk of a crocodile swimming from one shore to the other.” Igwe explained.


“I won’t be happy if you go swimming even in the middle of the lake!” Angel’s words had the effects of increasing Amanda’s resolve to swim in the lake.


Igwe collected the bags they had and led them over to the Lodge. They entered from the rear of the Lodge, and Igwe nodded Angel towards the kitchen. Amanda looked around surprised their seemed to be no African domestic staff. He disappeared with their bags but soon returned and headed over to what seemed to be a drinks cabinet.


She was surprised when he returned with a champagne flute filled with a sparkling, fizzy drink. There were a few slices of strawberries floating on the top. He passed a glass to Angel, who without any fuss at all was busying herself in the kitchen.


“Come Amanda, we will sit outside on the veranda.”


Amanda followed Igwe out through large double doors led out on to a long colonial style veranda where a number of easy chairs faced out towards the lake.


“Take a seat Amanda, relax and enjoy the view. I hope the champagne cocktail tastes OK?”


Amanda sipped the drink. Fizzy bubbles seemed to surge upwards and tickled her delicate nose. She swallowed and was surprised at just how delicious it was, then she felt a swirling in her head and realised that, as she suspected, this was a real alcoholic drink.


She looked across at the African as he sat with his large hand curled around the flute. The same hand she had seen caressing high on her mother’s thigh. She blushed and hurriedly looked down hoping he would not notice.


Igwe grinned as a rosy glow suffused the gorgeous girl’s pretty face.


“So is the drink to your taste?”


Amanda looked across the African, and realising he was looking at her in a way that made her heart skip a beat. Confusion overtook her for a moment. She was usually irritated and slightly scared when African men looked at her in their hungry lusting ways, but this man seemed like he was just a normal man taking an interest in her. For some unaccountable reason as she looked at him she felt safe and could relax. Then she remembered his question and flushed a bit more.


“It is really delicious.”


He smiled and Amanda’s stomach fluttered.


“Well drink up, there is plenty more where that comes from.”


“I’m only allowed one glass of wine.”


Igwe smiled across at the girl. It was then that Angel bustled out with platters of cold meats, and fruit and to Amanda’s surprise some large Mediterranean prawns, which she had not seen in over a year!


“What’s this about Amanda only being allowed one glass of wine?” Igwe asked Angel whose glance flicked from Igwe to Amanda and the champagne flute in her hand.


“Oh,” Angel paused slightly and looked back at Igwe who raised an eyebrow. “I Think we can dispense with that rule, at least while we are with Igwe, though it might not be wise to tell your father.”


Angel looked pointedly at Amanda as she made that point. Amanda remained poker faced and simply raised the glass to her lips for another sip. Igwe grinned. He would be more than happy if the attractive girl was dizzy and disorientated later in the evening. Angel looked back at Igwe, and recognised the calculating look in his eyes.


“Would you like me to bring out the crocodile tails now?”


Igwe nodded.


Angel disappeared back into the Lodge.


“Do your parents dictate your life with rules and restrictions?”


Amanda responded slowly.


“They are not so bad. Normally it’s my mother who is screeching at me about how to behave.” Amanda stopped for a moment and looked back into the lodge for her mother before looking back at Igwe.


Igwe understood the look and the uncertainty in the girl’s eyes.


“So you did not know your mother had a lover?”


Angel’s eyes widened at the admission. Her throat tightened, and not knowing what to say she took a long sip of the champagne cocktail in her hand. She looked up from her glance to see he had his eyes on her as he waited for a reply.


“It does seem out of character.”


Igwe roared with laughter, bringing out a further bright flush on the pretty girl’s face.


“I like you girl!” Igwe’s laughter slowed, and he looked the girl over. Amanda noticed that his gaze was now more personal. He was looking over her body in a more assessing way.


“Forgive me Amanda, I was out of order calling you a girl, you are a young woman.”


Amanda’s in-built wariness at the way his eyes had looked her over evaporated at his recognition that she was woman now. Instead she preened herself and her shoulders went back and she pushed forward her newly developed breasts in way she had never done before.


Somehow it seemed instinctive in front of this interesting authoritive man.


“I don’t suppose you have already taken a lover yourself yet?”


Amanda’s eyes popped wide, and a deep flush rose from her slender neck to create a rosy pinkness to her cheeks. She looked the black man in the eye, but could not match his strong gaze and lowered her eyes.


“Of course not. I’m only fourteen.”


Igwe’s cock thickened as he watched the rosy cheeked white girl demurely lower her gaze. She had spirit this girl he decided but none of her mother’s confusion over the rights of modern women.


This girl was ripe and ready and would break easily to his cock he decided as his eyes took in her flushed beauty. She was far prettier than her beautiful mother but did not realise it yet. This young woman did not realise she had the sort of beauty that would have launched a thousand ships to war.


She was young, fresh, innocent and so, so, lovely. God damn Angel for keeping this delightful morsel from his bed these past months, but that was going to end tonight!


When her eyes rose again he was waiting and his eyes met hers and he could see a deep sparkle in them. He kept his eyes on hers and she dipped her head again looking down at the drink in her hands. ‘Good, ‘ he thought. ‘It looks like she might be naturally submissive!’


Angel bustled back out with hot plates and the slightly disturbing crocodile tails. Amanda had avoided them in the past when they were on the menu, but the white meat was not so bad. Angel set to with gusto, after casting her eyes between Igwe and her daughter, wondering what had passed between them.


“There is something deeply satisfying about enjoying crocodile tails while sitting out on the veranda and looking down at the lakeshore where there are so many crocodiles just waiting for the opportunity to eat me!”


Amanda looked up surprised and then down at the lake where a beam of moonlight scattered a little light onto the dark lake.


“Drink up Amanda.”


Amanda was now even more surprised! Normally her mother had been just as fierce as her father at ensuring she did not drink any more than a minimal glass of wine at meals.


“The punch is just as delicious as that cocktail, though it might be more powerful than you are used to.” Angel nodded to the large jug she had brought out and put on the table, it seemed full of sliced fruit. At least the darkness and the cool of the night helped keep the swarming wasps away.


To Amanda’s surprise Angel poured her a glass of the punch and handed it to her, indicating she should finish off the cocktail still in her hand. Amanda finished off the champagne and took the new glass and put it down on the table.


Angel reached across and picked it up and put the glass back into her hand.


“I said drink up.” Amanda looked with surprised at her mother. “Just try it, you will like it.”


Amanda obediently sipped at the punch, it was a delightful concoction, but she felt her head swirl from the powerful drink.


“Wow, that is nice, but it seems strong.” She looked down at the drink in her hand. The pungent taste seemed to stay in her mouth, there seemed to be something else tingling her taste buds. “Are there some herbs in the drink?”


Angel looked quickly across at Igwe; surprised that Amanda had noticed the herbal concoction that had been added to the punch. He just smiled at them both. She turned back to Amanda.


“Yes it does, it is all part of the magic of the punch.”


She did not add that the herbs were noted locally as a powerful aphrodisiac. She was confident Amanda would need a little extra to help her cope with Igwe’s cock thrusting into her.


“So drink up and enjoy it.”


“It does seem strong.”


“Well make your mind up whether you are a girl, or a young woman.”


Amanda was again startled by her mother’s forcefulness. She looked across at the African man who had been quietly enjoying the exchange. She suppressed an instinctive urge to pout at her mother. Instead she raised the glass to her mouth and took a long drink.


Angel grinned at Igwe and returned to her meal.


Amanda put the glass back down on the table. The alcohol made her feel dizzy for a moment then a warm pleasant glow seemed to radiate through her stomach. Goosebumps ran up and down her arms and then she felt a tingling sensation that made her shiver again.


She liked that drink, but wondered how much of it she should drink.


The meal continued with pleasant conversation. Amanda was pleased that Igwe paid as much attention to her as to her mother. Finally he rose to his feet and announced he was going to take a shower and left mother and daughter alone on the veranda.


“Does Daddy know you have a lover?”


“Of course, he has known I have had a lover for four months.”


“I don’t believe you?”


Angel shrugged.


“Ask him when we return home. I don’t have any secrets from you father.”


Amanda looked at her sceptically.


“I find it hard to believe Daddy knows you have a lover and has allowed it to continue.”


Angel’s quiet smile appeared more as a quirk at the side of her mouth.


“Perhaps when you are older and have more experience of life you will be better able to judge the confused relationships of older people.”


Angel glared at her mother.


“Well let us finish off this punch between us. I hope it is not too strong for you?” Angel’s question was rhetorical but she knew Amanda’s rebellious spirit would respond and she was right.


Amanda raised her glass and handed it over to be refilled. Angel smiled as she poured more of the laced punch into her daughter’s drink. Amanda may think she is clever but by the time this night was over Angel would win her battle for Igwe’s attention. She was confident her rival Susan and her pretty daughter would be blown out of competition once her lover had taken his satisfaction with her nubile pretty daughter.


She felt a pang, that might have been the shadowy approach of a feeling of guilt, but she quickly suppressed the unusual. Her parents had instilled in her the importance of looking after number one, and if the only way she could keep in with Igwe was to hand over her daughter, then so be it. It was not as if other women like Susan were not doing the same thing


Mother and daughter sat quietly for a while. Amanda decided that drinking lots of this punch might irritate her mother, and it did taste rather delicious after all. She had not realised drinking alcohol would have the effect of making her body tingle in the way it was.


Angel finished her drink and a moment of nervousness passed through her. She looked across at Amanda, who was staring into the African night. Then steeled her nerves for what she was about to do. It would be best for Amanda in the long run. She saw no reason why her own daughter should grow up sexually repressed and confused, best to get this done she decided.


She stood.


“Come on then. It’s time for me to show your surprise. You might as well find out why I have taken a lover. Come on.”


Angel turned and walked into the Lodge, not waiting to see if Amanda followed. She felt an unaccountable relief to hear the door behind her open and close. She headed for the door on the far side of the lounge, the door that led to the master bedroom and her waiting lover and walked through it.


Inside Igwe was standing in the centre of the large room, a white towel wrapped around him. His hair was still wet from the shower and his sturdy upper body was solid, neither particularly muscled or with any signs of fat. He stood legs apart and looked at Angel with a query in his eyes.


At that moment the door behind her opened and closed, and a smile broke out on her lover’s face. Angel held still for a moment but there was silence behind her. No gasps or questions from Amanda as Igwe stood there in front of them both in just a towel. Angel did not look back to Amanda but instead walked forward to her lover and dropped to her knees in front of him.


Reaching up she loosened the towel and tugged it away and she heard the sudden gasp behind her.


Amanda’s eyes had widened when her mother had stepped forward and dropped to her knees in front of the semi-naked black man with the stocky, heavy body, but she had not been at all prepared for the sight in front of her when Angel pulled the towel away.


Her gasp had been reflexive, involuntary, as she saw for the first time the dangling length of black meat hanging between the African’s legs. Her brain tried to take in the enormity of the cock between the African’s legs. While she had not seen them ‘for real’ she had seen illicit pictures and had sneakily looked through biology books, and of course statues at museums.


None of that had prepared her for the sight of the thick length of black meat this African man had between his legs. She had seen horses with shorter cocks! Her eyes locked on the sight of it and her breath caught in her throat as she realised a woman was expected to be able to take all that up inside her!


Her virgin loins tightened with instinctive fear and dread, while the tingling heat that seemed to be building inside her blossomed into a warm glow that rose through her stomach into her womb. She could feel strange tendrils of pleasurable heat that began to flow along the virginal tract of her womanhood from her womb to her clitoris, a part of her body that had only ever been touched by herself, and then only on rare occasions.


When her mother reached up and circled the hanging length of black cock with her slim white hand Amanda’s hand went up to her mouth in shock, as Angel squeezed and caressed that man meat. Her white hand was a stark contrast to the blackness of the cock as Angel’s hand slid up and down its black length.


When the cock started to thicken and grow longer a fierce spasm seemed to surge through Amanda’s being. Was it possible that it was going grow even longer? Could it become even thicker?


The cock throbbed and pulsed in her mother’s hand, and then seemed to jerk forward. She watched mesmerised and in awe as the cock rose into the air. Her mother shifted her grip and seemed to be pumping the cock, sliding along its length, squeezing and caressing it, driving it to an even greater size.


Finally it seemed to be fully erect standing, it seemed to Amanda, tall and proud and so incredibly thick. ‘God it must be around ten inches long!’ Her eyes were locked on it, and she did not notice the way the African man was watching her. ‘It just was not possible for any woman to take something that size up inside her. Was it?’


Then the African turned to one side and she saw it side on, jutting out from his loins above a large sack of flesh. ‘Those must be his testicles, his balls… ‘ Side on the cock seemed even more pronounced. Amanda’s throat felt dry as she struggled to absorb the reality of its length and thickness.


She watched the African reach out and stroke her mother’s head, and then the hand was behind her mother’s head pulling it forward.


She watched in disbelief as her mother’s lips opened and slid over the end of the cock and slid down its length.


Her boring, restrained, sanctimonious, mother was sucking cock! A black cock at that!


Kneeling at the feet of her lover and doing it front of her. ‘God, what was happening?’


Amanda’s eyes were riveted on the scene before her as her mother’s head bobbed up and down. She couldn’t believe how easy her mother made it seem as her lips slid up and down that cock. It was so thick!


She ran her own tongue over her suddenly dry lips as she wondered what it would taste like. How it would feel to have a man’s cock in her mouth? Her mother … her mother seemed to like doing it!


The African had moved his hand from her mother’s head and rested his hands on her shoulders. It was as though he was trying not to lose his balance, then she realised the effect her mother’s actions were having on the man in front of her.


He was trembling.


His body was shaking and his hips jerking forward occasionally. Her mother seemed to rise with those sudden thrusts and kept her lips clamped to the cock even when it seemed to press deep into her mouth.


Then the African stepped back and pushed Angel away from the throbbing cock. Amanda watched in amazement as the cock bounced, throbbed and jerked in front of her mother’s face. She watched as the African reached down and grasped his cock jerking and pulling on it, which made his dangling balls jump up and down.


Then the Africans reached out one hand to her mother’s head and pulled and pushed it forward and down. Amanda was further shocked when her mother’s tongue flickered out. At first her mother seemed to be trying to lick the African’s cock, but his fisting hand was in the way, but then her mother’s head was pushed lower and she watched in fascination and surprise as her mother’s tongue shot out to lick and lap at the man’s testicles.


Amanda had never really considered a man’s testicles, though she knew they housed the sperm that made babies. In all the gossip at school she had hear talk of sucking cock, but nothing about licking his balls, yet there in front of was her mother seemingly eagerly lapping and stroking her tongue through the curly hairs of his groin to run her tongue over them!


Her eyes could not have widened further as she watched in shocked surprise as the way her mother’s tongue was avidly licking at the African man in such a dirty, surely, perverted way! It was hard to believe her mother would behave in such a way and yet there she was in front of her doing exactly that!


Then the African pushed her mother away again, and this time he pointed his cock down low, before waving at her mother invitingly. Because of its length her mother had to crouch down low to get her mouth over the cock again. Her mother seemed oblivious to the fact that the way she crouched low, to get at the end of the African’s cock, made it look as though she was abasing herself at the feet of her lover.


Her mother’s mouth slipped over the end of the African’s cock after a few licks over the crown of the cock, she sucked in that cock with an eager hunger. This time with her head so low Angel’s head was having to rise and fall as her lips slid up its length then falling lower as she drew her lips down its length.


Amanda saw her mother’s tongue briefly and she realised her mother was using her tongue as much as her lips to pleasure the man in front of her. Her eyes rose up the African’s heavy middle-aged body until with a start her eyes met his looking back at her. She flushed hotly as she realised he had been looking at her while her mother so avidly sucked his cock.


Her heart jumped as she looked into his eyes, and her stomach seemed to tumble over and over. Her skin seemed super sensitive and she suddenly realised her young nipples were achingly hard. While her knees were weak and her loins felt like watered soup. There was sheer lust now in the eyes of the African as he eyed her, and Amanda’s emotions seemed to flip at the realisation that this man wanted her. Wanted her physically that is, wanted to push that big thick long cock into her!


Fear, excitement, trepidation and a strange gut centred hunger battled within her, as she stood there trembling, confused, and aroused in a way she had never experienced before.


The African released his grip on his cock and it sprang back upwards. Amanda marvelled at the speed with which her mother rose up from her crouched position in front of the African. She managed to do so without losing her mouth’s grip on the thick cock. Now she rose up on her heels in front of the African and Amanda watched as Angel’s head started to bob again, sliding up and down its gnarled black length.


Amanda marvelled at the hunger evident in her mother as she sucked, swallowed and tongued the throbbing male meat in her mouth. Nobody before tonight could have convinced her that her own mother would ever behave in such a way with another man other than Daddy and she did not really want to believe her parents would do such things. Never mind a black man, and with such energy and enthusiasm, displaying sheer sexual hunger for what she was doing!


The African stood back and Angel leaned forward keeping her mouth on the hot pungent cock, until Igwe stepped back further and the cock popped free of Angel’s mouth. Even then Angel’s tongue flashed out seeking to lap at the erect black meat in front of her.


“Enough! Go for a walk.”


Amanda saw the confusion on her mother’s face. She noticed that her mother’s eyes seemed glazed over as she struggled to bring her senses back together.


“Go for a walk Angel … a long walk.”


Angel looked up at her lover and saw that his eyes were elsewhere and she looked across where her nubile daughter stood wide-eyed and trembling. She barely suppressed her disappointment. Her own loins were on fire and she desperately needed Igwe’s hard cock driven up inside her.


She shivered, suppressing her disappointment, pulled herself together and rose to her feet.


Amanda did not know what to do as her mother left the room leaving her alone with this strange man standing naked with a huge erect cock as his eyes hungrily looked her over. Her heart pounded inside her chest, which rose and fell. Her virginal loins were in a state of heated pulsing, while fear of that huge thickness battled with her naive sexual curiosity.


She was rooted to the spot and filled with uncertainty, and jumped when Igwe moved. The man did not however, come to her; instead he walked back to the bed and lay down on it on his back.


Igwe lay back against the pillow and raised his hands behind his bed in a relaxed pose that hid the emotional and sexual arousal. One part of him wanted to seize the girl and hurl her onto the bed before tearing her clothes off and ravishing her. It took great self-control to restrain this urge.


Instead he lay back on the bed with his hands behind his head and eyed the doe-eyed virgin whose eyes were riveted on the black flagpole that was his cock.


“Come over here Amanda,” his voice was soft, coaxing, gentle words that hid his impatience.


He said nothing more, just watching the girl through lowered eyes.


When the girl took tentative steps towards him his cock seemed to stiffen further. He said nothing, quietly watching her she battled between strange emotions and the biological compulsion that all women had in their desire to be penetrated by the male.


He watched the battle in the girl’s eyes as fear and trepidation battled with her own girlish excitement at seeing Igwe’s hard cock, before she took a few more steps towards him.


“Good girl, good girl come closer.” This time the girl took final steps that brought her to the side of the bed.


“I would like you to come over here and continue doing what your mother was just doing.”


He watched as the girl’s tongue flashed out licking nervous dry lips, and his cock throbbed hotly in anticipation.


Amanda stared at the cock. It still glistened wetly from her mother’s attentions. It seemed about a foot long, with the skin drawn back over a crown of hard flesh. Sucking cock! That was what she was being asked to do.


“I’ve never … I don’t … I … I…”


“Don’t worry about that, you will find it comes naturally.”


Amanda tore her gaze away from the erect black cock and looked up into the face of the African. To her surprise the hungry wolfish look had gone and she looked into kind, understanding warm eyes.


“Just take you time, experiment, and find out what it is like to suck on a man’s cock.”


Amanda’s eyes returned to the cock. As she watched it seemed to pulse and some thick white cream seemed to ooze out of the opening near the end of his cock. That would be sperm she realised, she had heard girls at school talk about sucking it out of men, or lapping it up and she licked her own lips wondering what it would taste like. Many of the girls had expressed horror at the thought of licking men’s sperm, but she had noticed that other girls had just mocked them for their ignorance.


What would it taste like? Then she remembered her mother’s hungry sucking and eager lapping. She recalled the glazed look in her mother’s eyes when Igwe pulled his cock his cock free of her mouth. She gathered herself together.


Igwe could not suppress his groan as the soft nervous lips of the English virgin slid over the end of his cock. He suppressed the urgent need to grasp her head and thrust his cock deep into her throat.


His hands behind his head flexed and stretched and it took great self-control to keep them behind his head.


The white girl seemed tense and nervous as she crouched over him with her young virgin mouth enclosing the end of his black cock. Igwe had to forcibly restrain the urge to buck his hips upwards.


Her lips slid lower and encountered the leaking sperm and jumped back up again away from it and her mouth released his cock and he moaned his disappointment. He kept his eyes closed, not trusting in his ability to control the surging lust within him as this delicious morsel of white adolescent nubility discovered for herself what it was like to take a black cock in her mouth.


Then unexpectedly her hot tongue lapped across the underside of his cock, licking up the leaking sperm. Startled at the unexpected pleasure he could not suppress jerking his cock, and his eyes shot open.


The girl was sitting on the edge of the bed, resting on her knees. As he watched he could see her mouth working as she thought about the pungent taste of the African sperm. She seemed to be rolling it around in her mouth as she savoured the taste.


Then their eyes met again. He smiled at her and she let an impish grin cross her face which was nearly enough to set off his own orgasm. He realised this girl was not just going to be just OK with what he planned to do to her. Providing he was careful in the taking of her virginity, she would had none of the hang ups that had plagued her mother. This girl would eagerly spread her legs wide for him once she realised what his cock could do for her.


With an exercise in self-control he closed his eyes again, continuing to lie back on the bed. A few moments later he was rewarded with the feel of soft lips again sliding over his cock. He tried to contain his breathing as her lips slid lower.


Her nervousness was disappearing as her lips slid over his thickness. Her young tongue flicked and lapped experimentally at his cock. Igwe was in seventh heaven as the relatively innocent fourteen year old virgin began the process of her own debauchery as she discovered the taste of cock.


His friends were going to be more than delighted when they had the opportunity to hold her down on a bed and ram their cocks up her youthfully tight pussy. A pussy that would be threaded by cock for the first time before this evening was over


Igwe gently flexed his hips pushing his cock deeper into the girl’s young mouth. For a moment she hesitated and froze in position. Then as he gently slid his cock tentatively backwards and forwards her hot soft lips tightened and started sliding on his cock again.


Igwe groaned as those soft lips slid over the hardened column of his cock. They were so, so soft, and the girl was obviously nervous and tentative, which made the flicker of her tongue all that more exciting. It was a struggle to keep his hands behind his head as he savoured the exquisite pleasure of a white English virgin exploring cock for the first time.


Amanda was a in a state of nervous tension. She had a cock in her mouth. A thick hard, hot cock and she could feel the veins on the underside throb and pulse against her lips. As she slid her lips down the thick length the heady male smells assaulted her senses. She licked out with her tongue and the taste of male flesh was far different than anything the gossip of her friends had prepared her for.


The whole situation was overwhelming but her biggest fear was doing it wrong, and her eyes switched to the face of Igwe, who was watching her closely. She quickly looked away from his mesmerising eyes and looked down at the thick length of cock standing proud of his body. This man was her mother’s lover and she realised her mother must have done this many times, and by comparison she must be doing a very poor job, she slid her lips lower then jerked back when she thought she might choke.


Uncertainty engulfed her as she wondered what to do. The cock was so thick but she had seen her mother bobbing her head up and down it. Perhaps she needs to mover her lips faster? She slid her lips down, and then rose again when she thought she might choke. The cock was so long!


‘Deep Throat!’ She remembered the movie, though she had not seen the movie but she had heard of it. Was she supposed to take this into her throat? Surely that would be impossible. Next time she dipped her head lower and tolerated the choking sensation longer wondering if it was really possible to take a cock into her throat.


Her mother had moved her lips faster backwards and forwards so Amanda, starting to get used to the feel and taste of the cock, decided that she should move her own mouth faster up down the hot male flesh and began to dip her head faster.


‘Suck’ she thought. The girls at school talked about sucking cock! All she was doing was sliding her lips up and down it. She tightened her lips at the end of a downward sweep of her bobbing head then drew her mouth up this time sucking on the hard flesh in her mouth and was rewarded by the sound of a gasp erupting from the mouth of the African man.


Her eyes flicked to his face to see his eyes were closed and a look of absolute pleasure was on the man’s face. She could do this, she realised. She could suck cock! She could excite a grown man with the pleasure her lips and tongue could provide.


More confident now she bobbed her head fast releasing her grip on the cock as her soft lips slid down it, then tightening her lips around the throbbing blackness as her head rose. She remembered to use her tongue and on the upward bob stroked her tongue along the length of cock in her mouth.


The cock give a stronger throb, then jerked and a pungent thick salty fluid burst into her mouth and Amanda froze in surprise. She paused with eyes wide. The cock was still; there were no more jerking throbs and no more pulsing liquid. Her mouth was full of the strange thick liquid, which tasted salty and was not all that unpleasant.


She savoured the taste of it.


Then swallowed it.


Moments later she slid her lips down its length again.


Igwe groaned.


His pleasure intense!


The feel of the girl’s soft mouth was exquisite, she was learning far faster than her mother, who had struggled to keep down his sperm when he first held her head still and shot his loads into Angel’s gasping choking mouth.


Amanda by contrast had barely halted when a preliminary spurt had filled her mouth.


He could not contain himself further and humped his hips causing the girl to gasp. Then his hands came around from his head and he brought them down hard on the bed. The girl jumped in surprise and her eyes shot to him.


He grasped the bed sheets in a tight grip in an effort to keep his reactions under control as the soft lips caressed his harness. The girl’s eyes flicked to his hands wrapped strongly in the sheets, and then her eyes rose to meet his.


He gazed into wide wondering eyes that showed no fear. The girl was a beauty that did credit to her beautiful mother! He stared at the lovely young white face that was wrapped around his black cock and grinned with feral hunger.


They stared into each other’s eyes.


The one middle aged and jaded and black, the other young, white, and experiencing the taste of cock for the first time.


Their eyes held as they looked at each other.


Then as her eyes held steady with his, he felt her hot young tongue lash and lap at his cock. His groan erupted from deep in his body. His head fell back on the bed and his body heaved as a fierce orgasm over took him and with eyes closed he collapsed into bliss.


When he opened his eyes as the pleasure subsided he looked up to see the girl was sitting by his side. He could see her mouth working as if she was testing and exploring a new taste in her mouth.


He grinned.


Tentatively the girl smiled back.


With a heave of his body Igwe sat up, causing the girl to start backwards in surprise. His arm shot out encircling her slim shoulders then he hauled her down beside him and onto her back beside him.


He loved the look of sudden alarm in her eyes as he seized her and pulled her close; then he turned on his side, with one arm around her shoulders and held her close and tight.


Amanda found herself held tight and close to the heavy body of the African man. His sudden move had alarmed her but now she found herself cuddled within the embrace of his arms. His body was warm and his encircling arms were strong, she looked up at him and saw friendly eyes and relaxed against him.


Igwe’s wolfish grin sent a shiver that seemed to run right through her. Her skin tingled and felt very sensitive. His face now had a hungry look on it hat made her heart beat faster. She felt her stiffened nipples rub against her brassiere as if trying to push through. She had to make an effort to keep her legs together as the heat in her loins and the closeness of the African seemed to trigger an instinct to open her legs for him.


His hand came up and gently stroked her cheek. His hand was warm as against her face and she nuzzled her face against the palm of his hand. Then he chucked her under her chin. When his hand reached lower and popped the top button on her blouse her heart seemed to stop.


“Well you sweet little honey, tell me. Has a man ever sucked on your nipples before now?”


Another button popped on Amanda’s blouse.


Amada’s eyes were wide as she lay in the comforting arms of the African men. Her heart started pounding and her stomach fluttered as his fingers freed a third button on her blouse. She couldn’t answer a question like that?


Her nipples were tingling madly and they seemed to have filled and stretched in a way they had never done before.


“You must have had your breasts fondled before by black men, at least since you came to Zimbabwe?”


Amanda looked at the African above who had raised an eye in query. She tried to speak but suddenly her throat was dry and she found herself speechless as the fingers of the African popped another button open.


She nodded, and then blushed furiously. She felt such a fool lying here in this man’s arms unable to say a word as the last button of her blouse was popped open.


“So your breasts have been fondled, but have you ever had a man’s warm hand caress the soft firm bare flesh of your breasts?”


Igwe ran his hands over the exposed white flesh of her upper body, enjoying the feel of soft young white flesh under his hand.


Virgin flesh!


He felt her tremble, and looked into confused eyes that sparkled with fire. He could feel the girl’s body beneath his caressing fingers tense and flex. Whatever the confusion behind those eyes this soft body was responsive and eager for the attention it instinctively knew was coming.


Amanda nearly jumped when the man’s hand rose up and with a deft movement flicked her brassiere up and over her developing breasts.


Igwe looked down at the exposed firm, round breast, with its pink tip. The girl’s nipple was firm and distended, advertising her sexual arousal, and he grinned as he looked down at its perfection. It was fuller than he expected.


His warm hard hand reached for and cupped and squeezed the bare breast enjoying its firmness and the way Amanda jumped and squirmed as his hand squeezed and fondled the round orb. He switched his attention to her other breast, comparing the two matching breasts that appeared to have no flaws whatsoever.


He loved the way Amanda’s lips had parted. The girl looked flushed, and he could feel her hips squirm against him. Her eyes had a shine to them, and she seemed to glow with health and excitement.


He was going to just love ramming his cock up this relatively innocent English virgin and making her squeal.


“So, Amanda, has anyone sucked on this perfect little nipple?”


His palm ran over one nipple, and he enjoyed the way the girl jerked her hips as the hardened calluses tracked across the sensitive areole of her previously untouched nipple.


He watched as the girl swallowed hard and looked at him with utter confusion as her own raging hormones raged in battle with her. Then he lowered his head and he sucked the thickened aroused tip into his mouth.


Amanda moaned as the man’s hot mouth enclosed her nipple. Hot flame seemed to fire through her loins as the hot sucking lips pulled and chewed on her sensitive flesh. Her hips humped the air as the heat of the African’s mouth triggered a volcanic rush of molten lava between her legs!


Her body was wracked with an electric tingling as for the first time in her life the pink bud of one of her nipples was encased in the hungry mouth of a man. Amanda squirmed and wriggled within the string arms of the man who held her firmly, in a way that was both comforting and overpowering.


Never had she felt the overwhelming presence of a man so close to her and the effect it was having on her was completely new to her in a totally unexpected way. Her legs seemed to have a natural inclination to spread wide to receive him, and for a crazy moment she thought of all those times she had been primly told to sit with her legs together.


‘Were all societies’ rules imposed on people designed to curb the natural instincts of the female to mate with strong males?’ She wondered about this, but not for long. Igwe released her nipple and rose up above her and she found herself looking up into his eyes.


“So, I guess no one has done that to you before?”


Amanda could not trust her voice to reply. She saw the smile on his face, and shivered as she watched his eyes looked over her exposed upper chest.


“Perfect,” he murmured. “Just perfect.”


Then his head dipped towards her other untouched nipple and with a previously unknown instinct she lifted her body thrusting her pert, round breast towards his mouth with a hungry desire to have the experience repeated on her other soft nipple.


Igwe’s mouth descended and enclosed her breast. In a shocking variation to the teasing of her other nipple the African sucked the whole succulent white breast into his mouth. Amanda gasped as her whole breast disappeared into the African’s mouth. Her hips seemed to hump urgently in a totally uncontrolled manner.


The African released her breast from his mouth but now hard ivory nipped at the wrinkled flesh setting off. Hard teeth worried the sensitive flesh and the hot flames of passion engulfed her nubile body.


Igwe raised a hand between the girl’s legs. Her trousers prevented him from stroking her bare legs, but it did not stop his hand searching for and finding the junction between her thighs. His hand found her pussy and cupped and moulded it with his fingers triggering a low long moan from the girl.


Amanda was shocked when the African had found the gap between her legs. She felt a moment of embarrassment as she realised her panties were soaking wet as the saturated material was pressed and rubbed against a virginal pussy that suddenly seemed super sensitive.


“Ooooooooooh!”


Igwe raised his mouth, from the delightful fresh flesh of the young woman’s breast.


“You like this then?”


Amanda’s response was another low moan of excitement. Igwe grinned. He just loved teaching fresh young innocent girl’s the joys of sex. They were also so intense with the pleasure of their first experience. Afterwards he had had usually found them only too willing to submit to the demands he would later make, and before they had time to stop and think they would be submitting to and enjoying the most debased kinky sex!


“Aaarghh … oh … oh … oh!”


Igwe grinned. His fingers squeezed and moulded the juncture between the girl’s legs. Pressing and rubbing he watched the fevered look in Amanda’s eyes as his hand worked the girl. She would have an orgasm soon if he was any judge, and Igwe had spent years mastering the techniques of breaking through the self-imposed restraints so many white women had cocooned themselves with.


“Want me to stop?” He asked.


He loved the look of alarm that crossed the girl’s face when he suggested stopping. Instead of replying the girl humped against his fingers in almost desperate haste.


Amanda did not know what was happening between her legs. She had lightly touched herself before this, but had never summoned the courage to more than lightly explore the sensations fingering her private parts generated.


The fingering of the African combined with the way her had sucked and nibbled on her breasts had created sensations she would never have believed were possible. She suddenly realised why those girls at school gossiped about the black men. If they had experienced what she was experiencing at the hands of Igwe then she fully understood why the girls at school let men do things to them.


“No please, don’t stop!” She gasped.


Igwe leaned forward and his lips came down on hers. Her own lips parted to accept his tongue as it thrust into her mouth. She felt his tongue lick across her soft lips before sliding back into her mouth. She stretched out her own tongue and licked at the African’s tongue. Then his lips were crushing her lips and his naked chest pressed against her own tingling breasts.


As his fingers poked and pressed between her legs, stars seemed to explode in her head. Her body started to shake and an explosion of heat and excitement overcame her loins and she bucked in an uncontrolled frenzy!


Her brain seemed to black out and she collapsed onto her back on the bed, still cradled in the strong arms of the African.


She opened her eyes a few minutes later to find Igwe resting on one arm and looking down at her. He smiled and she tentatively smiled back.


“Was that your first real orgasm?”


“Is that what it was?”


She recalled some of the girls giggling about ‘the Big O’ and suddenly realised what the gossip was all about. If that was an orgasm she wanted more, she looked up again at the African.


“It was not so bad was it?”


“It … it was wonderful!”


The African grinned.


“Well that was just the start of the evening. We are going to have lots more fun like that before the evening is over.”


“Oh! I don’t think I could cope with that much excitement more than once a night!” Amanda’s mind was in a whirl at the thought of experiencing another such sunburst of pleasure.


Igwe laughed.


Amanda looked at him wondering if he was mocking her. He saw the look on her face and laughed again.


“For a moment you sounded just like your mother.”


When Amanda looked shocked and then appalled he laughed again.


“When I first met your mother she was determined that one orgasm a night was more than enough. These days she craves my cock and all the orgasms it gives her!”


Amanda wanted to curl up and die to hear this man talk of her mother as though she was a cock hungry harlot. Her eyes slipped down and she looked at the African’s cock and her breath caught in her throat as she took it in its size and thickness. She was suddenly starkly reminded she was lying next to a completely naked man!


Igwe smile was wide and as she looked at him she saw only warmth and humour in his eyes with no mockery in them. She felt uncomfortable for a moment then suppressed that thought. If the evening was just starting what else did he plan? Her eyes dropped to his cock and feeling of trepidation passed through her.


He noticed her gaze and brought his hand up and caressed her cheek. Her eyes flicked to his and he chucked her under her chin.


“Do you trust me?”


Amanda looked at him and recalled her mother’s words not to trust any man, but now she wondered if it was her mother she should not trust? For moments she thought about the fact that she knew just nothing about this man. Then she thought about the orgasm this man had just produced for her.


Excitement overcame her caution. Her fear of the size of his cock was countered by the warmth of his eyes, eyes that occasionally filled with a hungry desire that seemed to stir up a deep-seated heat in her virgin loins.


Besides she would not show fear or concern, or embarrass herself. She was not going to be any less than her mother. She looked up at him to answer, but before she did so an emotion passed through her and she realised that she did trust this man.


“Yes,” she answered simply.


Igwe grinned and sat up, reaching for Amanda and pulling her into a sitting position.


He looked into her eyes and saw no doubt in them and smiled. It would not be long before his lusting friends would get the chance to hold down this trusting innocent white girl; then she would be nothing but a receptacle for their hungry middle aged lusts. By then of course she would be just as hungry to spread her youthful limbs wide for black cock.


As she sat in front of him he reached for her blouse, now fully unbuttoned and slid it over and off her shoulders and down. Her brassiere had also been pushed up off her breasts and it was easy to just lift it over her head and toss it aside.


Amanda sat there in front of the black man completely naked from the waist up. She waited as he inspected her. A shiver went down her spine and she drew her shoulders back as his hands and eyes roved over her naked upper body. His hands caressed in ways that sent trembling shivers of pleasure through her.


The ways his eyes devoured her upper body sent a deep thrill through her. Who would have thought a grown man would find her so desirable? Or that having her nipples sucked would prove to be so exhilarating.


Igwe stroked his hands over her soft white skin. The girl had a slender upper body rising from a slim waist to wider shoulders. Her breasts were a pleasant surprise. He had not expected them to be so full, but with Amanda sitting up they stood proud of her chest like apples, ripe and jutting.


He reached out and fondled them. Amanda made no effort to pull away as his black hands fondled the youthful round mounds. He ran his hands down the soft skin of her arms enjoying their slenderness.


Her pretty face as she sat there slightly flushed and still aroused from her orgasm was a testament to the beauty of the mother passed down to the daughter. Small snub nose, shapely lips, wide eyes that sparkled with passion, and high cheekbones and her dark hair flowed over her shoulders in a silky wave.


His cock refilled with blood and sperm as he envisioned the delight of taking her virginity and the fun it would be moulding her to his needs over the next few months. He estimated she would sell for around £100,000 on the thriving African market for white slaves that had recently blossomed among the newly rich Africans. He would have a word with Joseph to ensure he did not make the mistake of selling such a gem. Amanda must be kept for his own personal harem, and shared only with his closed friends Joshua, Joseph and Ngorro.


Joseph would have to be persuaded; perhaps it might be time to dispose of Susan and Nicola. Yes that might be a good way to keep Joseph sweet and would end her recent bickering complaints, or at least take her demands for more attention out of his hearing.


He looked again at Amanda who sat there quietly waiting and watching, trusting. The girl had no real knowledge of the world despite her education and intelligent parents and her western upbringing.’


In a few months time she would know nearly everything there was to know about pleasing men, or at least pleasing black men! Today his gaze ran over her virgin, innocent flesh. Tonight he would drive her completely wild with passion before he stuffed his ten inches of black cock up through her precious virginity … and there would be nothing her father could do to stop him.


He grinned a feral grin.


He would be careful though. Before this weekend was over he wanted the girl hungering for when he would put his cock up her again, not fearful or afraid of him. Then he would use her desire to experience his thick cock again to lead her down new experiences.


Amanda could sense the grin on the African’s face held a deeper meaning than friendliness. She sensed his lust rising and pushed her chest out proudly as if to display her pert young breasts to his gaze. She did not feel afraid of this man, whatever he was going to do she did not think he planned to hurt her, then her eyes dropped to his stiff cock and doubts rose within her. She knew cocks were meant to penetrate women’s bodies but surely Igwe’s cock was far too big!


Had her mother really taken that monster up inside her? It was the oddest thought, and she found it quite disconcerting.


“Lie back Amanda.” Igwe urged taking her slim shoulders in his hands and urging her backwards. Amanda lay back. She found she enjoyed the feel of his hands on her, liked him taking control and directing her. So she lay back and looked up at him as he rose to his knees above her. She watched his face as his eyes hungrily roved over her upper body.


When his tongue came out and licked over his lips she felt a spasm in her own loins in a brief hope that he would apply his lips and tongue to her breasts and nipples. When his hands dropped to the belt of his trousers and started unbuckling her built her stomach lurched, and her breath caught in her throat again.


Her hands rose as if to stop him and fluttered in the air for a moment, then her eyes caught that of Igwe and her hands dropped back to her sides as the African drew the belt out of her trousers. Her heart seemed to leap into her mouth when he leaned forward and unbuttoned the top of her trousers.


She kept her hands to her side as her trousers were pulled over her hips and drawn down her legs. Her breathing grew tight. Her nipples seemed to refill with blood and started tingling fiercely.


She watched the eyes of the African run over her coltish thighs and could see the appreciation and satisfaction in his eyes. She jumped when one of his hands moved to rest on her thigh. Her skin seemed to come alive as his warm hand rested in her leg.


When his hand squeezed and caressed she felt a deep emotional throb run through her. No one had ever touched her like this, so intimately and with such an effect on her senses. She wet her lips, which had become suddenly dry. Then the African’s hand slid higher on her thigh and her loins seemed to pulse and throb with an urgent hunger that she had never even dreamed about experiencing.


It was scary, exhilarating, thrilling and terrifying!


Igwe cock strained as though seeking to escape the confines of the velvety skin encasing the hard muscle within. His hand stroked and caressed white skin that was incredibly soft. He could feel the nervous excitement of the girl lying at his side.


A sweet white English virgin trembling beneath his African hand as he enjoyed the sight and feel of nubile adolescence. Fourteen years old, from a loving caring, protective family, now naked and alone in his bed.


Cherished, innocent, succulent and so ripe for a fucking!


Once her people had ruled his country. They had strung black men up for even looking sideways at a girl like this, while those same hypocrites had formalised laws allowing them to take black girls like this to their bed.


His eyes took on her breasts, round and shapely, not quite full, but ripe and jutting even as she lay on her back. Her pink nipples taut were upstanding, still wet from his earlier tonguing. He took his time running his eyes over her ripe youthful curves; there was no one to stop him after all. The girl’s mother waited outside and would not intervene no matter what he did.


He thought of the girl’s father. He was far away and would never have any chance of stopping Igwe from ramming his ten inches of black cock through the hymen of his precious little girl.


Before this weekend was over the apple of her father’s eye was going to crave another experience with Igwe’s hard cock.


The African grinned.


‘Oh yes, he would make damn sure this sweet little honey could not wait to be fucked again.’


He leaned forward delighting in the nervous alarm in her eyes as both his hands reached for and took hold of her panties and slowly drew them over her hips and down her legs before tossing aside the last vestige of the protection of her virginal loins.


He licked his lips.


He loved licking fresh virgin pussy, especially when it was white pussy!


It was not an opportunity that came his way very often!


Zimbabwe was not a country in which females retained their virginity much beyond the development of their curves!


Igwe shifted his position in the bed, and slid his hand up Amanda’s inner thigh. They were full and firm thigh, and had nicely filled out as her burgeoning womanhood had overtaken her previously girlish. He squeezed the soft, warm silky inner flesh. The girl’s eyes were wide, but she made no effort to pull away as his hand rose higher. His fingers circled and stroked.


The girl’s youthful, jutting, ripe breasts were a joy, and he leaned forward to run his tongue over pert, thickened young nipples, enjoying the groan of delight that broke from the girl’s lips. As his tongue lapped and licked his hand pulled unresisting thighs apart.


His tongue laved across the soft white skin on the underside of the young round flesh, and then he started licking lower. He enjoyed the feel of her skin on his licking tongue as he savoured and enjoyed the fresh scent of the innocent virgin. He savoured the unique moment as he felt the girl tremble and he could sense her fluttering heart as his tongue circled and lapped heading lower, until with a twist he dug his tongue into her navel.


He had to use his strength to restrain her excited squirming as she bucked when he thrust his tongue into the hollow of her belly button. Circling and pushing with his tongue into the sensitive area, while enjoying the burst of excited squealing coming from the girl. This young woman was much more responsive than her mother, who had seemed almost afraid of her own sexuality when Igwe first seduced her.


This young and curvy white girl was the very epitome of every black man’s lustful fantasy. Her innocence would not last long, especially after his friends, especially Ngorro, had slated their lust on her virginal freshness. He would nurture and exploit her sexual ignorance until she loved everything he and his friends wanted her to do. In a few months he would convert her from her current fresh-faced innocence to a sultry Lolita eager to experience what men wanted to do to her!


His hands had reached below and around the girl so that each hand could grasp and hold apart her thighs. Then his head started licking lower across a fluttering stomach heading for virgin loins that he suspected had never experienced a hot licking tongue.


Amanda’s heart was pounding fiercely in her chest as the African’s hot deft tongue licked and lapped its way down her body. Her breasts seemed as though they wanted to burst from the restraints of her skin and had never felt so sensitive. Now as the African licked lower the thought came to her that he might be planning to lick her pussy! She jerked her legs, but his strong hands held her legs apart and she felt a stomach swirling lurch as a feeling of helplessness swept over her.


She was astonished that a feeling helpless and being strongly held in position by a man should create such a thrilling sensation within her.


Girls at school had talked of pussy licking, but Amanda had thought the idea too disgusting and dirty, but now as the man’s tantalising hot wet tongue licked lower all she felt was a breathless anticipation, matched almost equally by the shame and embarrassment of her loins being soaking wet with leaking juices!


What would he think if he found her in such a wet state?


She moaned and humped as the African’s tongue licked and circled its way down her body. Light flickering touches of hot tongue circled across her stomach sent flurries of excitement through her body and she squirmed in the African’s strong grasp. Even the feel of his hands holding her firmly was sending thrilling ripples through her!


Igwe’s eyes focussed on the light down covered virginal loins and the treasures that were unprotected from his hungry tongue. He drank in the sight of pink inflated flesh, and the dribble of liquid already seeping down from her aroused womanhood into the cleft of a round curvy bottom. He salivated in anticipation of the taste of her fresh young juice.


He rose on his hands and knees prior to moving around between her sweet shapely thighs, then unable to resist a taste, dipped his head and lashed his tongue across the slash of her womanhood.


Amanda shrieked as the African’s tongue lapped over her clitoris, and down across untouched opening of her young pussy. Her hips bucked reflexively as the starburst of pleasure burst in her loins. She could not control a sudden feverish humping as the dark head between her splayed thighs lapped at her soft wet centre.


“Oooooooh!”


“Arghhhhhh!”


“Oh! … Oh! … Oh!


Her squeals excited Igwe, who realised the youngster had become just as excited as mother, Angel, who he had found was easy to manipulate once she had been tongued.


Amanda’s head rolled rocking from side to side. For a moment her eyes glazed over as the incredible sensation between her legs overwhelmed her with the intensity of the pleasure. She had not expected anything quite so exhilarating and thrilling no matter how often the girls at school had gossiped about sex and black men!


Gasping her head flopped to the right, and there she saw Igwe on his hands and knees above. Her eyes locked on his manhood. It hung from his body, jutting from his loins. Long and thick her eyes travelled its length, from full round hanging balls along to a thick round head that had slid from its covering sheath to reveal a bulbous rounded head.


That monstrously sized cock she knew was going to be thrust all the way up inside her body!


Her eyes rolled in her head and she fainted.


Igwe felt the girl jerk and go limp and raised his head to look at her. Surprised he saw that she seemed to have fallen unconscious! He paused for a moment, thinking, then he grinned and rose to his feet.


He looked down at her lovely curvy form and fondled his cock. In the not too distant future he and his friends would stand together above her and play with their cocks until they splattered her lithe body with sperm in an African christening. Then they would watch the girl’s mother lick the sperm from her daughter’s body … or maybe they would get a large dog to lap up their sperm.


Hmm, he pulled on his cock imagining the fun they would have as this young English virgin was corrupted and debauched taught until she worshiped black African cock.


Then he walked around the bed, and between her coltish thighs. He dropped to his knees and pushed her limp thighs apart. He heard her stir and moan, but his gaze was fixed on delicious sight of an aroused but still virgin pussy.


He licked his lips and lowered his head.


Igwe’s tongue flickered out. He aimed low at the crease between her buttocks just below her pussy where her virgin nectar had pooled. His thick lingual digit lapped up the tasty and fresh virgin juice. His taste buds relished the flavour, so much sweeter than the well used vagina’s of married white women!


His tongue lapped up the juices that had flowed from her aroused but innocent womanhood. He smacked his lips in delight, before leaning forward and pressurising his tongue against the lips of her vulva. He twisted his tongue against soft wet flesh, until labial lips parted and the soft interior was exposed to his eager tongue.


He thrust his tongue into the soft interior and was rewarded with the sound of a squeal escaping from the girl lying in front of him and her soft thighs thrashed on either side of his head.


Amanda woke from her faint to an exquisite sensation between her legs. Her consciousness returned, along with the feel of a hot wet lapping between her legs. Bemused and confused she stirred and moaned on the bed. She thought she was in some sort of erotic dream as the hot tongue lapped and probed at her sensitive loins.


She moaned and squirmed at the hot wet heat enveloping her private parts. It must be a dream she thought as she stirred back into awareness. Only a dream could feel this good. Then she felt a hot persistent thrusting and her womanhood seemed to flower open, and for the first time in her life she felt the hot twirling muscle of a tongue drive into her virgin entrance.


“Oooooooooooh!”


Her eyes flashed open, and she realised the exquisite feeling between her legs, were no dream, but a new sensational explosion of pleasure.


“Aaargh!”


Her hips suddenly humped against the head between her legs and she looked down her body at the black face of her mother’s lover! Her eyes widened further as his eyes met hers and sparkled with amusement as he met her wide astonished eyes.


Her lithe young thighs shuddered and flexed and she was confused whether to splay her legs wide, or clasp them tight around the head between her legs that was creating such unbearably pleasurable sensations in her virgin centre.


“Ohh … aaaah … Oh.”


Her excited breathless squealing aroused Igwe as he savoured the unique and rare delight of white virgin pussy. He was the only man who would ever enjoy this experience as his cock and he took particular pleasure in that. It was his hard back cock, which already strained to burst from its soft enclosing skin that was going to rip aside the virgin’s hymen and bury itself deep inside the young tight cunt.


He raised his head slightly and with a deft swift movement sucked the hard nubbin at the top of her cleft into his mouth. A galvanised spasm overcame the youngster and wail ripped from her young throat.


“Whahhhhhhh! Oh! Oh. Ooooooooooh.”


The young girl thrashed and writhed before the eager onslaught of his lapping tongue. Igwe reached under the girl, grasping the full round orbs of her bottom in an attempt to hold her steady in position as he savoured the honey nectar flowing like a river from her womanhood.


As his hands grasped her rounded bottom he enjoyed the feel of her firm round cheeks. The girl had inherited a lovely well-rounded posterior from her mother. He liked the fact that her mother was waiting obediently outside, knowing that her innocent daughter was being ravished by him.


He dipped his head licking slowly and deliberately down the wet juicy gash of excited girl flesh. Licking and lapping along its full length before lashing his tongue at the sensitive flesh between pussy and ass before, as if by accident his tongue his lapped across the pink wrinkled entrance to her back channel. As he did so the girl jerked away from his tongue.


“Oh … erghh!”


The girl gasped at the unexpected sensation of a hot tongue touching that most private place!


Then Igwe was lapping upwards again, this time his tongue probed deep. Splitting apart the ripe peach her womanhood in readiness for when he would thrust his cock inside this young girl and make her a woman.


A young woman that would crave this experience again and again and would willingly come back to him for more of the exhilarating sensations he was creating within her churning overheated loins. The girl’s fresh innocence was a delight and if he judged her mother correctly Angel’s only concern would be to ensure that she herself was not neglected.


Igwe’s hand cupped the round white bottom cheeks of a relatively innocent girl who had a calculating mother, whose outward confidence masked a fear of rejection and a desperate hunger for attention. He well understood Angel would not hesitate to use her daughter if that was what it took to get Igwe’s attention and he would have to carefully ensure he gave Angel special attention that would vindicate, in her mother’s calculating eyes, her handing over her virgin daughter to him.


Fortunately his three close friends Joshua, Joseph and Ngorro would help ensure Angel was kept thoroughly well fucked in the weeks to come, hopefully giving Igwe the time and opportunity to fully entrap this lovely nubile teenager in his web of lust before her father discovered what was happening.


Brushing aside those thoughts he rose up again. His tongue licking, circling upwards, in tantalising sweeps across her soft flesh while he gave soft kisses to the silky soft flesh of her inner thighs.


The girl moaned and twisted as the African man tormented and teased her soft flesh. Her thighs came together at times to clasp his hard head between her smooth thighs, but the feeling of a man’s head clasped between her thighs was new and shocking, while his tongue was creating a heavenly delight she had never experienced before, or even dreamed of!


When his mouth sucked in her inflamed and over distended clitoris, shocking waves of pleasure burst through her loins like mini starbursts, and she was unable to restrain a shriek of shock and delight.


When his tongue circled around her hardened bud of womanhood she bucked her hips in urgency and flung her coltish legs far apart to give the African unrestrained access to her private parts. Not wanting her clasping thighs to inhibit or restrain the exquisite delight of his lapping tongue.


This was far beyond anything the gossiping girls at her school had led her to believe she might experience at the hands of a black man. Now she finally understood why those stories of Africans controlling their families might have some truth in them. Amanda would happily welcome a black man into her bed if meant more of the exquisite sensations engulfing her virgin loins.


Ivory teeth nibbled at the hard bud of her clitoris and stars burst in Amanda’s head as orgasm engulfed her and she writhed gasping and moaning in an explosion of excitement as waves of pleasure burst within her.


She flopped back on the bed exhausted and relaxed as the throbbing pleasure receded. She lay supine and sated as the African finally ceased lapping her private parts. His head rose up her body delivering soft feathery kisses on her tummy. His tongue briefly lapped at her belly button, before licking softly up her relaxing body. She stretched happily beneath the soft kisses and light lapping tongue, spreading her arms and legs wide in surrender to the man who was teaching her what life was really about.


There was a brief resurgence of excitement as his rough tongue lapped across stiff pink nipples, then his head was moving higher. Brief soft kisses were given to her upturned neck and she shivered at the feel of his soft tongue lapping the sensitive flesh of her neck then his head rose higher and after short peck of a kiss on her lips. She looked up into warm, dark eyes.


She sighed as she looked up into those eyes, which seemed to have a magnetic absorbing quality. His arms rested on either side her body and she felt warm, comfortable and safe as she relaxed from the warm receding glow of her orgasm.


The African above her shifted slightly and her eyes shot wide at the feel of a hot hardness push up against her womanhood.


Igwe watched her eyes widen. He saw fear and uncertainty flow across Amanda’s face. He reached up to grasp her slim white shoulders in his large black hands and thrust.





Angel sitting on the terrace, sipping a cocktail, jumped to her feet as Amanda’s shriek tore through the dark night. She turned and looked back at the lodge. There had been pain on that shriek. She bit her lip for a moment.


Silence returned to the African night, if it could ever be truly silent.


Her thoughts tumbled through her head, some doubts rose, but she quickly suppressed them. All women had to lose their virginity sometime and Amanda had finally lost hers.


She felt a flush in her own loins at the thought of her lover’s magnificent prick. That it was even now up inside her young daughter give her a flash of jealousy, but then she felt a wicked thrill at the thought of what her daughter would be feeling and she remembered her wedding night when she had lost her virginity to Mark.


Then she thought of Igwe and she smouldered as she thought what he would be feeling with his cock buried in the young, tight, white pussy of her fourteen year old daughter. Her nipples thickened and hardened, and her knickers were stained with a flush of wet juices.


‘God, ‘ she thought. ‘Is this what my husband feels when he knows I am being fucked by Igwe?’


Suddenly she began to understand her husband better.


She took a longer drink from the cocktail then summoned up her resolve and stepped back into the lodge. She walked through the lounge decorated with the heads of stuffed animals shot before safari hunts replaced guns with cameras.


She paused before the door that led into the bedroom. She was about to turn the handle when a low moan came from the room. Her hand froze on the door handle. An unmistakable whimper of pleasure came from the other side of the door.


Hearing her daughter’s voice rise in passionate excitement sent shivers up and down her spine. Her lover was the cause of her daughter’s aroused excitement and she baulked at interrupting his pleasure. She knew he intended to take especial care to make sure that Amanda enjoyed the experience and from the sounds coming through the door he was doing just that.


Her fears over that pain filled shriek evaporated. Her hand fell away from the door handle and she stepped away from the door. She nearly walked away from the door, then she hear the guttural grunt of he lover followed by a screeched ‘Yes!’ from Amanda, and she froze on the spot as a new shiver of pleasure shot through her loins.


She stopped and listened and another thrill of illicit excitement passed through her. For once in her life she thought of someone else being the centre of attention of her lover, not with a feeling of dread, but with visceral pleasure. She battled with her own desire to be at the centre of Igwe’s thoughts and lusts. She wanted to use Amanda to retain Igwe’s attention on herself, but now she realised that involving Amanda with Igwe was going to lead to new level of intensity in her relationship with him.


From the other side of the door she heard the regular thump, thump of the bed in the next room and her pussy expanded and flushed with heat in sympathy desire to experience what she knew her daughter was experiencing … Igwe’s thick long cock!





Amanda started to panic as her virgin womanhood found the blunt round hardness being pressed into her.


Igwe’s hands gripped her shoulders tightly and she started to tense in expectation, but before she could decide what to the man above her had lunged forward and her body tore open!


Her scream was more shock than pain. Fear, as she felt her hymen tear, rose to a peak but was overcome by a sudden fear that her body would burst as ten thick inches of black cock surged through her tight virginity.


The feeling of the cock inside her body was unlike anything she had expected. She felt as though her body was going to be split apart as the weight of the African above her drove his cock further and deeper into her previously unused channel.


She instinctively tried to bring her legs together but the bulky body of the middle aged black man prevented her. He was firmly ensconced between her legs. The man above her stopped thrusting deeper. She clung to his strong arms and the firm grip on her shoulders relaxed. She was absorbed in the feel of the man’s body above her, warm and strong, so different from anything she had experienced before. She could feel the curls of his hairy chest against her own soft breasts, but the centre of her attention was on her loins.


She had a cock up inside her! As the initial pain of her hymen tearing faded she was left with a feeling of fullness. A feeling completely new to her, but it somehow seemed perfectly natural as though it was something that should always have been, but, … she felt so stretched. Her body felt ruptured and bruised but the feel of the African’s cock throbbing and hot up inside her felt like a healing salve as the pain receded and her body accustomed herself to the hard male flesh throbbing and hot inside her body.


She looked up at Igwe’s face and found him looking down at her. To her surprise there was understanding in his eyes. His body above hers was holding still, though his cock inside her jerked and throbbed in a way that was tantalising and nerve wracking at the same time.


“Are you OK?”


There was concern in his voice and she felt a flush of warmth for this man who was no brute ravishing her against her will but seemed attentive to her every emotion. The fact that this man was her mother’s lover seemed less important now. She felt a pang of guilt that she was enjoying the feelings this man had created in her body. A man who had not just cuckolded her father but had now taken her virginity as well. A fact, she suddenly realised, that her father would not be happy about at all!


Doubts clouded her eyes for a moment. Then Igwe shifted position and his cock moved inside her sending shivers through her. His head lowered and he kissed her softly. Her eyes rose up to meet his eyes and for a moment she was lost in their dark strength.


“Are you ready to be fucked?”


Amanda’s eyes widened again, and she paused for a moment before tentatively nodded. She watched the grin spread across his face than the she felt his hips move and his cock started to withdraw. Feeling a sudden emptiness inside her Amanda humped her hips to seek to grab back the receding cock. Just at that moment Igwe thrust and his cock shot deeper up inside her and she yelped in surprise.


Igwe loved the sound of the girl’s whimpering squeal. He humped his hips, forcing his cock deeper through rings of muscle that had never learned to cope with a thrusting cock. He savoured the feel of her warm, soft, lithe body squirming and jerking below him, while her tight young virgin channel grasped at his hardness.


He lowered his weight onto his elbows helping to grip the slim white girl in position beneath him so she could not wriggle away from his thrusting black hips. His faced dipped down and he kissed her forehead, as her head came up to look at him in surprise, he pushed deeper and enjoyed watching her eyes widen in surprise and shack.


“You’re too big, you’re splitting me apart!”


It did indeed feel as though her body was going to split apart. The African’s cock was huge and it felt as though her insides were being pushed deeper up inside her, while her hips were being split apart by the lunging cock. It was too big for her. She grasped the African and whimpered.


“Please it’s just too big for me.”


Above her Igwe grinned.


“Trust me Amanda, your mother said the same thing when I first rammed it up her but she soon changed her tune. Trust me Amanda and just a few moments it’s all going to feel very different.”


Amanda felt a momentary shock when the African mentioned her mother. It was hard for her to imagine her mother in the same situation. She gritted her teeth as she felt the cock push higher up into her.


Igwe pushed, with his grip on her slim white shoulders firm, his cock slid deeper into virgin territory. He just loved the feel of the girl squirming beneath him as his cock slid deeper. Her gasping shock, and the tight grip of her small hands as she held on to him as he bucked on top of her, advertised her nervous tension.


Igwe loved it.


He loved the pleasure and the delight of hot tight young pussy.


He loved having such a pretty nubile teenager impaled on his cock.


He especially loved it that was white, an English virgin. Once her race had ruled Africa but today her mother had handed her to him as if on silver platter and her father could do nothing to prevent his ravishing of her innocence!


His cock throbbed and pulsed and he had to hold back the urge to jet his spunk into her previously unsullied womb. He wanted to savour this moment and he relaxed letting the girl get used to the feel of his cock buried deep in her body.


Amanda held back her fears.


She bit back her reaction to being filled with cock.


She wondered when it would end but even as she thought that the pain was receding. In fact it was receding fast! The huge bulk of the cock inside her throbbed and pulsed and she wondered at the new throbbing heat between her legs.


She felt the cock inside her jerk and throb. She wondered if she could feel every throbbing vein lining the thick length that was stretching her open. She was a woman now! A little thrill of excitement flashed through her.


Igwe shifted his position on top of her and she felt the cock move and slide within her and instead of pain she felt pleasure. She gasped. Above her head Igwe grinned. He shifted his position letting his cock slide a few more inches and heard the girl gasp again.


Igwe’s grin widened. He drew back his hips, enjoying the indrawn breath of the girl beneath him. Then he thrust, thrust hard, and the shocked squeal that broke from the girl’s throat delighted him even more.


He settled his weight on his elbows, flexed his knees and started to hump the squealing honey beneath him.


Amanda’s body was wracked with pleasure as the African began humping and thrusting. She gasped, moaned and wailed in delight at the extreme sensations centred on her stretched and sundered womanhood. All sense of bruising and tearing in her loins melted away as the hard male flesh slid out, then thrust deeper.


“Oh.”


“Ah.”


“Ooooh … yes!”


“Aaaargh!!!! … Oh God!”


Her slim white arms wrapped around the large African body above and her hips started a feverish upward humping as she strived to push the cock even deeper into her body. Scintillating rushes of pleasure surged outwards from her loins and she could feel every throbbing inch of the black cock deep inside her.


She realised she had been a fool to condemn in her mind the girls at the school who talked about ‘sex with the darkies.’ This was beyond anything she had ever imagined and she never wanted him to stop!


How could she condemn her mother for taking a black lover when the consequence was such a level of pleasure? No wonder her mother had give in to temptation and allowed Igwe to do this to her!


“Oooooooh!”


“Do it … do it … do it … aaaargh…”


She thrust her hips skewering the huge black cock deep inside her. He had been right when he said it would fit. She felt the cock was going to burst her open when it pushed so deep into her, she felt her womb must have been invaded by its pulsing length.


This was how men and women made babies! With the male cock buried deep in the woman and spurting the seed deep into her body. The thought give an unexpected added urgency and her inner muscles hungrily grasped and squeezed at the magnificent cock.


She felt the African jerk and freeze for a moment then she realised the hot rush deep in her body was the man’s seed. The African jerked and seemed to vibrate above her, and he crushed his loins up tight against her. She could feel the tight curls of his hairs brushing her clitoris as his loins seemed to crush the entrance to her body, followed by the jerking pulsing rush of man seed into her body. ‘He was doing it’ she thought he was making her a baby and she squealed as her own orgasm burst out of her.


Above her Igwe felt the tender young cunt grasp and squeeze his thrusting cock and the moment was too much for him. He thrust hard driving himself deep and crushing the girl beneath him and holding her there as his cock jerked, throbbed and unleashed spurt after spurt of juice up into her tight young channel!


Amanda wailed her excitement as she felt the African cock flood her insides with a spurting surge of warm juices. She shivered and shook as her loins exploded with a starburst of pleasure. She grasped the African hard, clinging to him as her body erupted with exquisite pleasure. For a moment the outside world ended and her whole existence seemed centred the spasms of pleasure engulfing her body.


She sank back onto the bed as the pleasure slowly receded, her white hands stroking the strong black arms that held her close, and she sighed before grinning up at the African man above her.


Igwe braced his weight on his elbows as he savoured the explosive squirming of the white teenage girl, or should he describe her as a woman now? It would surely flatter her if he persistently described her as a young woman now that he had taken her virginity.


Lying on top of the slim young woman, his cock remained hard. He had heard that white men went soft after they had their orgasm, but there is little chance of Igwe’s cock going soft while buried within the tight channel of the lovely nubile white female below him.


Her body was soft, warm and curvy, and he enjoyed the feel of her firm young breasts crushed below his chest. Her no longer virgin pussy seemed to be palpitating around his firm hardness, with her inner muscles still grasping and squeezing his member as though she could squeeze more juice out of him.


He breathed in her fresh sweet smell, mixed with the smell of sweat and blood, and grinned to himself. He looked down at her flush radiant face, so exquisitely pretty. She would not forget this night. She would never forget this first experience. She would remember the man who took her virginity for the remainder of her life no matter how many men ploughed her channel in years ahead.


His cock flexed and stretched at the thought and he watched her eyes shoot open as cock jerked and throbbed. He looked down into wide wondering, delighted eyes.


“That was not so bad was it?”


A smile broke out on the girl’s face brightening up the room with its intensity.


“It was … it was wonderful!”


Igwe grinned.


“So would you like me to do it again?”


He watched Amanda’s eyes open wider with sudden hope, and her tight young channel grasped his cock. She looked him directly in the eye.


“Oh yes! Please, don’t ever stop!”


A feeling of complete satisfaction engulfed Igwe as he realised Amanda Scott was going to be delightful addition to his own private harem. He drew back his hips and thrust. The excited squeal that broke out from the girl beneath was music to his ears. This young lady was proving to be much more passionate and responsive than her mother.





Angel Scott downed the last of the champagne cocktail. She had enjoyed her evening walk until she had suddenly realised there was absolutely nothing between her and the wild animals prowling the African night. The thought that out there in the dark a lion might be even now stalking her on heavy padded, clawed feet sent a shiver of terror through her and she had hurried back to the comparative safety of the Lodge.


Even on the well-lit veranda she was conscious that there was no fence between her and any animals out there in the night. She had poured herself a stiff whisky, a drink she normally did not touch. Then as the warm glow of the fierce alcohol suffused her body she had opted for another Champagne Cocktail.


She had given up her virgin daughter to her lover’s rampant African lust and she felt a shiver run through her. It had better be worth it she thought, and wondered if Mark would ever forgive her.


Would it matter if her lover was delighted with Amanda?


Was the girl pleasuring him? Did she really know how to please him?


Would Igwe even care once his hard cock was shoved up her?


Amanda could be the key to a life of luxury and ease if Igwe decided he preferred her and Amanda to Susan and her slut daughter! Then it would not matter of Mark was unhappy. There was a faint nagging doubt in the back of her mind, but Angel set that doubt aside. Mark was a useful backstop but she loved Igwe now, if only he would agree to let her move in and live with him, then life would be just wonderful.


She would have to make sure that Amanda quickly learned how to please him.


She looked at her watch. It was 2am. She wondered what Mark was doing and coping with their absence then firmly set such thoughts aside. She turned and entered the lodge. It was time to make sure Amanda was learning her place in the scheme of things.


She walked through the lodge to the door leading to the bedroom, and then paused as girlish squeals shrieked from the other side of the door. She paused for a moment surprised at the excited noise her daughter was making. It seemed to her to be quite shocking to hear her daughter wail and yell. It seemed she was enjoying what Igwe was doing to her.


A sudden dread passed over her that Igwe might grow to prefer Amanda and she opened the door and stepped inside the bedroom quickly.


Inside the room the lighting was low, but there was mo mistaking the movement on the bed. Igwe’s darkness above the slim white body of her daughter crushed beneath the thrusting black body of her lover. Igwe had grasped Amanda’s legs and hooked them under his elbows drawing Amanda’s lithe legs back exposing her loins completely to his rampant manhood.


Angel felt her loins tighten and her heart flutter and she stepped closer to the bed. Even in the half-light she could see the glistening thickness of lubricated black cock as it withdrew and trust into Amanda’s bucking squealing depth.


Igwe looked up as sensed Angel’s approach. He looked at the white woman standing close to the bed as he gasped and grunted. Angel saw the depth of lust on his face, and a hungry fire burned in her own pussy.


“Well! What are you waiting for? Get your kit off!”


A licentious shiver passed through Angel and she reached up to release the clasp of her dress.




Chapter 21






Amanda stirred in her sleep.


She felt warm and comfortable, and nestled into the warmth of the body beside her.


As her senses awakened, the unusualness of her situation slowly percolated through to her conscious. She had never shared a bed with anyone since as a small child she had sneaked into her parent’s bed.


As her mind rose out of its slumber, the warm firmness of the body beside her seemed natural and comforting and she snuggled close, pressing her lithe body to the warm hard firmness. The arm that circled her back seemed strong and supportive and she felt safe and cosy.


She sighed in her sleep as the dreams of the night aroused her. The pungent smell of an African male permeated through her senses.


Her eyes popped open.


Confusion and surprise raced side by side in emotional turmoil as she realised she was cuddled up to an African man! She was tucked into the hook of his arm and across his dark chest she saw her mother’s peaceful face as she slept resting her head on the tight dark curls of hair on his chest.


For a moment she was surprised to see her mother’s face looking so relaxed and peaceful then the awareness of her situation, lying naked with a black man, rose to the fore of her thoughts. She looked at Igwe who also seemed deep in sleep, and wondered what to do. His craggy face was that of a middle aged man, who she realised might be older than her father. It was a thought that unsettled her for a moment and she stirred in his arms.


Her eyes dropped and she found her mother’s eyes looking into hers, and she flushed with embarrassment. Angel’s eyes flickered lower and Amanda followed her mother’s gaze and then gasped in shock.


Igwe may have seemed fast asleep but his cock was erect and stood proud of his body. Amanda stared in amazement and her heart fluttered and her stomach jumped, and she felt a rush of heat in her loins in memory of what had happened the night before.


She could feel some soreness but as she looked at that pulsing hard pole of black flesh she felt her womanhood heat and moisten. She looked back at her mother, who she saw had been watching her. She could see humour in her mother’s eyes, and then Angel thoroughly shocked Amanda by opening her mouth wide and bobbing her head forward, which Amanda instinctively recognised as an imitation of taking a cock in her mouth. Then Angel nodded to Amanda before nodding in the direction of Igwe’s hard black length.


Amanda’s mouth dropped open in surprise as she realised her mother was encouraging her to suck Igwe’s cock. She froze staring at her mother, struggling to understand, even as her mouth watered at the thought of taking his cock into her mouth again.


She watched as Angel rose up on one elbow, looking down at Igwe’s cock, up to his sleeping face and across to Amanda. Amanda rose up onto one of her elbows as well. She was astounded that a sleeping man could have an erection like that. Her eyes drifted down and she found herself hungrily looking at the throbbing and bobbing cock.


She was startled when her mother leaned across, stretching her arm over Igwe and cupped a hand behind Amanda’s head and pulled it forward and down. Amanda’s eyes were riveted on the black length that she had sucked for the very first time the night before. It had been the very first time she had ever sucked a cock and now her own mother seemed to be urging her to do it again.


Her tongue flickered out wetting her lips, and she could almost taste the pungent African meat on her taste buds as it drew steadily closer. She opened her lips wide and slid them softly over the dark round head of African manhood.


Angel grinned as her daughter’s soft lips enclosed her lover’s cock. She looked down at Igwe, and wondered how soon Amanda’s ministrations would break through his dreams. When he awoke he would look up and see Angel’s face. It may be Amanda who was pleasuring him but by waking and looking into her eyes he would equate the pleasure he was receiving with Angel.


She looked down as Amanda rose from her task and paused to look up at her mother. Angel frowned and reached down guiding her daughter’s head back in position over Igwe’s cock, then firmly pushing her head down.


Igwe was stirring now, his loins jerked and humped upwards. Angel caught Amanda’s head as her daughter sought to pull away from the random jerking motion of Igwe. Angel caught Amanda’s head preventing her from breaking free, and simply pushed the girl’s head down ignoring the sudden gurgling choking.


She turned back to Igwe to see Igwe had woken up and his eyes were on her. She beamed a bright cheerful smile at him.


“Good morning!”


Igwe laughed.


“It certainly seems to be a good morning!”


His eyes dropped to Amanda’s head, her brown silky long hair caressing his loins softly.


Amanda sought to rise from his cock, and greet him but her mother’s hand on the back of her head prevented her, then her head was being pushed firmly down again, with thick black cock filling her mouth.


Again Angel ignored the choking, gurgling whimper that escaped from her daughter and grinned at Igwe.


“Do you want to start the day by fucking her mouth?”


Amanda was shocked at her mother’s words as she grappled with the thick male meat pressing at her through. Had she heard her mother right, surely not!


Such crude words from her mother! The most startling thing was her mother’s hand on the back of her head pushing her head down. Igwe’s cock was thick and long and she struggled to cope with it. Then she felt his hands on the back of her head, gripping her firmly before he thrust his cock at her mouth.


“That’s it Igwe, shove it down her throat!”


Amanda choked, her eyes watered, her ears burned and her eyes widened as she heard her mother urge Igwe on.


Igwe’s hands on her head were firm, but not savage, and the feel of his cock nudging the back of her throat was choking while it its hot hard pungent presence caused her nostrils to flare. This was nothing like last night when she had been able to take her time to explore the taste and feel of his veined throbbing black meat.


“Swallow it, don’t suck on it. Just swallow his cock!”


Angel commanded her shocked her daughter further. Angel’s eyes were wide as she watched Igwe’s thick length stretched her daughter’s young lips. She watched as her daughter’s cheeks bulged. A surge of excitement flashed through her, which surprised her, as she watched Igwe grip Amanda’s head and then push with his hips. She turned to Igwe and the look of excitement on his face sent another thrill through her.


Last night she had feared that Amanda would steal her lover from her. That his lust for young flesh would override his love for her! She was determined to ensure Amanda did not subvert her relationship with Igwe, now she saw a way in which she could take charge of Igwe’s involvement with Amanda. At the same time she needed to prevent Amanda from fully understanding the power of her young womanhood with men like Igwe.


“Just open you throat and swallow his cock Amanda.”


Amanda wanted to tell her mother it was not as easy as that, but her mouth was stuffed with black cock! She was just as confused by the reaction of her own body as she was by Igwe’s forceful fucking of her mouth. While her throat protested, her nipples had filled and were even now straining fit to burst! Her loins seemed to have turned into a swirling hot chaos. Her body surged with an excitement that contradicted the alarm in her eyes, and the panic as her throat choked from the thick hot flesh.


Angel rose on her knees as Igwe held her daughter’s head and thrust his hard length into her mouth. Her own nipples had thickened and hardened, and there was a heat in her loins as she watched Igwe force his cock up into Amanda’s young throat. None of her moralising or doubts had prepared her sexual excitement at seeing her black lover thrusting his cock deep into her pretty daughter’s mouth.


Her hand dropped between her legs and she started rubbing herself in excitement. She watched for a few more moments before her excitement triggered action and she threw one leg across Igwe’s body. She pulled Igwe’s hand from Amanda’s head and pushed Amanda aside. Rising above him until her she was poised above ten inches of hard black cock.


Then she thrust down. She bit her lip as her pussy was suddenly filled with hard dark meat. She pushed down stretching her pussy to open up to black cock. She rose a few inches then thrust down harder eager to get it all up inside her. Her strong white thighs spread wide across Igwe’s black body as she absorbed inch after inch of thick black cock.


Amanda fell back on the bed, her eyes glazed but wide open. She lay there gasping. She was astonished that the ending of the ravishment of her throat had not filled her with relief but with disappointment and a sense of being cheated. She looked up as her beautiful mother astride Igwe rose and fell above forcing his black cock deep into her white body, shapely thighs spread wide.


Igwe had been caught by surprise by the force Angel had demonstrated at pushing her daughter aside. Her tight channel clasped his cock as the woman sought to sink down its full ten inches, but her womanhood was not afraid of his cock and opened up to his hardness. Igwe slid his hands along silky soft thighs, before grasping Angel’s round hips firmly.


Then he thrust up with his hips forcing a gasp out of the woman. He pulled her hips down and thrust up driving the last inches into her, making her squirm and gasp. As she sank onto his hips he reached up and grasped her full firm breasts. There was no sign of sag in these magnificent orbs, and he squeezed the soft round white flesh in his strong dark hands.


Then his hips rocked and humped and Angel surged and thrust on top of him as both worked feverishly in hungry desire for satisfaction.


Amanda stared in surprise and shock as her mother ground and humped sitting aside the African’s loins. She could not remember the last time she had seen her mother nude, and while she had always known her mother was beautiful seeing her naked and contorting atop the African was both shocking and an eye-opener.


Her mother had a terrific body, and Amanda found a tug of jealousy as she watched the African’s black hands cup and squeeze her mother’s full round breasts. She looked at Igwe and saw the look of satisfaction and lust as his hands grasped her mother’s soft full breasts. Amanda’s own breasts were much smaller than her mother’s and Amanda had been quietly proud of their youthful jutting shape and firmness, but looking at her mother’s magnificent full womanly breast made her own seem inadequate.


She looked again at Igwe and the hungry lust on his face as he moulded the rounded white flesh, his fingers seemed to squeeze her mother’s breasts until the white curves bulged out between his fingers. She looked up at her mother’s face and saw an expression of concentrated lust that thoroughly shocked her.


Then her mother was rising and falling and Amanda looked down to see inches of fat black cock appear and disappear up into her mother as she bounced up and down its long length. Amanda felt a deep hunger in her own loins to experience that cock inside her again, and she found herself rubbing her pussy in excitement at the shocking but sexy site in front of her.


Then Igwe gasped and thrust upwards with his hips. Amanda watched wide eyed as hips jerked upwards several times, then he sighed and fell back onto the bed. She looked at her mother who had briefly gasped, then sagged back downwards with a dreamy expression on her face.


Her mother slumped down and sprawled across Igwe, her arms and legs wrapped around him and holding him close. The stark contrast of her mother’s soft white body resting on the hard black body of the African beneath her seemed very remarkable to Amanda who rubbed feverishly between her legs.


Igwe did not lie still for long, and a loud slap broke the silence and Angel jerked upright in indignation and surprise.


“No going back to sleep woman!”


As he spoke his hand slapped down on Angel’s full bare thigh.


“Up. Cook!”


For a moment Angel looked ready to retort, then looked from Igwe to Amanda and back to Igwe before she pouted, before breaking into a smile that was little more than an invitation to Igwe as she circled and ground her hips against his softening cock in an attempt to stir it back into action.


“No! Cook!”


His black hand slapped her full white thigh again and Angel sighed as she rose up and slid herself off her lover. Amanda’s eyes dropped without conscious thought as her mother rose above Igwe. Her eyes were riveted to the sight of its lubricated black thickness sliding glistening out of her mother. Then as the cock plopped out and fell to one side she was astonished to see a flood of thick white juice pour from her mother’s entrance and her hand rose to her mouth in shock.


Angel stepped off the bed, and pulled a robe around her. It did little to hide her svelte curves and she knew it, posing for the African, knowing he would be looking at her before she walked away. She glanced back in time to see the look of appreciation on Igwe’s face before darting into the bathroom.


Igwe looked down into the bright eyes of Amanda. He loved the look of her youthful freshness, together with the wide eyes of the pretty youngster.


“Well young lady are you going to lie there all morning, or be up and about?”


Amanda looked at him, wondering how to respond, then she snuggled closer pressing her firm young breasts against his heavy body. Igwe chuckled.


“I trust you have recovered from last night?”


Amanda nodded shyly and a rosy pink flush suffused her pretty face.


“Not too sore?”


A look of doubt crossed the girl’s face.


“I’m OK.” She murmured, though her face betrayed a sudden concern for her sore bruised pussy.


“So now you are a proper woman and not a girl anymore.”


The girl’s face brightened. Igwe loved the way her emotions were so freely advertised on her face.


“Well young woman if you are going to remain in this bed and not go and help your mother cook you are going to have to find a way to pleasure me.”


Her eyes flickered wide for a moment and confusion crossed her features. She looked down Igwe’s body were his now flaccid cock glistened wetly as it lay across his body like a bloated sea anemone. Her eyes lifted back to Igwe.


“Lick my cock clean honey child.”


Amanda’s heart started pounding, and her stomach lurched. Her eyes dropped again to Igwe’s where it lay thick and gleaming wet with the combined juices of Igwe and her mother. Her mouth went dry. Doubts assailed and she swallowed and looked down at the cock contemplating what he had demanded.


“I … er … I’m not sure.”


“Don’t think about it my darling girl, just dip your head down there and lick.”


Igwe shifted his weight freeing his arm from around Amanda then he was urging her lower. Amanda give a little shiver as that glistening cock came closer and she saw pooled at its base thick white spunk that had drained down to settle in the join between cock, balls and loins.


Igwe leaned back as the girl’s head dipped lower, and he released her shoulders ending the downward pressure. Instead he hooked his hands behind his head and relaxed into the pillow. Amanda paused over the thick length of relaxed man meat. The smell was even more pungent, but that smell fired up a gut instinct within her she had not experienced before, and rather than finding it repellent her nostrils flared and her tongue licked at her lips.


The cock was coated with her mother’s juices as well as an effusion of sperm and her brain rebelled even as her mouth watered for the taste of cock.


“Good, girl that’s a good girl, just get your head down and lap all over my cock.”


Igwe’s words encouraged her and she turned to look at him surprised to see his hands behind his head. He was not going to use his hands to force her head down onto his cock, and she was surprised to feel dissatisfaction that he was not being more forceful with her.


“You can always go and help your mother with the cooking!”


Igwe groaned as a soft feather light tongue started lapping at his cock.





The sun was already high in the sky when Igwe escorted Angel and Amanda out of the lodge. He guided them on a path that led along a bluff that was a few hundred yards from the shore of the lake.


“Can’t we take the path by the lake?” Amanda queried.


“No,” replied Igwe. “The animals will be by the lakeshore and if we walk there we will disturb them, besides which the crocodiles hunt the lakeshore and seize their prey in sudden lunges out from the lake.”


“But surely we would spot the crocodiles and keep clear of them, if one comes out of the water we can walk away!”


“Young lady I doubt of you could run as fast as crocodile can run when it is hungry and has decided to have you for lunch.”


Amanda looked doubtful and looked down at the lake shore, which seemed so peaceful in the morning light. Igwe reached down and patted Amanda’s curvy round bottom. She was wearing her usual baggy tracksuit bottoms, but while their lightness protected her from the sun and the stares of African men at the shops they provided no protection from an exploring hand.


The touch of his hand on her bottom caused Amanda to jump, but she restrained her usual instinct to pull away as she had learned to do when groped on the streets of Harare. Instead with her heart pumping she stood still while Igwe’s warm hand caressed and squeezed her ripe curves.


“Yes those crocodiles know a tasty meal when they see one!”


Amanda flushed, and looked up at Igwe who met her eyes.


“Very tasty!”


Igwe licked his lips as he looked at her and Amanda felt a rush of wetness between her legs remembering what he had done to her last night with his lips and tongue. She lowered her eyes shyly, her mind in a whirl as her body surged with burgeoning feelings she was not used to.


“It’s a shame; there is after all a lakeshore path.”


It was Angel who had spoken and Igwe looked across at her.


“I want you both to promise not to walk by the lakeshore.”


Angel nodded and Amanda looked hesitant.


“I mean it I want a promise from you both.”


“I promise,” said Angel.


Amanda’s promise was slower in coming. She was not used to making promises with any intention of keeping them.


“So do you never walk by the lake shore?”


“Sometimes,” he replied.


Angel and Amanda looked at him and he shrugged.


“I have sometimes taken a husband, or father, for a walk along that path. If they being difficult, or obstructive … if they needed to be gotten out of the way.”


Amanda looked confused for a moment, while Angel looked at Igwe and wondered if he was serious. A little light went on in her head. ‘That would be so much cheaper than a divorce, ‘ she thought. Her thoughts drifted away on a path she had not considered before.


Amanda suddenly looked alarmed.


“I once had three tax inspectors come to my business a few years ago. They were being deliberately difficult and I knew straight away they were going to be after a kickback and were just trying to shake me up.”


“So what did you do?”


“I took them for a game of golf. None of them came back.”


Angel and Amanda looked confused.


“What do you mean did not come back from a game of golf?


It was Angel who had spoken her eyes on Igwe.


Igwe laughed.


“There are waterholes on every golf course in this country, and every water hole has its own crocodile, and there are too many tax inspectors anyway.”


Igwe laughed again.


Angel looked at her lover with new eyes. She had never thought of him as a man who would kill to get his way. If his words were true he had killed, and in a horrifying way. Her skin tingled and she found her breath quickening and she was suddenly profoundly shocked to find herself sexually aroused at what he had just said.


Igwe was undoubtedly a dominant Alpha Male who took whatever he wanted, and at that moment Angel knew she would cooperate in whatever he desired.


Amanda was white faced, and worry lines crossed her forehead. She turned and looked up at Igwe her face having gone very serious. He smiled down at Amanda’s concerned face.


“You have nothing to worry about my pretty little dove.”


“I want you to make me a promise.”


Igwe smiled, slightly surprised, as he looked down at her pretty face, marred with little worry lines.


“And what promise would you like me to make to you, sweet one.”


He grinned as he took in her wide eyes, soft lips, button nose, and fresh clear skin. His cock stiffened.


“I want you to promise not to do anything to hurt my father!”


Igwe’s laugh covered his surprise, and Angel looked at her daughter momentarily annoyed that the little scheme she had started thinking about had been so quickly scuppered.


Igwe looked at Amanda and observed the intense seriousness on her face. He pondered what this might mean and how he could exploit her worries.


“What will you promise me in return for such a promise my little dove?”


He watched the girl’s eyes flickers and then they were looking up into his, wide lovely eyes that stirred his blood and his cock. He felt an urge to crush her into his arms and then press her down and take her there and then on the grass covered bank of the lake.


Amanda looked up into the dark, brooding eyes of the older African man. Her breath quickened, and her nipples tingled, and she felt a deep hunger inside her to experience again what this man had done to her last night.


“I will do anything you want.”


Even as she said it she felt her clitoris pulse and throb.


Igwe’s smile was wide and broad and he swept the girl into his arms, tipped her head back and crushed his lips onto the soft pink lips of girl who gasped into his kiss, before her suddenly stiff nubile body melted into his.


“How can I resist such an offer a promise? Of course I will honour such a promise, but I assure you I had no intention of doing any harm to your father. After all someone has to keep you in style and comfort, and who would do so if your father was not around?”


Angel looked at Igwe. His words had created a sudden doubt. Surely if anything happened to Mark there would be nothing to stop Igwe taking her and Amanda into his home? She looked at her foolish daughter. What had made her push Igwe into such a promise?


She turned away, and then smiled to herself as she realised just how easy Amanda had just made this situation. The silly love struck starry eyed girl had fallen in love with the ten inches of black cock that had ravaged her virginity. Stupid girl! She had no real comprehension of the perverted kinky sex that a middle aged African man like Igwe would want to indulge in.


Her smile widened - Amanda had just made it far easier for Angel to control her daughter after making that promise to Igwe.


A loud roar made Angel and Amanda jump. Igwe raised his head and looked around. The lion responsible for that roar was far enough away not to concern him a great deal, but there may be other lions in its pack, and while the males made a lot of noise, it was the lionesses of the pack that hunted.


He looked around the African plain, fortunately the top of the bluff give clear vision of the surrounding area. He shifted the position on his hip of the shotgun he had taken when they left the lodge. It was an expensive model, which allowed quick reloading with a pump action.


He saw Angel glance at him and at the gun, and he smiled reassuringly at her.


“Come on let’s not worry about crocodiles, were not going near them. A bit further along the bluff we might see some hippos’ sporting or even fighting each other.”


“Do Hippos’ fight each other?”


Again it was Amanda who asked the question. Her natural curiosity was still boundless and Igwe liked this trait of white people, especially teenagers. Africans were often too afraid to ask many questions, or did they simply have a greater understanding of their of importance in their world.


“Hippos’ can be very serious in their fighting and have been known to fight all day.”


Amanda looked disbelieving. Angel simply nodded.


“Oh yes, when two bull Hippos’ fight everyone in the neighbourhood knows about it! They make more noise than a lion’s morning roar.”


“Is it only the males that fight?”


“Of course, why should the females fight? They are going to be fucked whoever wins!”


Amanda blushed and Angel smiled.


“Surely it is not just about sex?”


“Of course it is. Nature is all about sex. Human society makes all sorts of silly rules about sex, but it is pointless to curb nature whether among animals, or people!”


Amanda looked confused for a moment. This was not quite what she had been taught, and certainly not in line with what her mother had drilled into her for years.


“Hippos’ fight only for paramount rights over the herd as that gives the bull not just a pick of all the females, but gives him and him alone the right to mount the females of the herd. The loser has no right to mount any female and is condemned to celibacy if he loses.”


Igwe looked between the two white women, observing the different emotions flitting across their faces.


“When a male Hippo loses a fight he loses all opportunity for sex, so they fight long and hard all day long.”


Angel and Amanda were silent for a while as they walked through the grassy tundra, their eyes constantly alert for snakes.


Igwe was not surprised when it was Amanda who broke the silence.


“Does that mean the winning hippo mounts the male hippos as well?”


Angel laughed, but Igwe looked across at her keenly.


“Why do you ask that Amanda?”


“Well I have seen male dogs mount other male dogs.”


“It’s not just dogs that dogs mount and rut with,” Angel quipped.


Amanda looked across at her mother and was confused. Angel simply glanced at Igwe. She saw his eyes glance speculatively at Amanda and grinned to herself, knowing full well the seed she had planted in his mind.


“You can’t really compare people with animals.”


“Why not?”


“Well we are different. We are civilised and intelligent and that counts for more than base nature.”


Now it was Igwe who roared with laughter. Amanda looked affronted at Igwe’s reaction. Angel simply smiled at Amanda’s discomfort. When Igwe managed to recover from his bout of laughter he looked from Angel to Amanda.


“What a pair you both make. You are both a testament to the power of nature over the rules of man.”


Amanda was now thoroughly confused, and her mother thoughtful.


“I don’t understand.” Amanda looked at Igwe ignoring her mother. He smiled at her and her heart fluttered, and butterflies rose in her stomach as his eyes wandered hungrily over her.


“Well look at your mother here. She was well brought up by loving parents, taught the teachings of the Church and dutifully marrying your father Mark all in accordance with the rules of civilised society.”


Igwe looked between mother and daughter. Both females said nothing, but Angel had an inkling of what was coming.


“It did not stop her spreading her legs in heat for my cock did it? Her Marriage Certificate and holy vows counted for nothing once she had been mounted by an African bull male!”


Angel coloured a deep red, but wisely kept her mouth shut. Besides he was right. Even now she wanted nothing more than for her lover to push her down on the grass and push her legs apart. Rather than feel insulted or offended the aggression in his voice spurred a hunger in her loins.


Igwe looked at Amanda.


“That’s the power of nature girl! Anything standing in the way of nature gets swept aside!”


“Well I think human beings are different to animals.”


Igwe looked at the pretty girl and wondered if she would think the same when an animal was fucking her. He smiled to himself.


“You are no different young lady, so don’t get any high ideas in your head that you are different.”


“But I am different.”


“Are you?”


Amanda nodded defiance at the grinning African.


“Have you already forgotten your promise?”


Amanda hesitated, she had not forgotten her promise, or why she had made it.


Igwe took her chin in his hands and turned her face towards him.


“So are you going to honour your promise aren’t you?”


“Yes!”


“Oh I knew you were going to keep your promise, but it was not made to protect your father was it?”


Amanda shied away from his gaze, and lowered her eyes. She did not pull away from the hand holding her chin but tried to avoid his eyes. The African’s grip made her shiver and tremble.


“So why are you going to keep your promise Amanda.”


He twisted her head so that her eyes met his.


“Why Amanda?”


“Because.”


“Because what Amanda?”


“Because I want you to do it to me again!”


Igwe grinned. His eyes drank in Amanda’s fresh bright prettiness and his cock rose to full erection.


“Do what again Amanda?”


Amanda stopped trying to look away. She stared up into Igwe’s dark eyes and wondered if it was really possible to drown in someone’s eyes.


“Well?”


Amanda sighed heavily and then on a breathless whisper, with her heart thumping she told Igwe… “I want you to make love to me again.”


Igwe released his grip on Amanda’s chin. He twirled her around and slapped her on the rump laughing.


“There we are. Nature wins! To hell with the rules! Come on we have hardly gone a mile from the lodge yet!”


Igwe strode on. Amanda and Angel looked at each before both rushed to catch up with the African.


They strolled along the ridge above the river. Amanda was soon asking questions.


“Is that a Fish Eagle?”


Her arm pointed to where a large white headed Eagle was lunging and pecking at a writhing, wriggling snake held tightly in its claws.


“That is not a Fish Eagle. I am not certain if Fish Eagle’s eat snakes, but we do see them about the Lake occasionally, if we see one I will point it out to you so you can see the difference.”


Amanda watched as the eagle’s hooked beak tore at the snake, tearing out flesh from its body in a way that made Amanda shudder. Here, in stark reality, was nature quite different from the parks in the city; red in tooth and claw in a way that sent a shiver down her spine.


Igwe’s eyes were constantly on the move and he spotted the dark heaving mass that surged and rippled in the distance.


“Vultures.”


He pointed and Angel and Amanda turned to look at the scavengers of the African plains.


“It must be a kill from last night.”


His eyes roved across the plain hoping to see a pride of lions sleeping off their evening meal. They usually collapsed bloated from their feasting close to their kill. It worried him that he could see no sign of them. The squabbling pushing and shoving of the vultures hid the remains of the kill and he had no idea if the lions had taken down a large animal, or perhaps only a young Springbok. Such a smaller animal would have provided little nourishment for the lion that they had heard roar last night and this morning.


“Meerkats!”


Amanda’s delighted squeal distracted him as Amanda bounded off in the direction of the small tribe of prairie veterans.


“Stay close Amanda!”


Angel called, but her excited daughter skipped and jumped in delight heading for a closer look. Igwe smiled as he heard the call from the lookout and in a moment all the family of Meerkats had vanished.


Amanda stopped disappointed and looked around where the animals had been.


“Come back. I’m a friend!” She called.


Igwe suppressed the laugh that nearly burst from him. There were few animals in Africa that regarded human beings as friends. Fortunately, only a few viewed human beings as potential food, but such predators were perfectly capable of spotting when a human cub had strayed too far from adult protectors.


“Amanda it would be best if you stayed close.”


He could see the girl’s shoulders slump in disappointment, but she obediently turned and strolled slowly back. Igwe’s heart pumped for a moment when he saw the bushes move, and he could have sworn he saw the tawny brown fur of a lion, but the bushes settled down and there was no more movement.


He placed an arm around Amanda’s slender shoulders and gave her a hug.


“Animals in the wild won’t hang around to be stared at Amanda. You will see more of them if you hang back. Here you can have my binoculars.”


He handed the girl his binoculars. They were a bit too large for Amanda but she took them gratefully. She looked through them then fiddled with the knob that enabled her to adjust the focus.


“Wow look at those Springboks. They are so cute! I didn’t realise they were so close!” She put the binoculars down and looked with her own eyes; flushing with embarrassment when she realised they were actually quite a distance away. For a moment she felt like a fool and wondered if Igwe thought her a dunce.


“These are really quite powerful aren’t they? I had not realised how powerful these could be.”


“Just stand still girl, take your time, focus properly and have a good look around. You will be surprised what you can see with these, especially among the trees.” Igwe’s arm was around her and Amanda snuggled into his embrace as she fiddled with the binoculars and looked again across the African plain.”


Igwe was distracted by Amanda’s closeness. He breathed in the fresh smell of girlish womanhood. His nostrils flared as her intoxicating scent aroused and excited him. There was something very special about young teenage white girls, and there was no one around who could stop him indulging himself. Not that there was anyone in Zimbabwe other than the girl’s father who would even attempt to intervene to stop him. The greater danger was men in power who might seek to take the girl for themselves.


While Igwe was powerful with very useful connections, he knew well that a senior Government Minister or an army general would not hesitate to seek to take the girl from him, though he expected that his friendship with Joseph would deter even senior people in the security services from intervening.


He ran his hands from the girl’s shoulder down her slender back, over surprisingly curvy hips and cupped one of her buttocks. He had been delighted to discover the young teenager had a plump well rounded bottom. His hand grasped and squeezed the soft, but firm curves.


Amanda lost all focus as Igwe’s warm strong hand firmly gripped and squeezed her bottom. Hot thrills flashed through her loins and her eyes closed as she quivered in the African’s grasp. She flushed as a flood from her loins soaked her panties.


Igwe savoured the lovely feel of the girl’s bottom. He liked the way she trembled as he fondled and stroked. He also liked the way right from the start she had accepted for fondling hands without seeking to pull away.


The girl retained one final virginity, that of her bottom, and he would be damned if he would take the risk of another being the first to plunder the hot tightness between the girl’s plump, round ass cheeks! She would not be leaving the Lodge before he had thrust his hard black length through the tight pink rose of her anal cherry!


Angel glanced across at Amanda and saw that her daughter’s eyes were closed with a strange expression on her face. Then she looked again and realised that her lover was groping her daughter. A spasm of jealousy shot through her which she struggled to suppress. Amanda was her secret weapon for supplanting her rival Susan in Igwe’s affections and that meant she had to stand idly by while her lover fondled her daughter. She did not have to like it however!


Angel turned her eyes away from the distraction of her lover’s pre-occupation with her nubile daughter. She looked beyond them and saw a lioness loping quietly towards them, and shrieked in terror.


Igwe looked up at Angel, surprised her scream. The terror in her voice startling him from his enjoyment of Amanda’s delicious derriere! Over Angel’s shoulder he saw the lioness loping towards them with a predatory feline grace and felt a cold chill seize his heart. He turned from Amanda, his hand abandoning her bottom to grasp the pump action shotgun firmly as he fired a round into the air. He watched the lion jig to one side, but instead of bounding off, it stood there as though waiting.


Angel’s screams rent the air again, and he suddenly realised Angel she was looking behind him. He turned fast, his hands already working the pump action of the gun, and fired just as the lioness behind him was about to jump. The great cat dived to one side and he worked the pump action, his eyes darting around. He saw a third lioness on the riverbank.


He cursed, realising the animals had planned and stalked them ready to attack, with the animal below them planning to cut them off from the lake. His hand worked the pump action and he fired off another shot, urgently looking around.


However the animals were now bounding away disturbed by the rapid firing they had not allowed for. They were hungry or would not have stalked human prey, but this human had fired off more shots than they had expected and the animals panicked abandoning their prey.


“Shut up Angel, your shrieks alert the animals of your terror and may draw them back.”


Angel shut up, desperately biting back her terror. Those animals had been hunting her! They had wanted to tear her flesh apart and eat her! She nearly collapsed but Igwe acted quickly, placing an arm around her waist and pulling her close.


Angel hung onto her lover, pressing her body close. Igwe’s arm rose behind her drawing her in close as she sobbed against his chest. He loved the feel of her round curvy body tight against him as she trembled and sobbed against him.


It had been a close run thing and his heart was pounding. The animals he knew would have had a fright as well and would not be back, but his eyes scanned the nearby bushes. He glanced at Amanda who it seemed, had been too startled and shocked to react, though her face looked flushed and her eyes were wide.


He had won!


He had survived and driven off the animals hunting them, and a lovely woman was cuddling tight in his arms. The adrenalin was surging through him and his cock rose to a full erection.


“Well that was close ladies. I think I have just saved your lives! I think I might expect some thanks from you!”


“Oh God yes! Thank You.” Angel nuzzled her head in Igwe’s neck. “Oh, thank you!” Igwe enjoyed Angel’s hot breath on his neck as she gasped her thanks. He looked across at Amanda. The girl was staring at them both and he wondered if she might be suffering some shock then dismissed that thought.


Then Amanda nodded.


“Yes, of course, thank you!”


“Ladies, ladies, you can do better than that surely?”


He reached down with his left hand and drew down the zipper of his trousers. He slipped his hand inside and one handed struggled to extract his hard cock, finally pulling it free and out into the warm sunlight. His right arm was around Angel and he reached up to grasp one of her shoulder and push her downwards.


Angel’s knees were still feeling weak, and at Igwe’s urging she collapsed onto her knees in front of him.


Amanda watched wide eyed as Igwe’s black length popped out of his trousers. She felt a spasm in her loins which suddenly ached and she was reminded that she still felt sore there from the loss of her virginity last night. Then she watched in surprise as her mother, now on her knees, turned to Igwe and with what seemed like practiced ease opened her mouth and slid it over the end of Igwe’s huge cock.


“Well, Amanda, are you going to thank me properly?”


Amanda tore her eyes away from the sight of her beautiful mother’s lips sliding down Igwe’s black length. She looked up into Igwe’s dark eyes boring into hers and felt a shiver run down her spine. She stepped forward and dropped to her knees besides Angel. ‘She would be damned if she would allow her mother to get one up on her as far as far as Igwe was concerned.’ Though as she looked at Angel’s easy sucking mouth and bobbing head, she had a pang of self-doubt that she could ever compete with her mother’s experience and ability at sucking cock!


Angel’s dazed eyes took in the arrival of Amanda’s flushed face as the girl arrived on her knees beside her. She forced her hungry mouth off her lover’s throbbing hot cock and turned to Amanda.


“Lick his balls!” She commanded.


Amanda looked surprised for a moment, taken aback by her mother’s words. Not that she had much time to think as Angel reached a hand behind her daughter’s head and pulled the girl’s flushed face into her lover’s loins.


“Lick!”


Then she slipped her eager sucking lips back over the top of her lover’s cock and slid her mouth down its gnarled throbbing length. Her eyes rose to her lover’s face seeking his approval. She could see that his lust filled eyes were fixed on the sight of a beautiful white woman sliding her lips down his cock, while the soft hot tongue of her even more attractive daughter lapped tentatively at the large black sack housing his testicles.





Angel and Amanda relaxed on the veranda sipping champagne cocktails as the sun set over the lake and the far rolling woodland that disappeared into the distance on the other side of the lake. Zambia had once been known as Northern Rhodesia long before the current country was split into two.


“I was trained in guerrilla warfare in bush country like that,” Igwe said, nodding across the lake.


“Did you really fight in the bush war?”


“Hush Amanda! It’s not appropriate to ask that sort of question.”


Igwe laughed as Angel looked apologetically at him. Even now after a long day walking on the African plain her far too inquisitive daughter was chirpy and pestering her lover with her never ending questions.


“No harm done Angel. Most people are ignorant of the guerrilla war, though whether it could be called a war at all is dubious.” Igwe enjoyed talking about his time in the bush and using it to justify his actions. Most of the time, and he rarely admitted it, once they had struck at a remote farm it had often been a terrifying time avoiding the white response and the fiercely good trackers among the Selous Scouts.


“I said I was trained for the war; there was not really much fighting. Mostly hit and run skirmishes, after which we scuttled back into the bush before the Rhodie soldiers could catch us.”


Amanda was looking at him wide eyed. Angel was looking at him speculatively. She had heard of some of those raids, usually on isolated farms, and the focus seemed to have been on robbery and rape according to the white colonials she had spoken to, rather than fighting.


“So did you kill anyone?”


“Amanda really!”


Igwe laughed again.


“No, I did not kill anyone in that bush fighting. We knew those Rhodie soldiers knew their business and did not hang around to wait for them.


“So did you rape any white women?”


This time the indrawn gasp of shock came from Amanda, as she started at her mother, then her eyes flicked to Igwe, who had not laughed but was looking steadily back at her mother.


“I have always found it very difficult to rape a white woman?”


“Oh? Why is that?”


“It has been my experience that white women get aroused quite quickly when handled properly by a black man especially when no husband; or father is around to condemn them.”


Angel looked sceptically at Igwe.


Igwe glanced from Angel to Amanda who was looking at him with wide wondering eyes.


“Even quite young white girls seem to enjoy a thick black cock being pressed into them.”


Amanda flushed pink and looked away lowering her eyes. Igwe’s booming laugh heighted the colour in Amanda’s cheeks and she went very red.


“Mind you poor Amanda has not had any cock at all today, at least not properly!”


Angel grinned as she looked between her confused and blushing daughter and Igwe. The African was right of course. It had been Angel who had pushed aside Amanda and climbed on top if Igwe that morning and rode his cock to a climax. Out on the plain it had been Angel who had sucked Igwe to climax after the lion attack. She shuddered at the memory of the lioness loping towards them.


Amanda, who had been obediently lapping Igwe’s balls, had looked on with mixed views as Igwe had jerked in orgasm. Angel had clamped her lips around his cock as she had swallowed every drop of his spurting seed.


Some of his seed had escaped her mother’s sucking lips, but Angel had pushed Amanda away when she had moved closer and sought to lick up some of the escaping sperm. Instead when Igwe had stopped emptying his balls into Angel’s sucking mouth. Her mother had pulled her mouth off the African cock with a gasp then dipped her head to lap up the thick white streaks of sperm that had ran down the length of his cock as Amanda looked on unsure and uncertain but with sense of frustration that her mother had not left any for her.


As Angel thought about it her sphincter fluttered, and she clamped it shut. It was a nervous reaction. She knew that Igwe was going to bugger her tonight in front of her daughter as a means of educating Amanda. Angel surprised herself at realising she had reservations about letting Igwe sodomise Amanda. Her daughter was only fourteen years old and her back passage might struggle to cope with Igwe’s ten inch monster cock!


Her daughter was going to get very little cock tonight, and that suited Angel. Her presence undoubtedly aroused Igwe, but Angel wanted that aroused cock for herself!


Igwe out of the stomped out of the lodge where he had gone to shower. Both women looked up and both gave a little shiver when they saw he was naked except for a towel around his waist, having completed his shower.


“What are you both still doing out here! Bed! Both of you!”


Both females jumped at his command, putting down their drinks and scurrying into the lodge.


Angel and Amanda would have been shocked to realise that the other was just as excited at Igwe’s rough command. Both had pounding hearts, fluttering stomachs, and loins that tightened and pulsed as they hurried to Igwe’s bed.


Igwe slapped Amanda’s curvy rump as she scurried past driving a yelp from the girl. Then he brought a harder slap down on Angel’s fuller curves, generating a similar yelp from the girl’s mother.


Igwe laughed and rubbed his cock through his towel. ‘Life was good!’ He followed the two white females eager to please him. Twenty years ago he would have been strung from a lamp post for what he was about to do. In modern Zimbabwe there was no one to stop him, indeed, these days it was a problem keeping white women and girls for himself. These days there were so many in power who wanted to enjoy the rewards of running the country by pumping up and down between soft white thighs.


In the bedroom both women turned and looked at him with the same expectant look. He had to control the desire to whoop with triumph.


“What are you waiting for? Strip!”


He watched as mother and daughter seemed to race each other to strip off their clothes. He chuckled as both women tossed their clothes aside and turned to him.


“Bed!” He commanded, and both delicious morsels of white womanhood scampered up onto his bed. Amanda rolled onto her back, and stared back at Igwe. Her eyes falling to his cock as Igwe tossed the towel aside. Angel however placed herself on her hands and knees and lowered her shoulders so that her rounded derriere was prominent in Igwe’s gaze.


Igwe chortled as he advanced on the bed, enjoying the confused glance Amanda cast towards her kneeling mother. To her consternation Igwe ignored and made for her kneeling mother. ‘Was she doing something wrong?’ Amanda wondered.


Igwe enjoyed the sight of the kneeling white wife, with her upraised round bottom, and the cleft between. He could see that it was already wet. Aroused and ready for him and submissively offering her ass, even though he knew she still had some ingrained reservations; reservations that usually disappeared once his fat cock was buried deep in her nether passage.


It was extra-ordinary the way older married women clung onto preconceived notions. Igwe knew it took regular bedding by a series of different men before married women truly lost their inhibitions. That was why he liked to get them young. His eyes flicked to her daughter Amanda lying naked alongside her mother. Her ripe freshness and curvy nobility was matched with a natural curiosity about sex not distorted by years of self-restraint and western cultural training.


He grinned and stopped thinking as he leaned forward, sliding his hands across Angel’s waist and up her white back, before reaching below her to seek out and grasp her full round breasts.


Fuck moralising! Sometimes he cursed the years he spent studying psychology in the west. This was what life was about! His hands grasped and squeezed Angel’s full white breasts. They were firm, soft and round. He enjoyed their fullness. He spread his fingers as he squeezed enjoying the way the flesh of her breasts bulged between his squeezing fingers.


He loved the sound of her whimpering moan of need, and the way she had started circling her derriere, pushing back into his loins. She was hot and ready for his cock which now nestled in the ripe split of her bottom. He pushed with his hips. sliding his meaty black length between the soft white cheeks of her bottom.


He smiled. ‘Well the mother as ready, now it was time to prepare the daughter!’ His eyes flickered to the wide eyed adolescent girl on the bed beside them.


Amanda had been watching Igwe’s large black hands fondle and mould her mother’s breasts. Her own nipples were full and tingling and she desperately wished Igwe was fondling her own aching orbs rather than her mother’s. She had watched the creamy white flesh ooze between squeezing black fingers and her pussy had throbbed and pulsed.


Watching the African’s enjoyment of her mother’s breasts made her feel inadequate and inferior. He had gone straight to her mother when Amanda had been bursting to experience his hands and mouth on her body. Why had he gone to her mother? But as she watched his hands squeeze and fondle her mother’s full, firm mounds she remembered all the comments in the school about men liking big breasts.


Her own breasts were much smaller than her mother’s. Amanda had been proud of her new young breasts, which had seemed in perfect proportion to her body and they jutted firmly from her chest. Now, however, as she watched Igwe’s hands enjoying her mother’s fuller breasts she felt nothing but envy and distress that she was being ignored.


“Amanda.”


Amanda looked up shaken from her thoughts by Igwe’s voice. She looked up into Igwe’s face and felt an intense shudder pass through her as she saw the look of sexual excitement on the African’s face and the way his eyes were on her, even as his hands stoked and kneaded her mother’s round fullness.


“Get up here on your knees I want to show you something.”


Amanda quickly scrambled up on to her knees, settling back on her haunches besides her mother and her black lover. Her eyes were drawn to his stiff cock as it slid between the rounded cheeks of her mother’s bottom. She shivered in delicious memory of when its hot hardness pressed against her.


“Watch this Amanda and learn.”


Amanda watched as Igwe pulled back from her mother and his cock dropped down. It jutted down until it stood out from Igwe’s loins like a black lance pointed at her kneeling mother. Angel just seemed to be kneeling, resting on her elbows which had the effect of pushing her bottom up as though presenting herself to her lover.


Igwe reached down and grasped his long member and leaned forward lightly.


“Watch!” He said again.


Amanda’s eyes were fixed on him as Igwe leaned forward and using his hand rubbed the mushroom head of his cock up and down the length of Angel’s womanhood. Amanda felt strange seeing her mother’s womanhood in such detail as it flowered open under the pressure from Igwe’s black length.


She watched mesmerising her own pussy flushing wetly in arousal as she watched the end of Igwe’s prick slide wetly up and down her mother’s sheath. She watched as Igwe pushed his cock in a few inches making her mother gasp before pulling it out and again before rubbing it up and down the now slickly wet slash of her mother’s sex.


Igwe’s eyes caught Amanda’s eyes.


“Now watch this!” He commanded.


The African pulled back slightly and shifted his cock higher. Amanda watched as the set cock slithered wetly up and down the crease of her mother’s bottom. Then the cock settled against the pink small anal ring of her bottom. Amanda’s eyes popped wide as she saw Igwe lean forward and press against the small tight nether opening.


“That’s…” Amanda said nothing more as her hand went to her mouth as she watched in a mix of disbelief and shock as the black man kept pushing forward against the small opening. She heard her mother’s gasp and Igwe’s sigh of satisfaction as her eyes witnessed the moment when the sphincter muscle give up its resistance and the fat head of Igwe’s cock seemed to pop through the tight entrance.


Amanda looked up at Igwe and met his grinning gaze.


“Now keep watching.”


Amanda’s eyes were drawn back to the wicked sight. This was sodomy! It was undoubtedly a sin, but there in front of her, her churchgoing mother knelt and let this black man do it to her. She found it incredible that the fat black member could fit inside the small opening. Then her fingers slid into her mouth and she clamped her teeth on them as she saw Igwe lean forward and apply more pressure. She watched, mesmerised, as fat black inches slid deeper into her mother’s bottom!


She glanced at her mother who was just kneeling there as Igwe worked his cock up her bottom. Her mother’s head was hanging down towards the bed, and Amanda could see she was bracing herself with hands and elbows as she knelt in front of the African thrusting into her mother. Igwe thrust a bit harder and Angel’s head shot up and she gasped. Amanda looked at Igwe seeing how his black hands held her mother’s hips firmly in his grasp as he leaned forward pressing more black inches of fat cock further up inside her mother’s bowels.


Amanda found a tightness swirling inside her. Her own bottom seemed to flinch and clench in sympathy with what she was seeing. How could a cock like that fit in such a small opening? Her eyes told her it could, and her mother was not making any protest! As she watched Igwe work his cock inch by inch into her mother’s bottom Amanda’s heart pounded faster and she was shocked at the way her own loins seemed to throb in need as she witnessed the wicked act being performed on her mother.


She tried to imagine that happening to her and her chest tightened and she felt fear, but then she had another shock as her mother finally moved. Instead of pulling away her mother circled her bottom around the black shaft and then to Amanda’s disbelief her mother pushed backwards! Igwe stopped his forward pushing and stroked Angel as she started circling her hips and pushing back, forcing the cock deeper.


Her mother was gasping and moaning as she worked her hips. Her circling motion seemed to grasp the cock in her bottom and squeeze it as she worked backwards driving the cock deeper. Igwe’s grin was full of lust and pleasure as he savoured the hot tight channel, and the inner muscles that were grasping and squeezing his hard cock.


He glanced across at the nubile naked teenager watching as he sodomised her mother. He wanted her to understand that this would be both possible and pleasurable before he held her down and drove his hardness through her last virginity!


“Watch this Amanda!”


Amanda’s eyes flicked to his face then she followed his gaze down to the still astonishing sight of her mother’s back passage stretched wide by the African’s extraordinarily thick cock. She watched his hands grasp her mother’s hips tightly then saw the slight backwards movement before suddenly his hips shot forward as in one motion the remaining five inches of cock disappeared up inside her mother in one lunging thrust.


Her mother’s shriek and jerked reaction made Amanda jump, then to her utter confusion her mother seemed to crouch lower and push backwards grinding her hips into Igwe’s loins. Amanda watched in complete surprise as her mother groaned and worked her round bottom hard around the African’s cock.


Amanda’s eyes were round as she realised that rather than being in pain and discomfort her mother was in sexual heat over what was being done to her. Her mother’s was moaning and grinding her hips against the grinning African who was holding her firmly. She watched as Igwe leaned further forward and slid a hand up her mother’s back before he grasped firmly the back of her mother’s slender white neck.


She watched the African exert his strength and push Angel down. Her mother simply whimpered in his grasp, surrendering submissively to the man’s firm grip and pushing her hips higher as her head went down. The African shifted his position behind her mother. He seemed to rise behind and braced himself raising himself on both feet while crouching over her mother.


Then his hips drew back drawing a low squeal out of Angel as his cock slid slowly out of her bottom sending little thrills through her rectal sheath. Amanda watched as Igwe shifted his position and with a quick thrust rammed all of his cock back up inside her mother’s back passage.


Her mother’s shriek was full of shock but also pleasure.


“Oh God yes! Fuck it, Fuck my ass!”


Igwe’s grin seemed to get even broader as behind Angel he began a regular series of humping thrusts as Angel keened in excitement beneath him. Amanda’s hands went to her own pert breasts and she squeezed them enhancing her own arousal. Her surprise gave way to arousal as she witnessed the hard almost brutal ramming of her mother’s bottom while her mother simply keened in pleasure and pushed back with her hips up high.


To her surprise Igwe leaned forward and kissed Amanda. She was startled for only a moment. She leaned forward reaching her arms around him pressing herself against his hard body and returning his kiss. His arm came around her pressing her close and she pressed her young breasts against his hard body.


When she felt his tongue urgently seeking her mouth she eagerly opened her lips and sucked it in. As his hand slid down her back and slid over her own smaller round bottom she shivered in pleasure, though as his hand grasped her bottom more firmly she thought of what he was doing to her mother and a thrill of fear passed through her.


Igwe groaned into her mouth and she felt him jerk and jump in her arms and pulled back in surprise. She looked at him wondering at the strange look on his face. His eyes seemed to have lost focus as he gasped and shook then he slumped over her mother, who had sighed and slumped lower.


Amanda pulled back for a moment uncertain what had happened.


Igwe finally pulled backward and her eyes were immediately drawn to his cock as it almost seemed to be squeezed out of her mother’s bottom. It glistened wetly but had lost its firmness, as it hung down between his legs. She watched it feeling a slight disappointment.


Then he turned to one side of her mother with one arm still tight around her slender waist, he seemed to collapse on the other side of Angel. Amanda squealed as Igwe pulled her over with him, as he rolled over onto his back. She fell on top of him and snuggled up to him, rubbing her aroused body against him.


He made no movement and after a moment of wriggling her body against she stopped and looked up at him. At that moment he snored. The sound stopped her dead and she rose on one elbow and stared down at him.


“What?”


Amanda was confused as she looked down at the sleeping African. Angel laughed and Amanda turned to her.


“That’s men for you!”


Amanda was astounded as she looked between Igwe and her mother. Then her mother lay back on the bed and pulled the sheet over her and rolled onto her side. Amanda sat in the bed feeling frustrated and aroused as Igwe and her mother slept.





Amanda stirred in her sleep.


She felt warm and comfortable, and nestled into the warmth of the body beside her.


Her eyes flashed open!


Confirming the last two days had not been a dream. She was snuggled in the arms of black man!


Her memory clicked into gear and she looked down his body to see the sheets raised as if by tent pole! Igwe had an erection, and she felt an instant pulse in her loins. Her eyes flicked up to his face and confirmed he was sleeping peacefully. She looked down at the tented bed sheet and marvelled.


She looked at her mother who was also sleeping peacefully on the other side of the African. Her heart thumped, and she felt a tingle in her nipples. Already there was moistness in her loins. ‘Did she dare?’ She knew she must not wake her mother. If her mother woke she might steal the hard length of cock for herself and Amanda wanted it for herself! Even if she did feel a bit sore between her legs, but what could she do? Did she dare, she wondered as she thought of what was hidden by that tented sheet.


She brought a hand down and rested it on the African’s chest feeling the warmth of his body and her fingers resting among the dark curls of hair on his chest. She had an urge to run her hand through those curls, but stopped herself. She did not want to wake him. She looked down his body again and a nervous tension overcame her. Her breath caught in her throat, and her mouth went dry.


She edged a bit lower down the bed.


Her stomach seemed to leap into her mouth, and her heart seemed to be palpitating.


She reached out under the sheets and rested her hand on his strong meaty thigh. There was a tightness in her loins, but she could feel wet juices were already leaking from her womanhood onto her upper thighs.


She glanced quickly up at Igwe. He still seemed to be sleeping. She took a deep long breath then her hand rose from his leg and tentatively moved upward.


The fourteen year old white girl’s slim white hand carefully wrapped around the thick, upstanding African cock of the forty five year old man.


This was the wonderful cock that had made her a woman!


Her eyes quickly looked up at Igwe’s face, relieved he seemed to still asleep.


Nervously, with her heart pounding, she carefully and lightly ran her hand softly up and around the gnarled veined throbbing meat.


Igwe suppressed a desperate need to groan with delight as the girl’s soft hand caressed his cock in such a tantalising and exciting way. He desperately suppressed the urge to grab the girl and ram his cock into her. He understood the tremulous exploration of his cock that the delightfully pretty white beauty was undertaking, and he held back his own surging desire. What the girl was doing may be a perfectly natural for a sexually curious adolescent girl but it was testing his self-control.


Amanda’s tongue popped out of her mouth and she licked nervous lips as her hand explored the wonderful cock. It felt so soft on the outside, but when she squeezed it felt like an iron bar fresh from the furnace, hot and pulsing. She shivered and accidentally if instinctively squeezed the cock too hard and the African stirred.


Anxiously she looked up at his face. For a moment she thought he had stopped breathing then she saw his chest rise and fall. She relaxed and looked back down to the cock hidden below the sheet grasped firmly in her young hand. Her mouth was watering as she remembered the taste from yesterday. Could she lick and lap his cock without waking him up?


She decided it was not worth the risk, but looked up at the African’s face as she squeezed the lovely feeling cock a few times testing to see how much she could squeeze it without waking Igwe up.


She ran her hand down his cock right to its base then carefully and softly stroked the bulging sack of flesh that held the man’s testicles. His balls, she thought, cupping them softly in her hand. She knew this was where the sperm was made that made babies and a quiver seemed to run through her.


She released the full round sack and ran her hand slowly, softly and carefully up the hard length of black meat.


This was a cock.


A prick.


A lance of flesh.


A man spear


A poker.


This was exactly what the girl’s at school whispered about.


A big, long, fat, length of hard male black flesh.


She wanted it.


Her loins pulsed and throbbed in hot hungry need.


She ran her hand over the head of his cock and was slightly alarmed when the skin seemed to peel away from the fat mushroom cap that seemed to sprout from the end of the African’s member. Then her soft hand ran over the super soft but very hard exposed cap of his cock and her fingers encountered a hot wetness and she jerked her hand away in surprise.


Igwe groaned and Amanda’s eyes flashed up to meet the dark eyes hungry gaze of the black man.


“Oh!” She gasped and flushed pink with shame and embarrassment.


The low growl from Igwe did not prepare her for the sudden rush of movement as the African surged up from the bed, tossing the sheet aside and at the same time tumbling her mother out of the other side of the bed.


Amanda squealed as Igwe grasped her slim shoulders and pushed her down on the bed. The suddenly very active man rolled on top of her and Amanda without any thought at all flung her legs wide apart on either side of him.


The African grunted.


Amanda wrapped her hands around him, drawing him close, and her lithe coltish legs rose up in the air fully exposing her womanhood to the thrusting hardness jutting from his loins. She squealed again when she felt that smooth hard cap of male flesh slide through the wet lips of her pussy.


She humped up just at the right time to prevent it siding past her hungry entrance and caught it. Igwe’s groan was deep as the end of his cock was grasped by the hot tight entrance to the girl’s body was matched by her delighted gasp of delight.


Igwe thrust.


The morning quiet was split by the shriek of pleasure that erupted from Amanda’s young throat.


Every animal within three hundred yards of the lodge froze as Amanda’s wail burst through the night’s silence like a rippling wave.


Igwe, for a moment, was shocked at the sound erupting from the girl. Then he recovered, grinned, and thrust again.


Angel recovered from the shock of being unceremoniously tumbled out of the bed, and rose to her knees with her elbows on the bed. Amanda’s shriek had been startling and she turned to see what was going on! Her eyes widened as she saw Amanda’s slim but shapely thighs kicking high in the air. Between those waving white legs her lover’s bulky black body was energetically thrusting and pumping at her squealing daughter.


“Ooooooh! … oooooooooooh … uh! … uh! … Aaaaargh!


Amanda’s squeals were timed to the thrusts of her lover and Angel was genuinely shocked to hear her daughter’s noisy yips of pleasure. Angel would never have dreamed of making such a noise.


As she eyed the fiercely passionate coupling taking place only a few feet from her eyes Angel found herself stirred and excited by the raw sexuality of the situation. Her loins flooded with juice. Igwe’s grunts as he thrust sent a thrill down her spine. She found her pussy pulsing as she remembered Igwe thrusting into her and she understood what Amanda would be experiencing.


Her hand dropped between her legs and she started playing with herself as she watched.


Igwe had to close his eyes, so exquisite was the pleasure the girl’s tight young womanhood was giving him. Her squeals were distracting but a delightful change from her mother’s restrained whimpers of pleasure. He grasped the girl’s slim shoulders and pushed her down as he levered himself into a better position before ramming himself harder into her.


He loved the way she bucked and squirmed underneath and could feel her inner muscles seeking to grasp his hardness as he shoved into her hot tightness. He drew back his hips enjoying the feel her youthful sheath clasping at him. Then he drove his hips forcing her back down on the bed, spearing her nubile body with his black spear.


“Ooooooh!” Amanda squealed as ten inches of African cock slammed up into her.


Igwe grunted in pleasure and grasped the teenager’s slim shoulders, holding her in place as he drew his hips back for another thrust. He closed his eyes savouring the pleasure as he pushed deeper into the young English girl, who had been a virgin just the day before.


“Aaaaargh!” Amanda yelled her shock and pleasure as she felt the rush of hard male flesh plough up inside her body. She flailed her arms and reached up to grasp him to try and steady her bucking body. She felt his strong hands grasp her shoulder and shuddered under him as his strong male presence scattered her thoughts.


Igwe stopped the heavy thrusting and instead began a rapid jerking pumping of his hips. He looked down into the girl’s face, enjoying the fresh wide eyed shock on her face as he circled his hips, shifting his cock around inside her young womanhood.


“Oh God! Oh … Oh … Oh … oooooooooh!”


He loved the way she looked so shocked and surprised when he circled his cock inside her. Her slim body was buffeted by his heavier body and he enjoyed the feel of her soft thighs spread on either side of his thrusting thighs. He cherished the feel of round firm young breasts against his chest as he crushed the white girl beneath his driving back body.


Her lithe legs flopped on either side of him, occasionally coming up to clasp him before being vigorously pushed apart as he drove his hardness into her soft hot tightness. Her head tossed from side to side in her passion and Igwe knew his seduction of this English girl was going to be another success.


Angel was rubbing herself hard as she watched her lover power fuck her adolescent daughter, whose only response was excited squealing that was quite shocking in its intensity. Angel would never have made such a noise but Amanda had no sense of restraint as Angel’s lover slammed the full thick length of his meaty cock inside her daughter.


She saw him buck and jerk, and rubbed her clitoris hard recognising the signs of his orgasm. A shudder ran through her, as her orgasm was triggered as she realised her lover was even as she watched pumping his seed in deep jets of released lust into Amanda’s womb.


She wondered briefly about what she could do to prevent Amanda getting pregnant, then dismissed the thought. Igwe was unlikely to agree to a condom, and this African country had a very catholic view on contraception. Amanda would have to take her chances.


Igwe sagged down on top of Amanda gasping as he relaxed above the still squirming girl. His head turned to one side and she saw the satisfied look on his face. Then his eyes found Angel kneeling by the bed watching.


“Shouldn’t you be cooking?”


Angel bit back a retort. Igwe was not her husband, he was her lover. She used unusual restraint as she rose to her feet and headed for the kitchen.





Amanda was delighted later that morning when Igwe shepherded the two females down to a boatshed on the shore of the lake and found inside a luxury motor cruiser. Igwe checked the boathouse for and crocodiles or snakes that might have taken up residence before allowing them inside. The large doors leading out onto the lake opened automatically at the flick of a switch.


Angel had a few initial reservations, but Amanda skipped with delight as she explored the luxury vessel. It was larger than she had expected and the pilot’s seat was a larger leather clad swivel seat that she enjoyed spinning herself around in.


Igwe went through the motions of checking the fuel and engine, while Angel investigated the cabin astonished to find polished teak interior and a malachite coffee table. She opened the door at far end of the cabin to reveal a large luxurious fitted bed. A little shiver ran through her loins and she wondered how many white women and girls had been pounded into the mattress by African cocks. She closed the door and turned back to the cabin. She investigated the cabin until she found the drinks cabinet and poured a whisky for herself and Igwe before returning to the deck and settled on a soft leather sofa that lined the cockpit of the cruiser and started to enjoy the luxury of the situation.


Igwe turned to the controls and saw Amanda’s excited fresh face, he grinned at the excited girl


“Start her up then”, and he tossed her the ignition key.


Amanda was momentarily taken aback but easily caught the keys.


“Really!”


For a moment doubt crossed her face and she looked at the controls unsure what was for what.


“I don’t know anything about boats.”


“It’s just like sex, you just slide the key in and turn it and wait for the engine to fire up.”


Amanda giggled and looked shyly at Igwe, a pink flush spread across her face. Igwe liked the way the girl was still relatively innocent and easily embarrassed, even if he suspect that his words had rekindled her burgeoning sexuality. Their intensive bout this morning had been a few hours ago and the distractions of the lodge, and the animals and birds swooping diving for scraps had soon distracted Amanda.


Amanda turned back to the controls, and raised the keys sliding it, with a little shiver as she thought of sex, and turned the key. The engine thrummed into life and she turned back to Igwe insure what to do next. He was amused by her uncertainty.


“Well it might be wise to cast off from the dock before we try anything else.”


Amanda’s eyes flashed to the dock where she noticed the ropes connecting the vessel to the dock.


“Oh!”


She looked back at Igwe and saw the laughter in his eyes and laughed herself.


Igwe stepped up to the controls.


“Off you go, toss the cables back into the cruiser and make sure you get back aboard before we leave the dock.”


Amanda stepped from the vessel onto the dock and released the cable attached to the bows and tossed towards the boat. To her surprise the cable was quickly drawn through the cable hawser by some sort of automatic mechanism. She paused to watch before walking down the dock and unhooking the cable at the back of the boat.


She paused again as the cable was quickly drawn back into the boat.


Igwe slid forward the accelerator and the cruiser edged away from the dock.


“Hey!”


Amanda squealed and jumped for the boat. Igwe laughed and Angel quickly moved her whisky out of the way of her daughter’s stumbling form as Amanda tripped on one of the chrome trims that lined the cruiser’s bulwark.


“Careful!”


“You nearly left me behind!”


Igwe laughed, and pressed the lever forward increasing the vessel’s speed as it shot out of the dock in a long driving curve as it headed towards the centre of the longest artificial lake in Africa. Amanda braced herself as the cruiser rapidly increased its speed. Angel lay back and enjoyed the view of rolling hills. Across those hills the curiously stunted trees spread like a low lying canopy under which a variety of animals had taken shade from the rising heat of the African sun.


She sipped her whisky and relaxed as Igwe played with his toy boat.


“Come here Amanda, and you can steer!”


“I can?”


She scampered forward with a burst of excitement. Igwe put his arm around the nubile girl and pulling her in front of him.


“Here take the controls. It’s easy to steer and you control the speed by sliding these lever.”


He watched the girl, who showed a little nervousness as she grasped the steering gear, which looked like some sort of steering wheel but was oddly shaped. She pushed the throttle forward and felt a little thrill as the engine hummed louder and the cruiser lurched faster.


“Easy there, not so fast. We must be careful to ensure we don’t hit a crocodile swimming across the lake.”


Amanda’s eyes shot forward in some alarm scanning the waters ahead. Igwe leaned forwards placing his large black hand on the slender slim white hand of the attractive girl and slowly eased back on the throttle. As he did so he breathed in the stimulating smell of the young woman’s clean, fresh aroma, luxuriating in her scent.


His head lowered so that he was just behind and to one side of her head.


“Watch where you are going and don’t make any sudden moves, this is not a power boat.”


Amanda glanced aside from the waters ahead towards Igwe, his dark masculine presence had not gone unnoticed and her body tingled at his presence. When he nodded towards the lake ahead she turned her gaze back to the long ribbon of water winding its way between low rolling hills.


“Keep to this side of the lake, the far side is Zambia, and it would be best not to trespass into their territory.”


Amanda glanced to the left. Igwe enjoyed the spectacle of Amanda’s slender white neck as she turned and he lowered his mouth to softly nibble on her flesh. Amanda’s heart raced at the feel of his soft breath and hot lips nuzzling her neck. She shivered as Igwe’s tongue licked upwards and then his lips caught and tugged on the soft lobe of her ear.


She trembled as hot sensations flooded through her and tried to focus on the lake her head, while leaning back into the heavy comfortable body of the large African man. Another shiver ran through her when Igwe’s hands pulled up her top and his strong hands gripped and squeezed her slim waist sending further flames of passion shooting through her.


Igwe’s hands grasped and squeezed the bared white flesh of the young woman’s slender waist, enjoying her young curvy hips and tender feeling skin. His hands tightened and squeezed her slim waist and he enjoyed the nervous tension he could feel building in the girl.


“Can you concentrate on the lake ahead?”


His whispered breath, hot in her ear made Amanda tremble. She could barely focus as she nodded, trying hard to focus on the waters of the lake as the powerful cruiser surged through the water. Fortunately there was no sign of other vessels on the lake.


“Good, keep your eyes on the lake.”


Then his hands were rising inside her clothes. Amanda’s heart thudded as his exploring hands slid over her body and rose higher inside her top. Igwe sighed as his hands reached and cupped Amanda’s young but firm and pert breasts. He palmed her nipples enjoying the feel of the hardening young buds. Her breasts were small but full. They were a nice handful and he enjoyed fondling and squeezing them as the youngster gasped and moaned.


“Hey watch where you are going!”


Amanda jumped as the African voice yelled across the water at her. She looked up alarmed to see a large yacht sailed around the headland that the cruiser was rapidly approaching. Behind her Igwe leaned forward and with a light touch on the wheel the cruiser turned to pass behind the yacht.


“Did we give you a scare Mbongi?” Igwe laughed.


The African on the yacht laughed back.


“Who is that you have their Igwe? Your latest mistress? Is that her mother lazing around at the back of that toy boat of yours? By God they both still have their clothes on!”


Igwe laughed again. Two young women appeared beside Mbongi. They were both wearing skimpy bikini’s, and both young women had full, curvy bodies with long tanned legs, both were very pretty and white as they stood beside the African and gazed curiously across the water between the two vessels.


“I see you have not changed your style.”


Mbongi grinned.


“This is Lindi and Tara, they are sisters. Their father used to own a farm near Magunji that I acquired a few years ago. I acquired all the assets of the farm when their father went bankrupt.”


Igwe grinned.


“I suppose you decided that Lindi and Tara were part of the farm’s assets.”


Amanda watched the African run his hands appreciatively over the two young women who leaned into his embrace. She shivered at the memory of Igwe running his hands over her and understood why they both seemed to lean closer to him, willingly accepting his fondling hands, even if he was much older.


“Very sweet and especially valuable assets! Tell you what Igwe. Why don’t you pull alongside and I will lend you them both for a few hours, and in return I will enjoy that young hottie you have there.”


Amanda’s ears burned. This old African man had described her as a hottie! She understood why he wanted her on his boat and she tingled.


Igwe laughed. He placed a hand on Amanda’s shoulder.


“I’m happy with what I have here.”


Surprised Amanda turned to him and met his smiling gaze. Her heart jumped and her nipples thickened as he looked at her. She did not know the reason why her body reacted like this when he smiled at her, but she was surprised he had turned down the two sisters. She had been envious of their full bodies and supple shapely thighs, yet Igwe had turned down the chance of a few hours with them. Her eyes shone.


Angel had been looking at the two young women, though her own thoughts were filled with envy and fear. Those two young women summed up the threat that she feared the most. When she heard Igwe reject them she felt a surge of triumph. She had guessed correctly that Igwe would be delighted in Amanda and she had won him back by making her available to him.


“Well don’t be so hasty Igwe. These girls are very well trained now!”


“Too well trained perhaps, they lack the freshness and delight that I find so charming in a woman.


“I’m quite sure that between them, if only for a few hours, they can give you all the delight and pleasure any man might want. But, oh well! Hazel! Kyra! Get up here on deck.”


Moments later two more young women climbed out of hatchways.


“This is Hazel, a real gem and just nineteen years old.”


Hazel rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, she had been ‘off duty’ after a late night sucking black cock, but knew better than to make any complaint at being summoned to the deck from her sleep.


“This is Kyra, one of the American university exchange students, and former high school cheerleader. She can do a mean turn with a baton!” Mbongi barked a laugh and Kyra’s pretty face turned pink setting off another chuckle from Mbongi. “See, she is so fresh she still blushes!”


“Take your pick Igwe and send that new one you have over to me for a few hours and I’ll teach her a few tricks that even you would appreciate.”


Igwe smiled, shaking his head.


“No deal Mbongi not this time. This weekend I have my own plans. No offence intended.”


A flash of anger flashed over Mbongi’s face. He was not used to being denied, but Igwe Orizu was too wealthy and had too many powerful connections, so a smile quickly returned to his face while he hungrily eyed the young white teenage girl.


The momentum of the boats carried them past each other and Igwe could see that Mbongi was considering turning his boat around and continuing his efforts to get Amanda onto his boat.


“Perhaps when Lindi’s time is up, then it may be a good time to talk again.”


The fire returned to Mbongi’s eyes and Igwe guessed that he had successfully distracted the man from his immediate short term lust. The man waved as the boats swept apart. Amanda turned her head to look at the departing boat and for a moment her eyes met those of Mbongi and she felt a pang in her loins as his lust seemed to leap across the water and into her soul with his dark piercing gaze, She quickly turned away with her heart beating faster.


Angel’s eyes were also on the departing vessel, while her thoughts were on the four curvaceous young white women wondering what their stories were that had put them on the luxury yacht of a lecherous old Africa man.


“Come back here Angel and you can thank me for saving your daughter from a fate worse than death.” Igwe laughed as he said it as he walked to the back of the cruiser and relaxed on the long soft bench.


“So who was that man, and who were those women? He looked dangerous for a moment.”


Angel followed Igwe to the back of the boat and cuddled up close next to him, making a point of firmly pressing her round breasts into his firm body. Igwe smiled at the woman reaching down to caress a bare white arm with his black hand.


“Don’t worry yourself about Mbongi. I can deal with him. His family are the main people dealing with publishing and he has close ties with the Education Minister, which is no doubt how he managed to get his hands on that girl, Kyra. The university arranged a cultural exchange with American universities. They send us some choice student bodies, usually female, to give them cultural credentials and we send them the sons of our political leaders to be ‘educated’ along with a healthy donation to ensure they make the minimum fuss when some of their students decide to complete their education in Africa.”


Igwe laughed again and Amanda had few doubts having seen Kyra on that boat the nature of the extended education.


“So is that what you meant when you said something about Lindi’s time being up?”


“Hell no woman, you should have been paying attention. Lindi and her sister are not students. They are local whites from the settler families. Mbongi tricked their father, I am sure of it, and Lindi and Tara are now his, but Mbongi never keeps a woman over twenty one years old and he has had the two sisters for a few years now. Once Lindi reaches twenty one years old Mbongi will not want her on his crew, probably he’ll get rid of Tara at the same time and get two new crew members.”


It did nothing to reassure thirty two year old Amanda to hear how an African like Mbongi might consider a woman ‘too old’ at just twenty one years old! She was quiet for a moment.


“So he will just kick Lindi, or both of them out. What will they do then?”


Igwe looked at Angel for a moment assessing his response, then his lips curled in momentary cynicism at the woman’s naivety.


“No Angel. Mbongi is in business. When Lindi is twenty one he will dispose of her, probably Tara too to ensure together they bring the highest value. Two white sisters like those two will fetch a high price in a speciality brothel or maybe they will be sold to a middle eastern buyer. Tara will still be young enough to attract a good price, while Lindi is still old enough to become a breed mare. There are many western couples who don’t ask too many questions when given the chance to adopt a baby these days.”


Angel sat up and looked at Igwe appalled.


“That doesn’t really go on does it?”


Igwe looked at the white woman, wondering if she really was so ignorant of the ways of the world. He nodded to her.


“So now you can thank me for saving your daughter.”


His hand dropped to his trousers and he drew the zip slowly, quietly down.


“You keep your eyes on the lake now, you hear Girl? Keep your eyes peeled better than you did last time!”


His hand reached up to grasp the back of Angel’s head and pulled it down into his lap.


Amanda scanned the waters ahead, remembering to look carefully at the surface for any lurking crocodiles. She had heard the conversation between Igwe and her mother. Nothing that Igwe had said was different from the gossip she had heard in her boarding school though she had wondered if such gossip had been schoolgirl fantasy. Hearing Igwe casually mention the likely fate of two of the young women she had just seen on that boat sent a shiver through her.


She was distracted by a soaring eagle that swooped out of one of the trees and struck at something on the ground. Moments later the eagle was in the air again while a long wriggling snake dangled from its clawed beak. That sent a different kind of shiver through as she was reminded the nature of life in Africa. The predators where not confined to the animal kingdom, but included men like Mbongi as well!


The long wings of the eagle carried it away, and Amanda turned her eyes quickly back to the water ahead. Boredom was never a problem for Amanda and she loved the sights and countryside of Africa. The lakeshore was alive with animals coming to drink, and a little thrill of fear passed down her spine as she realised there would be predators out there stalking those drinking animals. Predators like yesterday’s bold lions. Her skin tingled at the thought that those animals had been hunting her with the intention to kill and eat her. It was only thanks to Igwe that she and her mother were still alive today.


Realising that she had not heard much from Igwe and Angel for a while, she glanced behind her.


Her eyes widened in shock and she quickly looked to her front hoping Igwe had not seen her shock and surprise. Her heart fluttered and she felt a fool to be caught out in surprise like that! She would have to learn to be more mature and controlled.


As she stood facing forwards, her nipples thickened and her pussy moistened, even as resentment towards her mother flared briefly, the realisation of what was openly happening behind her in broad daylight, where anyone could see, shocked her young sensibilities, and her loins grew hot and throbbed.


Igwe had been sprawled over the seats at the rear of the boat. His eyes closed and his head back. Between his legs her mother had been crouching. Amanda had not been able to see anything but the rise and fall of her mother’s head. It was enough for her to know what her mother was doing.


Tingling sensations passed through her she thought of her own experience sucking Igwe’s cock and now her mother was doing it. She glanced around again, still shocked that her mother would perform such an act in the open where anyone might see! Though perhaps they were too far out on the lake, she looked again at the shore wondering if indeed there was anyone there at all in this remote area.


Behind her she heard Igwe release a long sigh. Her ears suddenly seemed to become supersensitive as she thought she heard a gurgling sound, then she heard her mother give a brief short choking sound, followed by a gasp for air.


She gripped the steering wheel tightly as her own knees went suddenly weak as she remembered the shocking feeling that had shot through her when Igwe’s cock had jerked and shot its seed into her mouth like a spurting geyser of hot salty fluid, and licked her lips at the memory of its pungent taste.


Her pussy throbbed with need.





Amanda soaked in the bath. It was filled with suds and her mother sat beside the bath. Amanda eyed her warily. She was not used to her mother being attentive, or supportive and suspected she was up to something. The whole weekend had been bizarre, not just losing her virginity, but seeing her conservative mother abase herself before a rampant naked African had been both shocking and strangely arousing.


Angel rose and fetched a towel. Amanda eyed it but made no move to get out of the luxurious bath.


“Well if you would prefer to lie in that bath rather than join Igwe in his bed, I can just leave you to it.”


Amanda looked up into her mother’s eyes briefly then shifted herself and stood up. Hot rivulets of water ran down her body while slower white suds seemed to slide reluctantly down her lithe young flesh. Angel grinned as her daughter sought to appear nonchalant, but she could see Amanda fresh pink nipples were firm and proud. It was not due to the cold. Even at night Africa rarely grew cold.


“Come on then, he’s waiting for you, not for me!”


Amanda glanced at her mother again wondering if she detected a smouldering ill will in her mother’s voice.


Angel tossed Amanda a towel, then ushered her over to a dressing table. As she glanced at her daughter’s fresh glowing face she realised that at this point little needed to be done.


“Igwe is going to sodomise you tonight.”


Amanda looking into the mirror glanced at her mother, meeting her eyes in the mirror.


“You seemed to enjoy him doing it to you.” Amanda’s words were bold and defiant and Angel sighed.


“I have grown used to it. It was very painful the first time for me and it will be more so for you.”


Amanda looked sceptical.


“Igwe will not stop just because it is hurting you, you must just try and relax your muscles back there.”


Amanda ignored her mother and poked about at the various items on the dressing table.


“Oh just leave them, it’s your freshness that Igwe wants not sophisticated prettiness.” Angel stood and looked around then fetched a soft white cotton wrap. “Here wear this.”


Amanda raised her eyebrows for a moment at being given nothing to wear but a dressing gown, but slipped her arms through it.


“It hasn’t got a belt.”


“Don’t worry you won’t have it on for long!” Amanda replied then laughed.


She led Amanda through the lodge to the bedroom, opened the door and ushered Amanda into the room. Igwe was lying on the bed completely naked. Amanda’s eyes passed over his body before settling on his lengthy cock. It lay like a relaxed sea abalone curled over his thigh.


Amanda felt her mother move up close behind her.


“Watch,” her mother whispered into her ear. Then Angel reached for the robe and pulled it open, pulling it down over her daughter’s slim shoulders. Then she slowly pushed it down, exposing Amanda’s nubile curves to the hungry eyes of her lover.


Amanda’s eyes widens as she saw Igwe’s cock twitch. It seemed to pop up into the air before flopping back on his thigh. Then she saw it swell and thicken. She looked at his face and felt a shiver of excitement at the look of lust that had overtaken him as he gazed at her.


The white robe dropped to the floor.


Movement drew Amanda’s eyes back to Igwe’s cock, which seemed to have a life of its own. It had thickened and lengthened and now stood proud of his thighs. She watched the foreskin peel back seemingly of its own accord and the shiny fat head of his cock. Like a big mushroom cap it crowned in a thickening length of black meat that now jerked and throbbed.


Ten inches of hard black cock standing, high and firm from the bulk of his body.


Amanda stared.


Her sphincter tightened reflexively.


Could that really fit into her bottom? She felt a tremor of fear and doubt. Igwe had seen the cloud pass across Amanda’s pretty features and decided it was time to act before any doubts could settle in the girl’s mind.


He turned and rolled off the bed. He stood tall, his cock thrusting up and outward like a fat Assegai spear. He stepped forward reaching for the ripe, curvy adolescent young woman standing naked before him


He glanced at her mother, Angel, whose own eyes were fixed on his prick. He thanked God, Allah, or nature that had blessed him with a member that made the female of species weak with desire when they saw it large and erect and ready to ram into them.


“Come here Amanda”.


The girl looked at him hesitantly for a moment then stepped forward. Igwe grasped her shoulders and lowered his head to kiss her, thankful that this teenager was as tall as her mother. His lips brushed hers for a moment; then he pressed down harder. Kissing her more passionately, as the young woman melted into his embrace. Her lips in turn seeking out his mouth and returning the kiss with equal if not more passion,


He put an arm around her shoulder and pulled her close, so that his cock rubbed and throbbed trapped between their bodies, and he felt the girl treble and shiver at the feel of his hardness pressed against her. He humped his hips gently circling his hard length against her soft stomach rubbing its length along the firm roundness of her white body.


His tongue slid out and he licked soft lips, and was delighted when Amanda’s soft, limber tongue sought out his and they duelled together in sensual bliss.


With his right arm around her shoulders holding her slimness close, his left hand stroked down her back. Enjoying the feel of soft blemish free skin, until he cupped the full round orbs of her bottom with his large dark hand.


He grasped, squeezed, fondled, and caressed Amanda’s plump round bottom. He felt her tense when he ran a finger down the crease between her peach like behind and lightly ran a finger over the puckered rosette of virgin flesh. He pressed home his kiss distracting the girl who seemed like a nervous filly as his finger probed and circled at the tender resistant ring.


He refrained from pushing his finger deep and circling as he would have done with her mother. His eyes glanced across at Angel who he noted was sitting back quite relaxed as he toyed with her daughter.


He nodded at her quiet acceptance of what he was about to do Amanda, remembering Angel’s howls of pain and outrage as he had held her down and ruptured her anal virginity. Her struggles and resistance and been quiet prolonged before she subsided in the realisation that it no longer hurt. Now she still thought ‘it was a sin against God’ but knelt and pulled the cheeks of her bottom apart on demand.


He patted and stroked her daughter’s nicely round soft bottom and grinned in perverse delight at knowing he was about to do the same to Amanda.


He glanced down at Amanda and into her excited adoring eyes and thrill went through him and his cock stiffened into a heavy aching need.


“Turn around honey and kneel facing the bed.”


Amanda obediently scampered over to the bed and knelt beside it, she glanced behind her to see that Igwe was watching then she knelt forward and lowered her shoulders and raised her ass. She knew that she had ‘the perfect ass’ and had enjoyed Igwe stroking and touching her bottom, and had been secretly thrilled when African men had boldly touched and stroked her bottom.


So she knelt, leaning over the bed, with her ass high, and a grin on her face as she saw the lust in Igwe’s eye and his hard stroking that hard long cock. She felt a sudden palpitation at the realisation of where he was going to put that thickness … but she had seen him do it to her mother and her mother had clearly been excited … so she turned and buried her head in the bedspread.


Angel looked from Amanda to Igwe her eyes passing from that thick black monster cock as Igwe fondled it before her lover advanced on Amanda. She was torn between a desire to see her daughter’s smug satisfaction wiped away by the pain and shock of sodomy, and a strange maternal concern that seemed quite strange to her.


Hesitantly, but with a sudden emotional strain to her voice, she asked “Aren’t you going to use some lubrication?”


Igwe looked at her and she saw feral look of lust in his eyes.


“No.”


She realised he was quite prepared to thrust that into Amanda with no preparation or easing of the way.


She found herself on her feet and instinctively moving forward with an unusual protective emotional surge passing through her. Her eyes glanced down seeing the small virginal opening, still pink with tight wrinkles with a deep pang as she recalled the pain in her own ass when Igwe had forcefully rammed his cock up into her bottom


“You must use something, you will tear her open.”


Igwe looked at her angrily then a crafty look came over him and Angel had a sudden fear that she had gone too far. Igwe stepped towards her. Angel started to back away but Igwe moved suddenly fast as his hands reached out. Angel felt a moment of panic then one of Igwe’s hands wrapped in his short dark hair and pulled her close to him.


Her heart was pounded and she knew real fear, but that was tempered by the closeness of his hard warm body as she felt his cock press against her, her knew went weak.


“Ok, if you insist, I will use something to ease the way.” Igwe stepped back drawing Angel with him. Her emotions in turmoil at the feel of his body, the pain from his hand in her hair, and the exciting throbbing of his cock inflamed her passion.


Igwe pushed her knees, and turned her head. For a moment Angel realised what Igwe intended and balked. Her lover pushed her head forward and Angel realised if she did not do this perverted act then the African would indeed take Amanda’s anal virginity with no lubrication.


With a heaving stomach and pumping heart her tongue shot out.


Amanda had kept her head buried in the bedspread as she listened to the spat between her mother and Igwe and so was unprepared for the sudden shock when a hot wetness passed over the tight, wrinkled opening of her bottom.


The resulting sensation shot through the exposed nether opening was scintillating and shockingly intense. She gasped into the bed and her hands grasped the bedspread tightly in eclectic shock at the wonderful feeling. A shiver went through her as she realised the nature of the act being performed on her. It was wicked and exciting and so, so thrilling.


She raised her hips and pushed back against the thrilling sensation.


Angel pushed with her tongue, closing her mind to the perversity if the act she was performing on her own daughter. She knew the pain that Igwe’s cock would inflict on Amanda’s virginal back package and despite her inclination to exploit Amanda’s young freshness to please her lover she was not willing to idly accept such pain being inflicted on her daughter, so she pushed with her tongue.


Amanda bucked her hips excitedly as an exquisite thrill passed through her.


Angel licked circling the tight puckered pinkness, pushing aside thoughts she tried to avoid. She pushed tentatively at the opening and realised just how tight the opening was. Igwe’s fat cock would rupture her daughter’s innocent opening. It was too tight even for her tongue! She continued licking and lapping the pink rosette. She hoped to lubricate the opening sufficiently to ease Amanda’s shock.


Behind her Igwe stirred. She sensed his urgent rampant lust would not be delayed for long, and renewed her efforts. Stiffening her tongue, forming a little spear of soft flesh she again thrust forward.


Amanda yelped in both shock and delight when her rectal muscle relaxed and hot pointed flesh pierced her nether ring. She had never felt anything like it in her life, and she could not restrain from groaning wildly in pleasure.


“She’s ready!”


The soft hot tongue between the cheeks of her bottom seemed to lap faster and push harder at her opening in response to Igwe’s words.


“Out of the way!” Igwe commanded.


Amanda’s head came up as she heard Igwe’s words. If Igwe was talking who was licking her bottom so exquisitely? Confused she shook her head and looked behind.


The surprise could not have been more complete as she saw Igwe pull her mother’s head away from her bottom. It had been her own mother licking at her bottom. Amanda shock could not have been deeper. It was deep rooted and profound.


Igwe was not concerned at any thoughts going through Amanda’s mind. With one hand he hefted and stroked his cock, while the other pushed Angel aside. His eyes were riveted on the tight ring of wrinkled pink flesh.


He knew just how hot and tight that virginal opening was going to be. He stepped forward, lowering a large black hand into the centre of Amanda’s slim back. Amanda gasped at the feel of his hand firmly holding her down. She squirmed, wriggling as if testing his grip then sighed lowered her head and gripped the bed sheets tightly.


Igwe leaned forward lining the thick black head of his cock on the little opening. A feral grin of lust creased his face, as he pushed forward. Angel watched wide eyed as her lover leaned forward and her hand flew to her mouth as Amanda jerked and moaned.


Igwe ignored the stirrings from the girl as the fat head of his cock pressed against the tight opening. He enjoyed the preliminary resistance and the initial tautness he could feel as tension rose within the girl.


“I’m not sure, it feels too big.”


The girl’s voice was low, her nervousness apparent. Then it rose to a shriek as pain erupted in her bowels when Igwe thrust through her virgin sphincter. Igwe exerted pressure with his in the small of her back holding her still, and ignored her panicked squeal pushing deeper knowing he needed a deep penetration before she started seriously trying to wriggle free.


“Nooooo … Igwe it hurts … stop!”


Angel could see the hungry feral grin on her lover’s face and watched him push his hips further forward into her daughter’s virginal tightness. She bit her lip, and without thought brought a hand up to one of her tingling breasts and fondled it.


Amanda felt the huge log that had spilt her open press deeper and she thought her bowels were going to burst!


“Noooo!” She shrieked, shocked that Igwe seemed to be continuing. Hadn’t he heard her? “Stop! Please you are ripping me open.”


Igwe knew better than to stop now! He pressed deeper, enjoying the incredible hot clinging tightness of her virgin channel. He delighted in being the first to have her bottom. No one else would enjoy the exquisite tightness of taking Amanda’s anal cherry.


Amanda bucked in an attempt to push him away, but to her horror and pain his cock just slid deeper. She tried to move forward but the edge of the bed prevented her crawling away from the awful pain. As she reached the furthest point from Igwe she tightly gripped the sheets and moaned as she felt Igwe lean over her, before his fat cock slid a few more inches inside her fundament.


“Oh please…” she whispered…“don’t.” Her voice had sunk to a low desperate plea.


“Easy girl … just relax your muscles … don’t resist … you saw the way your mother responded. You just need to learn to how to accommodate my cock! You will soon love it!”


“Never … it hurts … please take it out!”


Igwe breathed in the teenage girl’s femininity, enjoying the feel of her soft trembling skin with his hands as he stroked her. Her anal channel seemed incredibly hot and clung tightly to his hard gnarled length but he was past the point that could provide any resistance to his thrusting length.


“Trust me honey you will soon love this kind of sex!”


“God I hate it, why won’t you take it out?” She pleaded glancing over her shoulder and was shaken by the sheer lust on Igwe’s face as she knew he was too excited to pull out.


“You must learn to relax your muscles Amanda, don’t grip his cock tightly.”


Angel looked across. She had forgotten in her pain that her mother was present. She was astonished that her mother was just sitting there watching.


“Can’t you stop him? It hurts.”


“It will stop hurting when you do as your told and relax your muscles.”


“But, if I do he will push it all in…”


Amanda give a wry smile.


“It’s all going in whether you relax or not!”


Amanda wailed her protest, but even as she did so she could feel that the pain had lessened.


Behind her Igwe held still. It was enjoyable just to bask in her heat and tightness, while he savoured the moment of taking her final virginity. Another white man’s daughter broken to his cock! He knew from experience, her fear and pain would soon be overtaken by excitement and lust.


It would not be long before she would be kneeling and waving her bottom in the air freely offering it to him. His friends would be delighted with her. For the moment the experience was all his to savour, with no risk of an irate father turning up to spoil the fun. He grinned for a moment thinking of Mark, the girl’s father and Angel’s husband. He would probably be mad if he knew what he was doing to his ‘special’ daughter.


The thought inspired lust in him and he thrust again, generating another yelp from the girl beneath him. He looked across at the girl’s mother realising that her moan had expressed more shock than pain. He looked Angel in the eye and that aroused him as well and he pushed forward again watching Angel’s face as he sodomised her daughter.


“Play with yourself!” He commanded.


Angel’s hand immediately dropped to her loins and a finger parted the wet lips of her pussy seeking out her clitoris she started to rub it.


Igwe laughed with delight at the mother’s quick submission to his demand. He would have mother and daughter lapping his sperm from the palm of his hand soon, and laughed again.


He looked down at Amanda’s slim shoulders and slender waist, and brought his spare hand up to grasp one of her shoulders, to hold her still then he eased his cock slowly backwards. He enjoyed the sound of the girl’s gasp as his cock slowly slid outwards. He knew she would be feeling some intense sensations as his gnarled length moved backwards through her clasping rectal channel.


He paused only a moment before thrusting back in, generating another wail from the girl. A wail that was less intense; less alarmed. Her objections seemed to be over. He leaned forward and kissed the nape of her neck, felling a little shudder pass through her at the gentleness of the kiss. Then he peeled back his lips and nibbled the soft flesh of her neck with his teeth, enjoying the way she squirmed and gasped in response.


He enjoyed her soft neck for only a moment, before slowly sliding his cock back out again, eliciting more moans and gasps from Amanda. He looked up at her mother as he thrust forward. Angel’s finger was now deep in her pussy as she rubbed her clitoris watching Igwe debauch her daughter.


He stopped for a moment with all ten inches of his cock buried deep inside the soft cushion of her round bottom. Lowering his head he nuzzled the soft flesh of her neck generating a different kind of moan from Amanda. He grinned and held still for a moment while waiting for any kind of response from the girl.


When he felt her hips move, he carefully kept still, letting the girl experiment at her own pace. He felt her muscles tighten and relax around his cock a couple of times. Then her hips slowly circled, and he grinned in delight. He looked up to see if her mother had noticed and saw that she had. He smiled at Angel then brought his hand up from the small of Amanda’s back to grip her other slim shoulder.


He noticed she made no attempt to pull free.


Grasping her shoulder firmly he held her in position and humped his hips a few times, causing her to squeal again, but this time there was no protest and no attempt to squirm away.


‘Oh yes, girl, you are going to be loving this soon’.


He gathered his hips, leaned forward, and began to hump the girl.





Mark drove home in turmoil and a deep fear sitting deep in his stomach. Angel’s note had indicated she would be home by Sunday but the night had passed and Monday brought no sign of his wife and daughter.


He was not sure how he had managed to survive the day. He had rushed home at lunchtime but they had not returned.


He had never felt so helpless and feared the worst. He knew that if they failed to return home there would be little chance of finding them, with no help likely from what little ‘authority’ there was in this country.


It only took five minutes to drive home from the office, but it was a nerve wracking five minutes and he dreaded finding no one at home.


At the villa the gate was quickly opened by a grinning Kaifus.


“Madam home Sir. They is in the garden.”


Mark nodded. The ball of tense muscle in his guts only slightly relaxed. Kaifus must have meant Amanda, though she should be at school now he was relieved he would have a chance to talk to her. He was too nervous to properly respond to Kaifus and drove the car into the shade of the carport.


He ignored his briefcase and quickly climbed out of the car and headed through the gates, through the walled compound near the kitchen and headed through to the rear garden.


Angel had heard his car and came to greet him with a cheery wave.


“Hi honey, sorry we were late back but the coach from the resort broke down, you know how unreliable local coaches can be.”


Mark glared at her staring into her eyes. He watched her eyes shift uncomfortably, and he decided to ignore her, pushing past.


“Amanda is here?” His question was terse and he could not keep the nerves from his voice.


“Why yes, but she can easily make up the lost day at school.”


Her voice trailed away as Mark pushed past her and headed into the garden.


Mark spotted Amanda sunbathing on a blanket by the pool as she read a book. A huge surge of relief passed through him and he quickly walked over to her.


She looked up and smiled as he walked across the lawn.


“Hi Daddy! How was work today?”


Mark pulled his thoughts together, unsure now how to ask the questions that were tormenting him.


“Fine, fine, the usual. How was your weekend?”


He tensed, wondering how she would reply. Was he making a fool of himself?


“It was great. I missed you but the resort was just great. I never expected a place like that in Zimbabwe.”


Mark stopped for a moment. His mind was in turmoil.


“Were there many people there? Your mum said it was just going to be you and her.”


Amanda frowned.


“Well there were a few people at the resort, but we mainly kept to ourselves.”


“So no one went with you.”


Amanda looked up at her father.


“Oh no, there was just the two of us, but there were a few other people on the coach.”


Mark looked into her eyes which were clear and untroubled. He looked away not sure whether to be relieved or more concerned. His eyes wandered. Amanda was wrapped in a towel presumably after a swim in the pool and his eyes took in with surprise that her gangly legs had developed and had become rounded and were quite lithe and shapely.


The image if Igwe pushing those coltish legs apart sprung into his mind and his cock lurched. He cursed and turned away as his unruly mind fuelled images from his nightmares, or was it dreams, of Igwe with his daughter, stiffened his unruly cock.


“Oh … well … good … I must go and change.”


He looked up I time to see a look of relief on Angel’s face, which she quickly turned into a welcoming smile.


“Since Amanda is going to be with us one more night before returning to school should we all go out for a meal together?”


Mark nodded, even as his mind struggled with the meaning of that momentary look of relief that had passed across Angel’s face. Surely … surely … Amanda could not have lied to him could she? Disturbed he pushed the thought from his mind.


“Yes, why not? I will have a shower and we can head for the Sheraton.”


He walked into the villa with turmoil and doubt still in his mind.




Chapter 22






“Honey, I’m going out this evening.”


Mark looked as his wife walked out of the bedroom. His breath caught in his throat as he looked at his wife’s radiant beauty. She seemed to be glowing with health and vitality. For a moment any reply was trapped in the turmoil of his mind.


Angel strolled across the living room, her hips rolling. She had an easy sway that emphasised her femininity in way that would stir any man and fourteen years of marriage did not stop Mark from getting an instant erection.


“Well…” he stammered for a moment his surprise and desire getting the better of him. “Well after this weekend we need to talk.”


“Ok honey but we can talk later. I appreciate I have been away all weekend but I have not seen Igwe for over ten days. He wants to see me tonight and I am too hot and horny to say no to him.”


Mark eyed his wife. Had she really not seen Igwe during the weekend she had just spent away? While his senses told him she was lying, Amanda had seemed entirely without guile when she had said that only she and her mother had been at the resort. He found it hard to believe Amanda might have lied to him.


Angel stepped close and her hand slid over the front of his trousers.


“Oooh! Your hard!” Her hand grasped his hardness and fondled it. “Nice. If Igwe wasn’t waiting we could have had a good time, but you can play it with while I’m gone imagining what Igwe is doing to me … I know it excites you…”


“You don’t have to go…” Mark’s voice tailed off as he saw the look in his wife’s eyes.


“You know better than that by now Mark. I just have to have his huge black thickness rammed up inside me or I will just die of frustration.”


Angel gave his cock another squeeze.


“Hmm … I remember when I used to think your seven inches was too long and too thick for me.”


She released Mark’s cock with a final squeeze. She turned and headed for the door


She tossed a teasing glance back over her shoulder at her husband.


“That was before I discovered what they said about black cock was all true.”


She opened the door leading out into the African night, and paused for a moment. The light of the outside light seemed to illuminate her body and Mark realised his wife was wearing no underwear of any kind. His eyes met hers in silent pleading.


She smiled at him, a smile that still set his heart pumping despite her behaviour.


“When I get home I will have a pie for you and you can have a midnight treat.”


“A pie?”


Mark looked confused, and Angel laughed.


“A cream pie … isn’t that what they call it.”


Angel turned and strolled out of the villa eager to get to Igwe, and delighting in the perverse torment she could still inflict on her husband. Outside the gates a limo waited for her and her heart started to pound and her pussy throbbed in anticipation of having Igwe all to herself.


Igwe was waiting in his limousine. She was grateful he had not sent his leering chauffeur, who made no effort to hide his lust for her, when he picked her up on his own. She snuggled into his welcoming arms as the limousine pulled away from the grass verge and headed into the town centre.


“Where are we going?” She asked pressing her warm curves against Igwe’s firm body.


“To dinner, L’Escargot, I think tonight.”


Angel smiled to herself, the restaurant was in a hotel that had a racy reputation but it was one of the best restaurants in Harare that she had been too. She turned slightly and pressed her full firm breasts into him as a reminder of the delights there, his to play with.


Igwe’s arm tightened around her shoulder and she felt a rush of warmth and passion. She enjoyed the firm grip of his hand on her shoulder and melted into him.


“Perhaps there is somewhere you would like to take me before we go to dinner,” she tentatively suggested.


“Hussy,” Igwe replied.


Angel ignored the comment, perhaps she was a hussy, she realised with a little thrill of her own that if Igwe had ordered the limousine to the side of the road and proposed banging her up against one the walls of the villa’s lining the avenue then her only response would have been to pull her dress up high and spreading her legs for him.


Instead the vehicle drove on through the night and the relatively quiet roads of Harare in the evening.


At the hotel Igwe and Angel climbed out of the car and entered the elegant marble floored reception. The small bar had a number of relatively smartly dressed black men sitting around it with nothing to support its salacious reputation, though in the background she could hear laughter and loud music from black bar and garden on the far side of the hotel.


The Maitre’d was all attentive respect when he saw the renowned Igwe Orizu approach. He quickly scanned tonight’s guest list and promptly reallocated the booking of Mr & Mrs Poslewhite from the prime table to a lessor side table, and led Igwe and the woman who was his current consort to the best table in the restaurant.


He fussed and bustled all around the table waving the wine waiter urgently forward and taking a little too much time helping the rather beautiful white woman into her seat. He caught the amused glance of Mr Orizu on him and hastily backed away flustered.


He signalled to another waiter who rushed forward. The Maitre’d, with a sigh, waved him back.


“For goodness sake Cesare our guests need the menu, your smiling face is not quite enough, please remember to keep menus in your hand while waiting to serve our guests!”


The ruffled waiter backed away embarrassed and annoyed at his own slip.


Angel was unaware of the background goings on. Her attention was fixed on Igwe and the small cylindrical case in his hand that had a maroon coloured covering adorned with a crown. Her heart skipped a beat. Did Igwe have a present for her? If her memory served her right that crest was the sign used by a well known jewellers in London.


Her heart pumped, her breasts heaved in response and she felt a little thrill in her loins.


A waiter arrived offering the menus. Igwe waived them away and ordered what he wanted, including ordering for Angel as well. The flustered waiter tried to press forward with the menus only to be repulsed by a fierce glare from the smartly dressed African the Maitre’d had made such a fuss over.


Angel watched this by-play with some amusement until Igwe caught her gaze.


“They just can’t get the staff these days,” he proffered by way of explanation. Angel smiled and lowered her gaze, before remembering to pull her shoulders back and push her breasts forward for Igwe to admire and lust after.


“So how did your husband react when you went home? Does he know what happened? Did Amanda tell him anything?”


Angel looked across at Igwe, not really surprised that this was his top concern. Powerful and wealthy as he was that would not protect him from an angry father in a city where an AK47 could be bought for less than two American dollars, and the men to use them for even less than that.


“Well I am not sure he entirely believed me. Indeed he pushed past me as though my words were of no consequence and headed straight for Amanda.”


“and…” Igwe was eyeing Angel carefully but he could sense no stress in her which must have meant it went OK, but he waited for her words.


“Well Amanda was astonishing … she just quietly told her father she had a great weekend. When he asked who had been there she looked confused by the question and just explained that there were a few other people at the resort but no one in particular, that basically it just had been her and me. What surprised me was the simple matter of fact way she lied … I simply won’t be able to believe anything she says again!”


Igwe smiled; a look of contentment on his face.


“So she didn’t go running to Daddy to complain … hmm … the little honey must have really liked what I did to her, even when I buggered her tight bottom.”


Angel looked around the room worried their conversation had been overheard, but Igwe casually waved away her concern.


“Don’t concern yourself with others so much. So her father suspects but does not know, that’s fine. Now when can I see her again?”


Angel looked into her lover’s eyes, slightly concerned to hear about him wanting her daughter, but she suppressed that fear, knowing that Amanda was likely to be the cause of his prolonged interest in her and she had reluctantly decided to live with that fact.


“I have thought about that, as you realise Amanda is at school mid-week and it might be a risk to take her out of the school without her father knowing and wanting an explanation.”


She looked up at Igwe and was pleased to see his eyes were on her breasts, she immediately pushed them forward.


“Amanda finishes school early on Friday and is usually home by 3.30 in the afternoon. He normally does not finish work until 5pm and is home shortly thereafter. That would leave an hour and a half…”


Her voice trailed off in some uncertainty and she looked at Igwe who was now looking into his plate. Then he looked up.


“I did not expect anything less. It is only a matter of time now, but for the time being I am willing to go slowly with Amanda.” He glanced across at Angel, amused to see the relief on her face.


His thoughts were interrupted by a waiter bustling forward with a starter of ‘Plancher Corner’ a French dish of spiced meats and pickled vegetables. They tucked in, with Igwe keeping an eye on the comings and goings. His driver bodyguard was waiting in the car, and this restaurant was generally safe enough but it was wise to be careful.


Angel noted when his gaze rested on other women but wisely said nothing. She tried to avoid looking at other white couples fearing to see condemnation in their eyes over her being with an African. Though if she had looked she would have seen a general lack of interest and she was not the only white woman in the restaurant dining with a black African man.


The waiter bustled over and swept their plates away, as another hurried forward with plates of Nile Perch, a rare enough dish as few people fished in the crocodile infested rivers of the Zambezi and Limpopo, the only major rivers that bordered the landlocked African country.


Angel gazed at the delicacy but waited for Igwe to start. Igwe had been distracted by a commotion at the entrance to the restaurant.


“But I particularly booked that table!” A flustered and angry white man of middle years had raised his voice.


“Really dear, it’s not important!”


“But it is. Not only is it your 25th birthday it is also our 5th wedding anniversary and I planned for it to be special.”


“Please don’t make a fuss!”


“Darling you just can’t let these black people ride roughshod over us. This is still a civilised country and standards are still high in this restaurant, or at least they were until tonight.”


Igwe rose to his feet, and Angel shrunk into herself in anticipation of a volcanic eruption from her lover. Instead he remained perfectly calm as he strode over to the strident white man who had dropped into silence at the approach of the powerfully built, smartly dressed African who simply oozed authority. “My dear Sir as you have alluded that this is a quality restaurant, and raised voices are just not the done thing.”


The white man looked a bit taken aback at the polished English accent coming from the African bear standing in front of him. He had not expected a confrontation and had been happy to bully the helpless waiter but this man was another matter.


He looked at the African and refrained from comment.


“I am deeply sorry sir…” The Maitre’d bowed and waved his arms in the air, but Igwe cut him off with a wave.


“May I ask, to whom I am addressing?”


“My name is Mr Poslewhite and I had booked the table you are sitting at for my wife’s birthday, which is also our wedding anniversary.”


Igwe reached out his hand, and Mr Poslewhite hesitated for a moment before realising it would be churlish to withhold his hand and he was not sure where in the power structures of this African country the man before him stood.


He extended his hand.


Igwe gripped and squeezed.


To his credit the white man opposite kept a straight face.


Igwe shrugged.


“Mistakes happen. So this must be Mrs Poslewhite?” Igwe turned to the attractive white woman that had made the mistake of marrying a pompous ass. He reached out for her hand and bowed to kiss the slim fingers.


“Enchanted!”


He remained for a moment bowed over her hand. His gaze locked on her legs, which were long and shapely and on display since she was wearing a short dress. He rose slowly allowing his gaze to take in and appreciate her womanly charms making no attempt to hide his gaze from her or her husband.


When he stood up straight and looked into her eyes he saw timidity and fear mixed with awareness that he desired her. She looked down and blushed.


“Maitre’d a bottle of your best champagne for the happy couple and a bottle of Bruilly for them to take home, all at my expense.”


“I can’t do anything about the table which I had also booked in advance.” He looked at the Maitre’d who looked away and said nothing. “Please accept my gift as partial compensation.”


Igwe turned and walked away.


“Sarah, you shouldn’t have looked at him like that.”


“What? I didn’t look at him at all.”


“The man’s little more than brute.”


Sarah looked at Igwe and at her husband and looked timidly down. Her husband was right that African was a lusting brute of a man. Her pussy throbbed and dampened.


Angel looked up as Igwe returned to the table, she was surprised the matter had apparently been settled relatively quietly, and noted his eyes on the woman as the couple accepted being escorted to another table.


“You will come to my villa on Thursday.”


Angel looked up. Igwe’s words had been a command. If her husband had issued her a command she would have bridled with anger, instead her nipples thickened in anticipation of Igwe unleashing his lust on her on Thursday as well as tonight.


“I have asked Janet to be there as well”


Angel looked up her ire rising at the mention of her one time friend that she had found in bed with Igwe. Angel hated the woman for betraying her by taking Igwe to her bed when she knew Angel was in love with him. She looked into Igwe’s face preparing to protest but her objections died on her lips as she saw the determination in his eyes.


She said nothing. Igwe noted her lack of protest and nodded in satisfaction.


“You need more experience at making love to women, and I will enjoy watching.”


Angel opened her mouth. Closed it, and then opened it again. Finally she reached for a glass and took a drink of wine.


Igwe smiled. “I have been contemplating giving Amanda to Janet for the same reason.”


Angel put her glass down and looked at Igwe, but remained silent.


“Watching you and Amanda pleasure each other will be a great delight but I suspect you both need more experience of Sapphic pleasure before the two of you are comfortable with your pretty heads between each other’s thighs.”


Angel said nothing but reached for her knife and fork and cut away a chunk of Nile Perch while thinking furiously. She chewed of the flesh of the fish before looking up at Igwe.


“Daura would be better.”


Igwe raised his eyes and looked at Angel, surprised and slightly astonished.


“Daura? … You think so?”


Angel met his gaze, and her own thoughts turned to the night Daura had taken her. Taken was the word to use. Daura, the third wife of Joshua, who was one of Igwe’s close friends, had proven to be an aggressive, forceful, demanding and dominant black woman. Angel shivered at the memory. Daura would enforce lesbian submission on Amanda. Angel’s thighs trembled as she remembered the hard rhinoceros dildo the woman had mercilessly driven up into her.


“Yes, Daura.”


Igwe smiled. Angel had surprised him and his cock thickened.


“I think we will go without desert tonight.”


Angel looked up and saw the lust rising in his eyes. Her pulse quickened.


“Whatever you say, mon cherie.”


Igwe stood up and pocketed the cylindrical case he had put on the table. She felt a pang of disappointment. However Angel immediately noticed the other bulge in the front of his trousers. Her own loins quickened and liquefied in hot heat. She rose to her feet and found her knees weak. Igwe took her arm and led her out of the restaurant. At the podium of the Maitre’d he paused and indicated that Angel should go ahead and wait for him in the lobby as he turned to hand the man a sizeable wad of notes.


As Angel moved away he leaned closer and spoke quietly to the Maitre’d.


“You have the address of the Poslewhites?”


“Of course.”


Igwe flicked his fingers and the Maitre’d hastily scribbled a note. Igwe took it and pocketed it after a glance at the Avondale address. He would soon find out where Mr Poslewhite worked and when before visiting his wife. He did not think she would offer any resistance.


Then he glanced at the statuesque beauty waiting for him in the lobby and quickened his pace, before the other African two legged vultures hanging around the bar shuffled closer to her and started pecking.


“Come on then Mrs Scott.”


Angel turned away from eyeing the men at the bar who had been looking her over in a way that made her spine tingle. She was surprised to be addressed by her married name by Igwe after all these years, and noticed the men at the bar stir.


Igwe grinned at the African men at the bar, who knew by his remark that the lovely woman he was escorting out of the hotel was a white man’s wife. Angel walked with him out of the hotel, making a little jump when Igwe’s hand slipped behind her and grasped and squeezed her bottom in full sight of all the men in the bar.


She blushed at the murmuring laughter that arose behind her.


“Igwe…” her soft rebuke only made him laugh.


“Girl you are going to do more than squeal my name when ram my black cock up into your lovely white body. How do you want it tonight?”


Angel looked at him confused for a moment. Igwe grinned at her confusion, he was delighted that she was still relatively innocent despite years of marriage and months in his bed.


“Front or back?” He asked, rubbing a thick finger along the groove between her bottom cheeks, and through her legs to poke at her pussy.


Angel flushed even deeper and wriggled on his finger, but made no effort to pull away. She raised her eyes to Igwe and her heart pulsed at the hunger she saw there. A hunger for her.


“Are you suggesting you are only going to use one of them?” She asked quietly and lowering her eyes in mock modesty.


Igwe paused for a moment and stared before roaring with laughter, and urged her into his car.





Amanda was having her own problems. She was back at school now and the wonderfully exciting adventure at the weekend was over. Now when she listened to the gossip of the girls at the school she tried to appear nonchalant and uncaring of this idle chatter, but her ears twitched at the remotest whisper of black cock, and her own private parts seemed to take on a life of their own heating up and throbbing. Despite her best efforts all the gossip of the girls aroused her as she understood now what it meant to part her legs for an African man and the sheer thrill to be experienced when a man’s hardness thrust deep into her body.


When she saw the African security guards stare at her legs, or look at her developing bust, her heart seemed to skip a beat and her stomach would lurch at the realisation of what the guards wanted to do to her. For once she felt envious of the girls who sneaked about at night and slipped outside to make surreptitious meetings with the black men out in the dark.


She was contemptuous of those girls who slanged off those girls who let the black men between their legs. How could any woman, or girl who had experienced the sheer excitement of sex possibly criticise other women for doing the same.


Such sanctimonious preaching could only come, she had decided, from sheer ignorance of the thrill of the act.


For herself, she found herself envious of those girls bold enough to venture outside at night to the men waiting outside. The risk of being caught and the possible censure, and embarrassment was something she felt she might be able to risk, after all wasn’t her mother allowing a black lover between her own legs. She was not in a position to complain if the school reported her, but what would her father think, that his daughter was no different from her mother!


Amanda was different, and she did not want to disappoint her father.


Her disordered thoughts twisted through her mind in tortuous confused trails.


Without conscious thought her hands caressed her breasts idle, and a hand slipped below her bed sheets and between her legs.


She did so want to feel Igwe’s cock throb inside her again.





Igwe’s cock was throbbing hard, as his left arm encircled the beautiful white wife who eagerly pressed her full, firm, rounded body against him. Her soft pliant lips were crushed beneath his own, while his right hand was thrust high under her dress enjoying the feel of the warm, satin soft flesh, of her upper thighs.


His hand stroked and caressed while the woman squirmed and moaned and gasped her passion into his mouth and he held her close and his tongue delved into her hot hungry mouth.


Angel moaned into his mouth as a thick finger worked itself inside her. She squirmed in pleasure and excitement as another finger slid into her private parts, parting the slickly wet outer lips before probing for her inner entrance. She gasped as the thick black finger of her African lover penetrated her body.


Igwe grinned as the white wife trembled and shook in her arousal as her heated vulva soaked his penetrating finger, lubricating it, enabling him to push it crudely and forcefully deeper. Angel’s only response was to grasp his shoulders, spread her legs wide, and moan as she humped the finger of her lover.


Igwe had stopped marvelling at how easy it was to make white women surrender to their lusts, it seemed there was something in the atmosphere of Africa that released their suppressed hungers, previously kept in check by years of western social restraints.


He pushed his finger deeper and twirled it in her depths watching her eyes glaze over. Enjoying the sight of soft full lips parted as Angela gasped and moaned, he watched as her soft tongue licked across suddenly dry, softer lips. He watched her tremble in lust and delighted in the transformation that he had overseen had the last few months.


“So my gorgeous honey,” he whispered in her ear. “Do you really want me to thrust my cock in the tight little channel of your ass?”


Angel’s eyes flashed open and she stared up into the eyes of her lover.


“You can do whatever you want to me, I can’t stop you.”


Igwe laughed.


“You don’t fool me woman, this is not about me, it is what you want, and you want to be used! You want to be abused.” He thrust his finger hard and deep. Angel jerked and moaned.


“You want this don’t you?” Igwe’s hot words in her ear generated a hot lust in Angel’s loins.


His finger jabbed, hard, painfully, brutally. His thumb found her clitoris and squeezed it between thumb and finger. The pain was shocking, but the throbbing heat that overwhelmed Angel drove her passion higher.


He enjoyed her gasping moans.


“You want me to do as I will with you and the thought excites you.”


He pushed a second finger forcefully inside her enjoying the way her eyes widened and her legs seemed to strain to spread wider for his hands.


“So tell me Angel. When am I going to have your daughter again? When will you deliver up Amanda’s sweet lips and nubile body to my cock?”


Angel looked at her lover she saw lust and depravity in his soul and shuddered.


“Friday … you can have her Friday!”


“Friday! Friday! I don’t want her Friday I want her now tonight!”


Angel wailed.


“It can’t be before Friday. She is at school. Her father would know…” She looked up at Igwe her eyes pleading for understanding.


He looked at her and she trembled at the look in his eyes. She saw a cold ruthless anger and her stomach flipped and her heart fluttered.


“Have patience please, please understand, it’s too dangerous to let him know at this time.”


The sides of Igwe’s mouth curled up and she saw cruelty in his eyes and instead of fear it generated butterflies in her stomach and heat in her loins.


“You are going to have to be punished.”


Yes, he thought she would have to be punished and her husband as well!


Angel’s heart was pounding. Her loins had turned to liquid heat as the African held her in his strong arms with cruel eyes and words of punishment that both frightened and excited her.





An hour later Angel was in Igwe’s villa and had discovered another way in which her lover’s four poster bed could be used.


She was naked.


Trussed between the two uprights, her wrists and ankles were held securely in fur lined leather manacles.


Her limbs splayed.


Behind her she could hear her lover moving. Making his preparations and she shivered. It was not from cold. The balmy African night was warm, and the air did not stir. She was helpless. She was not sure if she was living a fantasy or a nightmare. Her lover was also naked. His overweight middle aged body was hardly that of a black god, but at this moment in time he might as well be.


He had total power over her.


Complete control.


The firm curves of her white English body displayed to the lustful gaze of the black Zimbabwean power broker. His lust was obvious. His cock was hard.


She heard the swishing sounds behind her as Igwe examined the collection of various whips he held. Angel had been surprised to discover one of the drawers in Igwe’s bedroom held such a diabolical collection.


She should feel outrage.


She should feel shame.


She should feel anger to be treated so.


She did feel fear.


Between her legs her excitement dribbled from her pussy and ran down her silky soft inner thighs.


She had not expected to feel such a sense of excitement at being held trussed and helpless and aware that a man was about to abuse her with a whip.


Her lover was going to punish her and it excited her in a way she had never thought it would have been possible.


She heard the swish behind her, but had not expected the sudden white hot pain erupt as her round white bottom was suddenly striped red. She jerked and yelled simultaneously.


Igwe grinned. He was not really into sadism, but he loved to make women squeal, and to hear a white woman beg a black man for mercy appealed to the inbuilt belief of injustice that many black men felt towards whites.


His arm swung, and another stripe of red erupted on her delectable derriere. When Angel went home her white husband would see the red stripes and know a black man had inflicted them on his beautiful white wife.


With more force than usual he swept is arm down hard and Angel screamed.


He laughed and wondered if the neighbours would hear. Most of them were white. He loved the thought of them squirming in discomfort knowing he was brutalising a white woman and there was nothing they could do to stop him!


“Oh please, no more!”


Her plea was met by the swishing sound of leather scything through the air.


She braced, but that only made the pain worse and she wailed.


“You have failed me.”


“I don’t understand. How? How did I fail you?”


“Amanda is not here serving my cock with her soft mouth and tight young cunt!”


His arm rose and fell and he watched the red stripe erupt on her bottom. Angel flinched and jerked in her bonds.


“But she is at school, boarding school. She is not at home.” Her words broke off as another shriek erupted from her throat.


“You can have her on Friday, and do whatever you want with her!”


Angel heard the swishing sound of the whip and could not help herself from bracing against it. Miraculously the pain did not arrive.


“Tell me more,” Igwe commanded.


“The boarding school finishes at one o’clock she is usually home by half past one, and her father won’t be home before five o’clock. You will have all afternoon to do as you like with her.”


Igwe flicked his wrist and the whip almost lightly flicked across her bottom. But it trailed across already bruised flesh and Angel could no suppress a small shriek of shock as the pain throbbed hotly, creating what seemed like a hot radiant glow, engulfing her loins with heat.


Unaccountable her pussy seemed to be leaking a torrent of juice!


“Why should I be concerned what your husband thinks? He doesn’t seem to care that you trotted over here to have your pussy stuffed with black cock! Why should he care if I am bouncing his daughter on my cock as well!”


“You don’t understand. To him Amanda is his special princess, his cherubim, the light of his life. He still thinks of her as a little girl, not a woman grown with sexual needs of her own! He has never understood women. He thinks of them as special and his daughter, in particular, is high on a pedestal of his own creation.”


“That’s his problem,” barked Igwe. “It’s not going to stop me fucking that gorgeous little honeypot.”


“Trust me, now is not the best time for him to find out. You can still have her, just be discreet when Mark is not around and you can have as much fun with her as you want. If he finds out you have rammed your cock up her, I really don’t know what he will do. He can be wild dangerous, you saw that the other night. I think he will get a gun and do something stupid.”


Igwe walked over to Angela. He reached forward and turned her head holding her head so that her eyes met his.


“I will tell you what will happen when your husband discovers that his precious daughter is being fucked by black men. I will tell you exactly what will happen.”


Angel looked into Igwe’s dark eyes and held his gaze. Even as she hung here lashed between two wooden poles of his bed, with her bottom red and sore, she found his fierce eyes riveting and could not pull her gaze away.


Igwe enjoyed the look in Angel’s eyes; within those wide eyes he recognised her complete submission, that she was a woman now unable to resist any of his demands.


“When your husband learns I have popped Amanda’s cherry and rammed my thick black cock up into his little darling’s tight little pussy I know exactly how he will react…”


Angel’s eyes were locked with his.


“He will have the hardest, longest, bone aching hard on that he has ever had!”


“No, he isn’t like that”


“Really, do you really believe he isn’t sitting at him now with an erection imagining what I am doing to you?” Angel remained silent. She had every reason to believe her husband might indeed be turned on by what Igwe was doing to her and she had never really understood why a man should be aroused when another man was fucking his wife, but she was certain that her husband was.


“So I am going to send you home tonight with a message that will be very clear to him.”


“What do you mean?”


Igwe didn’t answer. Instead the dreadful sound of leather passing swiftly through air alerted her shortly before the pain erupted again.


Igwe enjoyed the wail that broke from Angel’s soft lips then he got serious and his arm began to swing.


Angel hung in the restraints and howled. She howled in pain, and shock and arousal.


She was helpless, totally helpless as her African lover brutalised her bottom. She pulled and strained at her bonds to no avail. Leather slashed through air. Pain wracked her bottom. Heat from her thrashed bottom suffused her loins and she realised through all the shock and pain her womanhood was inflamed and liquid with excitement.


So she howled as Igwe grinned and watched red stripe after red stripe erupt on the full curvy white bottom of his latest white conquest. He would send Angel home to her husband Mark with the evidence of his ownership, and evidence of her submission; and no doubt leaving him confused and bemused that his wife wanted to come back to Igwe for more of the same!


Angel shouted, squirmed and moaned as her lover thrashed her. She was confused, totally and fundamentally confused. Pain wracked and flashed through her body, but it was matched by heat and arousal. Her loins throbbed. Her pussy dribbled hot juices. Her straining thighs shivered and shook with unaccountable passion.


Confused she howled, while a delighted African thrashed her shaking white body.





Angel lost track of time as Igwe thrashed her body. Her first crashing orgasm had only confused her further. She failed to understand the response of her own body to the pain and the bondage.


When the thrashing stopped she slumped in her bonds. She stirred when Igwe stepped close and she felt his hot breath on the nape of her neck. She jerked when one of his hands gently stroked over her bruised bottom.


“There, there, it is over now. You must make sure you deliver up Amanda to me so this does not have to happen again”.


Angela sobbed as the caressing hand inflamed bruised flesh.


“Now would you like to be licked better? How would you like a nice soothing licking and lapping?”


Angel’s loins throbbed and pulsed at the thought of a nice hot tongue licking her soft please let.


“Oh yes, yes please that would be lovely. Thank you that would be just wonderful at the moment!”


Behind her Igwe grinned and wondered if she would have agreed so quickly is she had known who was going to lick her.”


He turned and headed for the door, ignoring Angel as she turned and queried where he was going as she pulled and tugged on the bonds that still held her tied with limbs spread to his great bed.


Igwe opened the door and called out.


“Smith! Here Boy! Come on”.


Alerted by his words she turned to see one of Igwe’s large security dogs bound into the room. Igwe bent down and greeted the dog, stroking its head and ruffling the rich fur of its neck, with the dog eager to please its strong minded black owner, lapping at his hand and rubbing eagerly against his thighs.


Her heart leaped into her mouth and her stomach lurched as she realised Igwe’s probable intention. A fierce rush of wicked pleasure surged through her loins at the thought and she tightened her grip on her bonds.


“Here boy! Come and see what I have for you!”


Angel felt a thrill run through her at her lover’s words. She looked behind her and took in the sight of the large German shepherd looking towards her. Its ears had picked up and its tail wagged as the bright eyed animal looked eagerly at her. She could see its nose twitching and long pink tongue hung lolling from its mouth.


The sight sent a shiver through her. She pushed her hips backwards and strained her thighs apart offering up her wet loins eager for the exquisite thrills she knew the hungrily lapping animal would provide. Igwe grinned at the lascivious way this once so sexually conservative white wife was responding to the sight of favourite pet guard dog.


“Go on boy! Enjoy yourself!”


The dog bounded forward and Igwe smiled to hear Angel whimper in her own excitement as the dog rushed across the room. The Angel yelped in sudden shock as the animal’s cold nose pushed against the hot wet lips.


Then its abrasive long tongue lashed across her private parts and she yelped again, this in time in shocked delight. The animal lapped at the flow of tasty secretions between the woman’s legs. He knew from experience that she was tightly bound and all though the woman may wriggle and squirm in her bounds in response to his hungry tasting of her loins her legs would remain wide apart and he could feast on her juices to his heart’s content.


Angel was in seventh heaven!


The long hot lapping tongue was driving her wild with excitement. She wriggled and squirmed in her bonds not out of any desire to escape but in frantic response to the exquisite sensations that horny animal was creating with its long slithering and probing tongue.


Smith ignored her moaning, groaning and general wriggling and concentrated on lapping up the tasty secretions that were now pouring from between the woman’s stretched white thighs.


Angel closed her eyes. The dog was generating sheer ecstasy as its nose thrust into her loins and its tongue probed between the lips of her sex and slithered up inside her womanhood. She jerked upwards in response to the pleasure. Her loins throbbed; her pussy pulsed in hot wanton need, and she convulsed and shook as an orgasm overtake her.


As her orgasm overpowered her, juices flowed and the delighted animal licked and lapped even more giving Angel no respite from the fierce sensations. Angel bucked. She knew there was no escape from the lapping tongue. She knew the beast could keep on licking like this for hours, and that knowledge both frightened her and thrilled her.


Her fright was to wonder just how she could cope with the intense pleasure the animal was creating between her legs.


Her thrill was knowing she was helpless and the pleasure would go on and on.


Igwe watched as the healthy animal feasted in delight between the woman’s legs. Soon he would have the woman’s daughter strung between those posts and the dog would feast again, without itself knowing the particular delight of knowing it had feasted on a human mother and daughter.


His own cock was hard, but he had no plans for satisfying his own lust, not immediately anyway. He loved the way Angel was in such a heightened state of sexual arousal as she hung and squirmed in her bounds, and he liked the bright red welts that covered her bottom and had not yet receded.


He advanced on the two highly aroused creatures, one human, one animal.


Smith sensed his approach and was wary of his master’s mood, but the animal did not want to leave off from enjoying the tasty juices that still poured in a flood from the woman’s private parts!


Igwe patted the dog’s head reassuringly as it nuzzled then pulled its head away from her flooding loins.


“Here boy, lick her soft bottom. Lick away her aching pains.”


With a firm hand he directed the dog to the bruised round cheeks. The animal dutifully licked the round, quivering, soft flesh of the woman’s bottom, but it was not as tasty as her flooded womanhood. Then its nose caught another scent and its long tongue dove into the crack between the round orbs and lapped up the lightly parted crevice flashing over the woman’s wrinkled anus.


Angel jerked again in reaction. She pushed backwards trying to open up her bottom to the animal’s probing licking tongue. Then she closed her eyes savouring the exquisite feel of the animal’s hot wet lapping tongue flickering over her anal rose.


Igwe stripped off his own clothes and climbed on to the bed in front of Angel. He stroked his cock in front of her face.


“So are you ready for some cock now, my lovely one?”


Angel’s eyes flicked open and she saw the heavy dark meat in front of her and wanted to shout in joy. She licked her lips and moved her head forward but Igwe pulled back and Angel moaned with frustration.


“I asked you a question?”


“Yes! Yes! I want cock oh please let me suck it and then fuck me!”


Igwe laughed and reached up to unfasten Angel’s bonds.


“OK, but just keep your hands and your mouth to yourself for now!”


He released one of the clasps fastening Angel’s bonds to the bed and she slumped to one side at the release of the tension. He quickly unfastened her left wrist then stepped off the bed. Her legs were still tied apart and she leant over resting her hands on the bed while Igwe worked on the clasps on her ankles.


Smith seemed to increase his licking as though he sensed he was about to be deprived of the tasty feast between the woman’s legs and he eagerly tongued and lathered the human female bitch’s private parts.


Igwe eventually released her ankles and pulled her away from the support of the bed. Angel’s legs were shaky, not just from the period of restraint, but also weak with her own sexual excitement.


It took no effort by Igwe to ease her down onto her hands and knees, and she knelt there relaxed and trying to get her breath back. The dog’s snout had dipped back between her legs and she gasped at the exquisiteness of the animal’s licking, and she edged her thighs apart.


She thought nothing of it when Igwe’s strong black hand stroked her slender white neck a few times. Then he grasped her neck firmly and pushed her lower. She dropped to her elbows in front of Igwe, puzzled for a moment. She was being held far too low to lick his cock and balls.


Igwe enjoyed the sight of her long white back, relatively slim waist and the rounded flare of her hips that were now raised high.


“Ok Smith mount!”


“Oh!” Angel gasped in realisation of what her lover intended. She made to look behind her to see if the dog was physically aroused, but Igwe held her neck firmly, then she felt the rush of soft fur sliding over her hips and back as the animal surged over her, bending its own body to the curve of her upraised hips.


“Igwe!”


She gasped, and pulled at the hand holding her head firmly in place. His grip was strong and tight and a little thrill ran through her. She realised her lover was holding her in position while his pet positioned itself over her in readiness to fuck into her.


She could not control the trembling as an anticipatory shiver of lust overcame her. Her pussy throbbed and flowered open in readiness of being penetrated. A shiver seemed to run and down her spine.


Then she felt the hot wet slither of the animal’s penis slide across her silky thigh. The cock was very hard and hot and was rapidly withdrawn as the animal repositioned itself. She braced herself, happy to keep her legs apart reading herself for what she knew would follow.


She could feel the animal behind her edging around. She could feel its soft fur like a soft caress over her bruised bottom, then she felt its haunches pause for a moment then lunge forward.


Her readiness did not stop her stifled gasp as the bevelled point of the animal’s cock stabbed through the lips of her labia and up into her body. It felt like a hot iron bar had been thrust inside her. There was no mistaking what was happening to her. Above her crouched form she heard the animal’s fierce panting as it paused for a moment.


Her pussy felt slightly bruised from the sharp jabbing entry of the animal’s lust filled cock, but as the animal paused above, her pussy relaxed, and the sudden bruised feeling subsided. She felt the animal tense, heard it whimper in excitement and marvelled.


Then the large dog started shifting around. She felt its warm furry body shift position. She sensed its hind legs move closer to her and gather together and she held her breath for wjhat she knew would follow.


At all times the end of the animal’s cock remained firmly embedded inside her as it shuffled around above and behind.


The animal humped and Angel gasped as the animal’s cock surged up inside her tight sheath. She felt the animal hump several times behind her, driving its cock fully up inside her. She moaned at the feel of its hot slick length deep inside her, and the wickedly perverse feeling of its furry haunches rubbing against her bottom.


Igwe kept his grip on her neck holding her in position as the animal secured itself deep in her body. There was something being triggered in her psyche as she knelt there held in position by a black man, while one of his security dogs forced its cock up inside her body.


Then the animal behind her started to vigorously hump and all thoughts were pushed out of her head by the frantic fucking of the energetic animal. Igwe released his grip and stood back, as Smith began its feverish jerking thrusts into the woman’s hot tight sheath.


He watched the animal hump in an energetic eager burst of lust as it sought satisfaction in the human woman’s womanhood. It seemed that human females had similar traits to canine bitches and just as female dog would stand submissively while the male rutted, so Angel Scott knelt with her legs apart and her elbows bracing her upper torso; as she also submitted to the male animal’s sexual dominance of her.


Smith, he could see was clearly in a high state of arousal as the lust crazed animal rutted deep and hard up into the kneeling woman. It’s tongue lolled, and it’s eyes were bright and feral; while its haunches jerked and thrust as though they were a pneumatic jackhammer seeking to bury the dog’s fully extended seven inches of prick deep in the female womb submitting to its lustful need.


Igwe looked at Angel braced beneath the horny dog. Her face was flushed. He could see her nipples were full and erect; dark hardened wrinkled peaks on full round orbs that should no sign of sag as she knelt underneath the rutting beast.


He reached down and grasped her short dark hair and raised her head. The animal above her glared at his interference, but turned its head away when Igwe glared back. It did not falter in its eager rut.


Angel’s eyes rose to meet his. They were heavy and glazed and he grinned.


“Well, are you getting the cock you wanted?”


He watched as Angel seemed at first to struggle to bring herself out of lust driven excitement. Then her eyes regained focus and she met his gaze.


“Getting enough cock are you?”


Igwe repeated his question and recognition of his words came to Angel. Her eyes flicked down to Igwe’s hard cock, then she looked back up at him, as her tongue licked dry lips making them wet. There was hunger and an appeal in those marvellous bright eyes.


“Move closer and I could suck you.”


Igwe laughed and released his grip on Angel’s head. Instead of stepping closer he stepped backwards. Smith relaxed for a moment above Angel then set about his fierce thrusting again, as though to remind the kneeling woman just who was in charge.


Angel moaned. Her moan was a mix of arousal and disappointment as Igwe’s thick black cock moved further away from her hungry mouth, but the animal’s feverish humping seemed to be reaching a peak as she knelt submissively. She edged her thighs even further apart as the animal humped and thrust, with its warm fur caressing her bottom contrasting with its hard member, which kept thrusting up into her like a hot iron bar.


The sudden hot rush of the animal’s spilling seed surged up into her like a hose of hot water being squirted up her womb. The animal’s climax was quite different to that of a man, and the animal’s cock seemed to spurt an endless hot stream of fluid up into her.


She groaned and climaxed herself. Her pussy, for a moment, reflexively, clasping the animal’s spurting member. The dog growled upset at the sudden vice the woman’s pussy had become, and Angel felt a thrill of fear that seemed only to enhance her sexual pleasure and she shook again in a further orgasm, even as the animal’s cock continued to jet its hot sperm deep inside her.


No wonder female dogs had so many puppies with all this sperm being shot up inside them, she thought. Igwe stepped closer with something in his hand. When the animal finally slithered off her back he stepped close and with a sudden swift movement stuffed something hard and rubbery up into her pussy.


“Keep that in until you get home. Don’t pull it out until just before you make your husband lick you clean!”


Angel looked up at her lover in disbelief as she realised what he wanted her husband to do. ‘ God the man is truly perverse’ she thought; which did not stop a wicked thrill pass over her at the thought of making her husband lick up the animals sperm from her pussy.


“Ok, you got your breath back yet? Are you ready for some cock now?”


Angel looked up at him, she was tired and sated from the whipping and the frantic humping of the dog, and was ready to relax with more normal lovemaking, but her pussy was filled with some sort of plug.


Her eyes went to Igwe’s hard cock and she nodded.


“Yes I’m ready. Are you going to fuck me up the arse?”


Igwe laughed as he led Smith to the bedroom door and ushered the panting animal out of the room. He stood up and looked at Angel still kneeling in the middle of the room and chuckled to himself a moment. Then he called out.


“King, here boy come on, your turn.”


Angel looked up in shocked disbelief as a second large security dog bounded into the room. It was another big German shepherd, and its eyes quickly focused on her, its nose twitching at the smells of animal rutting that filled the bedroom.


“Oh no!” she said, but she remained kneeling as the animal rushed towards her.


King had recognised the scent of lust. The smell of a bitch in heat; as well as the mixed smells of Angel’s secretions and Smith’s doggy sperm as well as Igwe’s musky African manhood.


He rushed over to the kneeling white woman, eager to sample the juices he could smell coming from the kneeling woman. He scampered around her before thrusting its snout into her loins. Angel jerked at the cold touch of its nose but remained in position.


The animal nosed around its tongue flicked out lapping the secretions running down Angel’s thigh, but every time it tried to nuzzle into her womanhood, it was frustrated by the rubber plug.


The animal’s tongue lapped around its edges enjoying the tasty fluid it could get to, before it pulled away to gaze at the kneeling woman slightly puzzled. It could see the plug blocking the woman’s femininity. Its gaze rose to the small puckered opening that was not obstructed and its nose tweaked and tongue lolled out of its mouth. That was a tasty opening it thought in its canine mind and it stepped forward lowering its head.


Angel sighed as the animal’s hot tongue rasped across the tightly puckered ring of her asshole. She shivered in delight as the animal began lapping at her rear opening. The feel of the dog’s hot tongue provided exquisite pleasure and she was happy to kneel before the horny animal as it savoured the pinkly wrinkled entrance.


Igwe watched Angel’s face flush with pleasure as the animal lapped.


The dog probed with its tongue, and Angel sought to relax her bottom, very well aware that if the tongue managed to wriggle its long nimble tongue up inside her bottom the resultant pleasure would be even more intense.


Angel shivered at the excitement the large dog was creating in her hot hungry loins, and she shoved her bottom higher. The animal stepped backwards for a moment then with a sudden rush it mounted over the woman.


Angel gasped at the feel of the animal’s warm body and soft fur as it scrambled up over her kneeling form. She trembled at what she knew was likely to happen next. With her pussy plugged there was only one opening left to receive bevelled point of the animal’s hard penis, and she knew it would be painful breach.


Igwe grinned and rubbed his cock as the animal, thrust, humped and wriggled over Angel’s curvy derriere. He saw the moment Angel’s flew wide, and her mouth opened in shock. He had seen the jerky lunge of the animal and saw it freeze in position as its cock punched through the tight sphincter.


He watched as it slowly shuffled into a better position above the kneeling. He heard its low growl as Angel wriggled beneath it, and smiled at the sudden fear that flicked across Angel’s face as she heard the angry growl.


Then he saw the sudden forceful thrust that sent its iron hard cock up into Angel’s hot bowels; and loved the way Angel yelped in shock. He grinned as Angel moved no move to escape that animals series of violent jabbing thrusts.


He had a butt-plug ready to hand to shove up Angel’s ass the moment the animal spurted its seed up inside her ravaged bowels.


Her husband Mark would find the animals seed coating his lips and tongue when Angel sat on his face when she went home later that evening. The animal took ten minutes of eager, energetic humping before it sent its hot seed jetting, in a long streaming fountain of lust shooting into the kneeling human woman. Igwe watched as Angel’s eyes opened even wider. He heard her long low moan of pleasure and watched her shake in orgasm as the animal’s hot surging seed flooded her womb and her body reacted as it was designed to do and she shook in orgasm as her own juices rushed to mix and mingle with the male sperm flooding into her body.


He grinned and rubbed his own cock in appreciation and arousal of the married white wife being overcome with excitement at the brute animal lust.


Soon he would send her away, still horny, and still wanting cock, to her waiting cuckold of a husband. He laughed, and when the animal slithered off Angel’s back he stepped forward and with a quick lunge thrust he buried the butt plug up into Angel making her squirm and gasp again. H


“Just make sure you don’t take that out till you get home to your husband.”


He pulled Angel to her feet and tossed her dress to her.


“But … but … aren’t you going to make love to me?” Her voice was soft and pleading and he laughed in delight as the married white woman begged a black man to fuck her! How much the world had changed!


“Be off to your husband woman!”


He picked up her shoes and helped her to the door. Unknown to Angel he had other plans tonight involving a young married couple who, via a well concealed hidden camera, had observed all that had happened in his bedroom.


Angel was most unsettled as her lover seemed to eagerly bustle her out of his villa, where his grinning chauffeur was waiting to drive her home. Gathering herself together so as not to give the leering chauffeur any satisfaction at her dismissal from her lover’s villa, she stepped forward and into the waiting limousine.


“I will see you again on Friday, but only if you have your nubile daughter waiting for my cock.”


He turned and strode back into the villa, ignoring Angel’s departure leaving her ruffled and disconcerted.


Inside the villa he strode through to one of the rooms at the rear of the villa. Taking a key he unlocked the strong secure door and stepped inside. Inside he looked at the white couple who were both securely tied to the chairs they were sitting in. Both had monitors in front of them and had witnessed all of his evening’s entertainment with Angel.


He smirked when he saw that the man was still sporting a hard cock from what he had just witnessed on the monitor in front of him. Husband and wife stared back at him with wide eyes. They were the survivors of an unfortunate white water rafting accident at Victoria Falls. Their grief stricken families had already attended a memorial service and returned home believing the couple in front of him were dead, as did the families of the other missing victims.


Only two bodies had been recovered from the waters of the Zambezi. One African guide and one local white man who helped run the local rafting company. Both recovered bodies had been half eaten by crocodiles. The fate of the missing tourists had been ‘regretfully’ recorded as death by misadventure, and the bodies assumed eaten. Though crocodiles rarely fully consumed human bodies the relatives of the missing had been so horrified and grief stricken at the photographs of the recovered bodies that no serious questions had been asked.


The couple in front of him were both teachers at an American High School, who had brought their charges on a luxury safari holiday. Only they knew their charges were still alive and well, but the couple in front of him would never be seen in public again.


They had been fools, this couple, to bring four blue eyed blond American cheerleaders to Africa, or at least they had been foolish on not taking precautions. Not providing security, and not advising their charges not to run around in skimpy, tight fitting clothes. The sight of four nubile cheerleaders, bouncing with health and vitality, in the prime of their burgeoning womanhood; and all with fully developed busts and long legs had been two much of a temptation for the slavers operating on the Zambian/Zimbabwe borders.


The four cheerleaders boundless enthusiasm and energy, had been noted and recorded, and even as they toured Victoria Falls the online bidding had commenced. Their walk across the famous bride dividing the two African countries had been, without them realising it, a walk into a new life.


Each had fetched $250,000 sold as a job lot to a wealthy Arab Emir, who had thought of nothing but the irony of parting with $1 million of the oil money paid to him by American oil corporations to buy such prime American womanhood.


Igwe knew the Emir would be bored with them after three months, but also knew the Emir would have no difficulty recouping the cost of the four cheerleaders from the high quality brothel he owned, which was where most of the Emir’s rejects ended up.


He had no concern that the world would ever see the four cheerleaders again.


Now he had the white couple in front of him. Their fate was to be entertainment for rich deviant, Africans who enjoyed inflicting emotional torment and physical pain on white couples, especially white husbands.


Both Americans looked at him wide eyed as he stood in front of them naked and noted that the woman had not been able to resist a glance at his cock. He liked the look of fear in their eyes. It was nice at times to be able to savour the fear of white people who knew he had their lives in his hands.


He reached down and gently stroked the woman’s soft cheek. She was gagged and had no ability to communicate with him other than her tormented eyes. He looked across at her trussed husband.


“I trust you both enjoyed the show?”


Both did not dare to look away as he raised a hand and ran it through the woman’s soft blond curls.


“You may have noticed that I myself have not yet had the opportunity to satisfy myself this evening.”


He left the woman and walked across to her husband.


“One of you will have to provide me with that final bit of pleasure.”


He ran his hand through the man’s curly hair and before softly stroking his cheek.


The look of alarm and sheer panic in the man’s eyes drew a laugh from Igwe.


He patted the man on the head.


“Perhaps you would prefer to have your wife satisfy me?”


He walked over to small chest of drawers and removed a long sharp knife and raised it to the light so that the blade glistened. Then he turned to look at the couple. He could see the sudden terror in both their eyes.


He moved back towards them, walking slowly behind them and enjoying the fear as they wondered what he was about to do. He stopped behind the woman, and could sense her palpitating fear. With one quick thrust he sliced through the ropes that bound her to the chair.


That still left her hands securely bound to her sides. He ran his hands through her hair before gripping the blond curls and drawing her to her feet.


“I think your husband would prefer I chose you rather than him for the next bit of the night’s entertainment.”


He laughed and pushed the woman towards the door. He enjoyed watching the woman walk to his bedroom. Even trussed and bound and full of fear she walked with a graceful sway that stirred the seed in his balls. He ogled her full round bottom, and long legs.


Inside the bedroom he turned the woman towards him and tore from her mouth the tape that had prevented her talking. She remained silent and that pleased him. He walked to the side of the bed and poured a glass of water from an iced pitcher that he kept there. Returning to the woman he offered the edge of the glass to her lips and watched as she almost pathetically gratefully accepted the cool liquid.


Then he took the glass away and returned to the side of the bed. Then he picked up a ripe peach. He tested it in his hand, before returning to the woman. He raised the peach so the woman could see it, and raised an eyebrow in question.


She nodded eagerly and he fed the peach to her mouth, watching her small ivory teeth nibble at the golden flesh. Enjoying the way her lips and teeth hungrily devoured the soft fruit, and the feel of her tongue lapping up the leaking juices.


He turned and threw the stone into the small bin he kept in his bedroom, then walked over to the bed and lay-back naked. The he waved the woman forward, nodding towards his erect cock, while watching her through half closed eyelids.


As she moved forward, arms still bound at her side he smiled and looked up at the camera where her husband would undoubtedly be watching in the monitor in front of him. When soft lips enclosed his cock he closed his eyes.


It was four minutes later before he opened them again.


This time his face was flush with pleasure and excitement as he bucked and groaned as the woman’s remarkably skilled mouth brought him to the peak of excitement.


He looked up again at the camera, with a huge grin on his face.


“Christ, your wife is bloody good at sucking cock!”


Then he bucked again as his balls released his sperm into the mouth of the hungrily sucking woman.





It was Friday before he saw Angel again.


He was sitting on Amanda’s bed waiting with impatience and hunger for the nubile English teenage girl.


He had brushed aside Angel’s soft caress and pleading eyes and demanded to know where Amanda was. Angel had urged patience, not one of Igwe’s strongest characteristics!


Now he waited sitting on her bed, glancing around at her girlish possessions. The fresh flowers the gardener must have prepared. The small teddy bear tucked into the corner of the bed. He frowned at the family picture on the bedside table, one which showed Amanda hugging and older teenage girl, who he recognised as her elder sister, seventeen year old Rebecca, still in England attending her sixth from college.


He was pondering the means by which he could get Rebecca out to Africa when her heard voices and looked up at the door as the handle turned, and the door was pushed open, and their she was, standing their staring at him and trembling.


He grinned like a wolf.


He hungrily looked her over, taking in her fresh loveliness.


She was a vision of youthful, femininity, standing there wide eyed, uncertain, unsure, but radiant in healthy vitality.


Prime, he thought.


“Come here Amanda.”


The wide eyed girl took a step closer and he reached forward and pulled her close, patting her as he drank in her sweet essence.


Then he dropped his hands to her bare thighs, enjoying their soft firm warmth.


He looked up into those lovely eyes.


“Relax honeychild, you’re going to like this.”


Then slowly his slid his large black hands up her soft white thighs and under her schoolgirl skirt.




Chapter 23






Amanda’s week had been troubling.


Telling a lie to her father had not been easy. Her father trusted her and she loved him, but after the tumultuous weekend with Igwe Orizu the thought of not having sex with him again was unbearable.


She lay in her bed in the dormitory tossing and turning with desire and frustration. She had argued with her mother about telling a lie to her father, but in the end had given her to her own fear of what her father would think of her if he knew she was letting her mother’s black lover do as he liked with her!


Her mind seemed to be full of the image of Igwe’s erect black cock.


As she lay in her bed she remembered the feel of it in her hand; hard, yet soft to the touch; hot and throbbing; a very male appendage that had thrilled her soul to hold in her hand.


It had been so shocking and so exciting when it had been thrust up inside her body.


She tossed and turned wondering if she could ever get any sleep. Across the room from Amanda, Laysha Faria lay in her bed her eyes following the tossing and turning of the pretty white girl.


As Head Girl of Peterhouse School for Girls, she held a position of ‘authority’ in the school. The fact that her father Joshua Faria was one of a group of African businessmen, who now owned the school, was known to few of the white parents who sent their teenage daughters to this prestigious school. The Headmaster and Matron of the school, of course, knew this fact and rarely investigated the occasional the moans and squeals that occasional disrupted the quiet of the school night emanating from Laysha’s dormitory.


Amanda rolled over and buried her face in the soft pillow. In this way she could secret a hand between her thighs. She tentatively stroked her tender loins. She still found it amazing the way her body had opened up to receive Igwe’s massive cock up inside her body.


Her exploring fingers slipped inside her recently opened vaginal canal and she stirred her finger as she remembered the feel of Igwe’s cock slipping up inside her.


Laysha watched the tell-tale signs from across the room. She smiled as she saw the bedclothes rise and fall, and the circling movement that told the experienced seventeen year old African teenager that the girl in the bed across the room was horny and playing with herself.


She grinned.


She had been eyeing the pretty teenager for some time, but the girl had seemed pure and innocent. Laysha had enforced her own will on a number of white girls, and had already been in Amanda’s bed before being distracted by the Matron and the visit of a horny African who had come to the school to sample one of the white girls at the school.


Since that event Laysha had not invaded Amanda’s bed. Now as she watched the bedclothes stir and shift as Amanda’s bottom beneath the sheets slowly rotated in response to her caressing fingers her interest in the pretty girl was awakened.


She pushed her own lightweight sheets aside and stood up beside her bed. She slept naked and in the moonlight her rounded fully developed body seemed to glow with a sheen around it. She padded quietly across the room unnoticed by Amanda. Those other girls in the room, who had seen Laysha stir and rise from her bed, turned in their beds away from the predatory African girl. Pretending to be asleep, but knowing what was about to happen across the room.


Amanda was lost in her reverie. Her mind full of memories of her exciting weekend with her mother’s lover and the thrills and as she fingered her private parts she could only think of the exciting feelings his cock had generated as he had held her down and ploughed his hot throbbing cock through her virginity and repeatedly deep up into her body.


Laysha pulled aside Amanda’s sheets and climbed into the bed.


Amanda’s erotic dreaming was disturbed when she felt her bed sag under the weight of the older African teenage woman. She was slow to respond, and as she turned to discover what was happening she was pressed down into the bed as Laysha lowered herself onto the confused white girl.


Amanda felt the warm curvy body of the older African teenager descend onto her back then the full firm orbs of the seventeen year olds breasts pressed into her own slim back and she shivered from the strange feeling that passed through.


“Shh! I know what you were doing! Do you want all the girls in the dorm to know?”


Amanda pushed back trying to get the Laysha off her but as she pushed back she felt the girls thickened nipples like two little thumbs pressing into her own slender white back and it sent a tingling through her.


“Easy little kitten.” Laysha pressed close and Amanda felt the hot breath of the African woman on her dainty ear sending a further flush through her.


“Just lie still and I will finish what you started.”


Amanda moaned and struggled against the heavier weight of the domineering Head Girl.


“Get off! Leave me alone!” But her voice was low pleading, and Laysha just chuckled. Then the young African amazon rubbed her hips against the white girl’s bottom in a slow humping motion sending a shocking thrill through Amanda.


Behind Amanda Laysha laughed quietly.


“I bet you like this” she whispered, as she rubbed her firm, round, black body against the softer nubile adolescent English girl.


Amanda’s eyes were wide. She was shocked at how her body was responding to the African woman. It was as though her body had no self-control at all over how it responded to the warm curvy woman’s body pressed against her.


Laysha grinned to herself before leaning forward and lashing her tongue across the young girl’s dainty ear then with a deft twist of her tongue she thrust into the tight inner whirl of Amanda’s small ear. She opened her mouth wide and sucked the small ear wholly into her mouth sucking on the lobe, while thrusting with her tongue. All the while she humped and circled her hips, spreading her thighs so her pussy could rub wetly over the squirming girl.


Amanda’s eyes were very wide. Laysha’s hot wet mouth was sending thrills through her in a way she had not experienced before. She moaned into the pillow. She felt the woman’s full breasts press firmly into her back and then the Head Girl was whispering to her again.


“Good girl, nice little kitten, just lie still and let me do it to you.”


Amanda wondered what ‘it’ was? It was not as if Laysha had a cock! But she remained still as Laysha wriggled around behind her. She felt a sudden rush of cooler air on her back as Laysha sat up, pressing down with her hips.


Laysha ran one hand up the slender white back of the fourteen year old white girl, before grasping the girl’s slender neck firmly and pushing Amanda’s head down. Laysha liked dominating white girls. It was easier than with some of the older women that fell into her family’s grasp. The white governess, formerly a student of Lancaster University, employed by her family was very attractive but too well built for Laysha to fully dominate her, submissive as the pretty governess was; so when Laysha had a slender adolescent like Amanda to play with it really fired up her aggressive instincts.


With Amanda restrained and un-protesting her tight grip, Laysha brought her other black hand down over the curvy white derriere of the now submissive girl stroking the firm round orbs. Then she slipped her hand lower between the girl’s legs searching for the slit she knew would be wet.


Amanda squirmed and wriggled as Laysha’s hand stroked across her vulva. She gasped and bucked her hips as a black finger spilt open the peach of her womanhood, then when she felt Laysha push a finger into her moaned and tried for a moment to pull free.


Laysha had spent enough time playing with her own pussy and taking her pleasure with men and woman, as well as boys and girls and she knew what she was doing as her finger circled and probed, pushed and stroked.


She had to take a firm grip on the girl’s neck as she squirmed and moaned but Laysha took a lot of satisfaction holding the girl in place as she explored her private parts. She straightened a finger and pushed into the wriggling female in her grasp.


Her eyes widened as her finger slid up inside the slippery wet tunnel without resistance!


“You bitch! You little bitch!”


Laysha leaned forward bringing her face close to Amanda’s.


“You’re not a virgin anymore!”


Her fingers probed deeper into the squirming girl.


“Who took your virginity? I bet it was a black man! I so much wanted to give your virginity to my father, he would have been so pleased with me and now you have spoiled it!”


Amanda felt pinned down by the older African teenager. Laysha’s warm curvy body was unsettling, while her probing fingers were setting off little thrills of pleasure that she was not used to experiencing. The girl’s demanding questions, on the other hand, were not questions she wanted to answer! Instead she squirmed and wriggled in the older girl’s grasp.


Instead of calming her down or managing to get free of the stronger girl, her wriggling struggles against the African teenager’s fuller curvier body stirred passions and feelings she did not want to acknowledge.


Above her Laysha enjoyed the girl’s futile squirming. She liked the feel of the slender girlish body and longed to feel the girl’s pert breasts against her own fuller breasts. She wanted to see the confusion in Amanda’s eyes as her body responded to Laysha’s body pressed against her.


Western women and girls were so naive and ignorant when it came to sex, which Laysha had long ago learned was quite different to love, and was all about the natural human biological response to the presence of another.


She brought her hand up from between Amanda’s legs and leaning forward stuffed her wet fingers in Amanda’s mouth.


“Here taste your own excitement! Your own juices! Try to pretend that taste is not a result of your own pleasure!”


Amanda could not help but absorb the taste of her own pussy.


Laysha grinned as she watched the confusion in the white girl’s eyes and felt the licking at her fingers. She gripped the slender shoulder and pulled the young girl over onto her back then she dipped her head and kissed the girl.


Amanda’s eyes widened and she brought her hands up to push the African girl away, but she was too strong. The African girl was kissing Amanda and pushing her full round breast against Amanda’s smaller rounder breasts, at the same time she ground her hips against the girl.


Amanda looked up into Laysha’s eyes and saw the mischievous twinkle there, then the African girl’s tongue was in her mouth and a strange wave of feelings passed through. She stopped pushing the African away and her legs felt weak. When Laysha pushed and ground with her own hips Amanda found her legs parting, and the African settled between them.


Laysha raised her head from Amanda.


“What’s the matter kitten? That was only a kiss. You have discovered that you like being kissed haven’t you?”


Laysha leaned closer enjoying the uncertain look on the white teenager’s face. She ran her face across Amanda’s without touching but drinking in the fresh scent.


“Or is that you had only learned you like being fucked?”


She laughed a deep throaty chuckle that tingled Amanda’s spine, before pressing her hips down forcing Amanda’s slender coltish thighs apart until she could rub her hot wet pussy against the younger’s slim loins.


Before Amanda could respond Laysha lowered her head and kissed Amanda again. She was delighted when Amanda’s lips parted, and she thrust her tongue into the girl’s mouth.


Amanda had not been kissed by a girl, or woman, before now. Indeed she had rarely been kissed by boys. Only last week Igwe Orizu had taught her about kissing, and he was a full grown man. His kisses had been aggressive, demanding kisses full of passion that had left her breathless and weak at the knees.


Laysha’s kiss was more delicate, her tongue softer, more gentle as the older African teenage girl’s tongue explored her young mouth. Amanda lay below the stronger African girl and submitted to her kisses.


The African girl’s body was heavy on her own. Laysha was bigger and stronger than Amanda and the English girl knew it was now futile to try and force the girl off her, while she found Laysha’s kisses were disturbing coming from another female, they were also intriguing and strangely she found them exciting.


Soon the girl’s tongues were locked together, twirling and twisting. Amanda’s hips were now spread wide as the older African humped her hips against the slender girl. Wet, hot pussy rubbed against hot wet pussy.


Laysha raised her head from Amanda’s lips, while raising one hand to grip the girl’s long brown hair. She twisted her hand in the Amanda’s stresses then turned the girl’s head to one side. She lowered her head again and with a strange look in her eyes that made Amanda tremble extended her tongue and licked up from Amanda’s slender neck, over her cheek before flickering across Amanda’s eyelids.


Amanda tested the African girl’s grip on her hair and felt the pain tear at her roots. She whimpered at the sudden pain then kept her head still, as the African girl chuckled into her ear.


“You just lie still while I enjoy myself. When I am ready it will be your turn to pleasure me!”


Laysha shifted her weight above the submissive English schoolgirl and with a twist of the girl’s hair forced the slim youngster onto her side; then she slid her free hand over the girl’s body stroking the soft skin as she caressed the developing curves of the young adolescent, before finally copping the firm roundness of one of her pert young mounds.


She squeezed and grasped the soft, small apple like breast, running her palm over the spiky of the youngster’s small but erect nipple. She pressed down with her hand and she palmed the thickened pink tip of the girl’s breast.


“Don’t pretend you don’t like this little kitten. Don’t even try and protest about me touching you like this.”


She lowered her palm and her fingers sought out and found the wrinkled swollen flesh. She tweaked the pink tip, forcing a gasping squeal out of Amanda. She lowered her head again aiming for the girl’s small dainty ear. Her tongue curled out licking and twirling and she enjoyed the way the girl squirmed and wriggled in her grasp.


Laysha grinned. She enjoyed the feel of the girl’s soft, satiny skin. The English girl seemed to glow with arousal and vitality as she played the girl’s soft body, as it writhed against Laysha’s fuller curvier body.


Laysha released Amanda’s small, but firm, pert breast, and ran her hand down her body stroking down her chest and over her small lightly curved stomach before pushing deeper.


“Spread your legs for me kitten. Let my get my hand between your legs. I bet I can pleasure you better than you can with your own fingers.”


Amanda was in a state of high arousal and tension as the African woman’s hand pushed between her legs. She did not resist as her coltish legs were pushed aside and feminine black fingers slid through the downy fleece protecting her womanhood and began to softly stroke and caress.


“That’s it little one, that was not hard was it. Feels good doesn’t. I bet you didn’t realise you were a lesbian!”


“I’m not!”


“Ah, but my body excites you, my fingers are making you horny; and you like my licking tongue.”


As if to reinforce her words Laysha dipped her head and ran her tongue along Amanda’s slender white neck and up behind the girl’s ear. Her tongue flickering and lapping at the soft skin, sending goose bumps through the English girl.


“Can you deny you like what I am doing?” She challenged as a delicate finger flicked and stroked Amanda’s clitoris. She grinned as the girl squirmed and bucked under her manipulations.


“If you are unsure I can get my uncle to put his cock up you, so you can decide for yourself if you like cock, or cunt!”


Laysha could tell by the fevered expression in Amanda’s eyes that the girl was close, and her excitement nearing a peak. She slid her hand out from between the girl’s legs before she could climax and smiled at the despairing moan of the girl whose hips jerked and humped looking for the magical fingers that had excited her.


Laysha pushed Amanda down onto her back and straddled the girl, rubbing her strong black thighs up and down on either side of Amanda’s slender white form. She rose up the girl rubbing her hot wet pussy first against her stomach then sliding higher, marking the girl’s chest with her juices like an animal marking out its territory.


She pushed and humped her pussy for a few moments against one of the nice round apple firm breasts, seeking out the stiff pink nipple and trying to rub her clitoris against it exciting herself as the swollen nib ran between the lips of her labia.


Amanda was shocked as Laysha’s wet cunt seemed to splay apart and suck her nipple up into its hot wet folds. The sensation was shocking to the inexperienced girl as wet and hot woman flesh engulfed the swollen overexcited bud that capped one of her breasts. When Laysha started to hump her breast, the folds of the girl’s sex seemed to grasp at her flesh as hot wet flesh slithered over and around her nipple.


By now Amanda was seriously overexcited and could not stop herself from pushing her young round breast up against the exciting wet flesh rubbing her body.


Laysha chuckled.


“That’s it kitten. I knew you would like it. But now it’s time for you to really pleasure me!”


Laysha pushed herself higher, settling her thighs of either side of the pretty English schoolgirl’s face. Amanda looked up slightly alarmed and confused. She looked up into Laysha’s eyes and saw only a hot cauldron of lust in the African girl’s eyes.


Laysha moved further forward and pushed her hips down over the girl’s face.


“Time to find out if you like black pussy as well as black cock!”


Amanda gasped and was shocked as she realised what the African girl wanted her to do. Laysha’s pussy was wet and slithered over her face lips and nose.


“Get your tongue out girl. Put it to work and pleasure me! Get yourself some tasty pussy to eat!”


She humped and writhed on the white girl’s pretty face, clasping her strong thighs on either side of her head. For a moment Amanda was confused. She knew what Laysha wanted but resisted actually doing it. Her mind wrestled with Laysha’s demanded action. The scent of the African girl’s pussy was pungent and powerful. Even with her lips clamped shut she felt leaking liquid slide between her lips into her mouth.


Her memory flew to the time Igwe’s tongue had lashed her pussy into a frenzy just a few days ago and instantly knew why Laysha so hungrily wanted her to lick her. Her mind was in a whirl, and she rocked her face from side to side, only to brush her face against clamping back thighs.


She whimpered uncertainly.


Above her Laysha ground her pussy down urgently. She reached down with one hand to tightly clasp Amanda’s hair and she twisted it and pulled.


“Lick it girl, get your tongue out. Now!” Laysha’s eyes flashed wide for a moment them closed and a look of delight and pleasure suffused her face.


“That’s it kitten! That’s it! Lap and lick!”


Her hips jerked and bucked above Amanda’s head. The she pushed down.


“Hmmm, yes! Oh Yes! Lap and lick my lovely kitten. Lap and Lick!”


“Oooh! Oh yes, ooooh, that’s the way girl!”


Laysha squirmed in ecstasy above the girl’s face. The feel of the girl’s hot tongue as it slid across her aroused pussy was scintillating and set her shivering with pleasure. She loved the uncertain way the tongue tentatively lapped across the wet slash of her inner flesh. The way girl’s tongue lapped showed willingness but also told Laysha that Amanda had probably not done this before and that excited her.


She reached down with her second hand and clasped the girl’s head with it. Using both hands she tilted the pretty white girl’s face directing it to where she wanted it.


“Stick it in girl. Stiffen your tongue and stick it right in.”


She closed her eyes in delight as Amanda obeyed her and she felt the girl’s tongue stiffen and poke through her labia, then pushed her hips backwards and forwards on the hot wet stiff tongue.


“Ok now lick up and down inside me.”


She humped her hips and wriggled on the hot tongue excitedly.


“Oh yes little kitten I’m going to get you lapping at my hot pussy a lot from now on!”


She paused for a moment to catch her breath and let the excitement calm down. She wanted to savour the moment and make the pleasure last. Then to her surprise and without any instigation she felt the girl’s tongue lick upwards and twirl around her clitoris.


She jumped and jerked at the exquisite sensation, and before she could control herself found her pussy spasming. She jammed her pussy down on the girl’s face and shook as an orgasm overtook her and suddenly she was squirting her own juices over the girl’s face.


Bliss overwhelmed her as her orgasm rolled through her body, in roiling passion and she shivered and shook above the English girl’s face. Her father and his friends had taught how to use white people for her and their pleasure and she knew her father was going to delight in this new girl … and he would reward her! She sagged in relief and pleasure as the intensity of her orgasm subsided, with the girl beneath her quiescent. She suspected her orgasm had shocked the girl. She realised she must have flooded the girl’s face with juice.


She was about to raise her hips when she felt the girl’s tongue lap tentatively at her wet loins.


“Ooooh kitten! We are going to get on so well…”





When Amanda woke in the morning she could still smell the musk of Laysha’s pussy on her face. She glanced around the room and felt a strange pull on her emotions when she saw Laysha asleep on her bed with a satisfied smile on her face.


She struggled to come to terms with what had happened last night but knew she would be the butt of jokes and barbed comment if she did not wash off the smell of Laysha’s dried juices. She quickly got out of bed and headed for the showers.


Her thoughts throughout the day were scattered, she found it difficult to concentrate and a number of times had to pull her eyes away from the crotch of the occasional men she encountered around the school.


Underneath those trousers those men had cocks, and those cocks thicken and grew long. Igwe’s cock had made her feel thrilling and wonderful. Would other men have the same effect?


More than once she had seen African security guards adjust their trousers while ‘guarding’ the girl’s playing sports, and she had seen the bulge in their trousers. On each occasion’ knowing those guards were horny, and lusting after the girl’s on the playing field, had sent a thrill through her own loins.


She had found herself wanting to flaunt herself in front of those guards to make them want her, but her nerves had not been strong enough.


The week passed in a blur. She even contemplated being rude to Matron thinking she would take her to the Headmaster for punishment. Not that she wanted to feel his strap again but she remembered seeing his hard cock and Matron sucking on it the last time she was punished. But what if he did not want her? What if instead she had to watch matron suck it again and not get a chance herself!


Igwe had said she would have to learn to suck his cock better than she had over the weekend but how was she to learn? She could hardly go up to a strange man and ask if she could practice sucking his cock!


Could she? The thought was tempting, but also terrifying, so she had dismissed it.


On Wednesday night she had been going for an evening stroll when she had heard voices near the cycle sheds and had sneakily crept down the side stairs that overlooked the sheds. She had seen Paula from the grade above her talking to two of the African security guards. Amanda knew none of her fellow pupils were allowed outside the school building after dark. After the last time she had spotted one of her schoolmates at the sheds the girl she was sure the girl had been fucked by several of the African guards, and there had been lots of gossip about the sheds so the sound of voices near them had been a magnet pulling on her curiosity.


On the lower levels she had only a short glimpse of Paula wearing her white blouse and regulation pleated skirt. Her skirt seemed high and Amanda noticed with envy the older girl had larger breasts than Amanda.


One of the guards had noticed that fact as well and she could see the guard toying with one of the buttons on the girl’s blouse. Amanda could not hear what was being said and looked over the window. If it could be raised perhaps she could hear better, but would the window squeal when she lifted it?


She saw the guard pop free one of the button he was playing and glanced back at Paula, who simply stood there as the guard’s fingers lowered to the next button and started playing with that button. Her own heart pumped as the African freed that button and slipped his large dark hand inside the blouse.


Her own nipples thickened as she imagined that it was her own breast being fondled.


Moonlight seemed to shine on Paula’s face and Amanda could see the girl’s eyes close in pleasure as the African squeezed and caressed the girl’s fuller breasts. A second African guard appeared behind Paula, who did not seem surprised or alarmed by his presence, indeed she leaned back into him as his hands slipped around her waist.


Amanda could not see the face of the African in front of Paula but she saw the second nod to him, and the first African nod back. Then the African behind Paula lifted her up and Amanda saw the delighted look on Paula’s face. The first African reached down and grasped Paula’s legs behind the knees easing the weight on the other guard. She saw Paula laugh. Moments later the two guards had carried the girl into the deeper darkness of the sheds.


Amanda reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy hungrily as she realised what was about to happen in those sheds to Paula. Her fingers poked and probed but outside Paula would be feeling the thickness of a hard cock!


Of two cocks!


It wasn’t fair!


Amanda pulled her fingers free of her wet vulva and decided she was going to do something. There were two men with Paula. She would slip outside and join them! She turned and walked quietly down the stairs, pausing for only a moment she stepped out into the main school corridor.


“Hey girl, what you doing there? You know you should be in your dorm room at this time!”


Amanda’s heart jumped and her stomach flipped. She turned to see an African security guard rushing down the corridor towards her.


“You are going back to your room now young lady. Right this minute!”


Amanda’s mood plummeted, rapidly changing from excitement to frustration and despair.


“But…”


“No but’s with me young lady, back but to your room now. You’re Amanda Scott aren’t you? I remember you being in trouble before. I will walk you back! You should be on the fourth floor shouldn’t you?”


The African stood in front of her and glared at her.


“Are you going to give me any trouble!”


Amanda sighed and turned and headed back up the stairs. ‘How did Paula manage to get outside?’ She wondered as she trudged up the stairs.


“Matron and the headmaster are going to hear about this!”


Amanda’s spirits swooped even lower, but then she wondered if the headmaster would get a boner, as she had heard the other girl’s call it! Perhaps if he had a boner when he thrashed her he might want to put his cock in her.


Amanda’s spirits started to rise.


The guard watched the girl carefully. To his mind these white girls were trouble. He did not understand why white men put their daughter’s in schools like this. Surely they should all be married and making babies! What was the point in educating females? The only way to keep them under control was to make them have babies all the time, didn’t white people know this?


Girls like this should have been married long ago with a husband to meet their needs and keep them under the control. The girl was walking a few steps higher and he looked up catching sight of flashing white shapely legs. He looked at them again. ‘God Almighty, ‘ he thought, ‘with legs like those this girl should be getting fucked legless not doing pointless book learning!’


Amanda reached the fourth floor and pushed through the door into the corridor leading to the small dormitory she shared through with a number of other teenage white girls as well as Laysha the African Head Girl.


Amanda looked behind and held the door for the security guard, and act that clearly surprised him. Then she headed for her dormitory, paused for a moment, and glanced back at the guard, before continuing forward this time with a more pronounced sway of her hips.


The guard grinned at himself. These foolish girls had none of the grace of an African woman he thought.


“I will be making a report on this incident to the Matron and Headmaster on the morning.”


Amanda glanced behind her.


“Do you have to?”


“You know I have to.”


Amanda reached the door to her dormitory, and turned to the guard. Actually she was not sure she minded the Headmaster knowing. Punishing her might excite him. Might arouse in his lust, maybe he would want to stick his cock in her, but perhaps this moment could be exploited tonight. Perhaps she might test this man? She cocked her hip and raised one knee slightly, and turned on her most winsome smile.


“If I let you touch me, would you promise not to tell Matron and the Headmaster?”


A shiver passed through as she saw the leering grin that quickly appeared on the dark face of the African guard’s face. He stepped forward and his left hand hooked around behind her, then she felt his warm hard hand slide over her derriere beneath her skirt.


She shivered at the feel of his hand sliding over her bottom and gasped when his hand delved below her skirt and his calloused palm stroked up her soft, inner thigh. As his hand rose higher Amanda edged her slim thighs apart, and when his cupped her vulva through her panties she could not control the trembling of her legs.


She looked up at the guard’s eyes and saw the sheer hungry lust if his eyes and froze for a moment astonished and mesmerised by the look on his face. Then his hand was inside her panties cupping her curvy round bottom flesh and squeezing.


The electric thrill of pleasure that shot through her loins shocked her in its intensity. Her young pussy throbbed, and she felt her clitoris thicken and fill. She knew if his fingers touched her there she would be lost as her knees felt suddenly weak.


She turned away, but the African’s dark hand followed her squirming movement squeezing and fondling the lovely warm and soft cheeks. When a finger slid between her bottom cheeks and briefly tested the tightness of wrinkled rose between, she yelped and darted through the door into her dormitory.


She leaned back against the door. Her body tingled and pulsed. Her nipples strained against her restrictive plain school brassiere. Her heart was pounding and her pussy seemed to throb in sequence with her heart.


This was very confusing. She had not expected her body to respond so quickly and so powerfully to the African’s touch. Another few moments and she would have been unable to stop him doing whatever he wanted.


She knew what he wanted to do to her.


He wanted to put his cock deep in her body.


A quiet moan escaped her lips as she leaned against the door.





“Amanda Scott! Report to the Headmaster immediately!”


It was Thursday morning and Amanda had been attending her African studies class.


Matron had burst into the classroom and was looking across the room at her with a glare in her eyes.


Amanda’s eyes widened. She looked beyond Matron to see the security guard from last night looking stern and angry. She stared at him. He stared back. ‘The bastard’ she thought ‘he told on me anyway!’


“Move along Miss Scott! Report back to class as soon as the Headmaster has finished with you.”


A number of girls in the class sniggered.


“Silence!”


Amanda cast baleful look at the girls who were unsuccessfully hiding smirks behind raised hands, or textbooks quickly brought up to hide the lower half of their faces.


Petra Schmidt was an Afrikaner of pure German bloodstock. A sixth generation Boer colonialist, whose responsibility at the school was to teach African history and culture. She had her own views on African men having been raped on what seemed like annual basis since had made the mistake of getting drunk on her 15th birthday. Only in Zimbabwe had she escaped the unremitting hostility that had greeted her since her trial three years ago in Johannesburg for corruption.


Petra caught Amanda’s eye as the girl left the room.


“Come and see me afterwards, don’t delay.”


Amanda thought she saw a look of sympathy pass briefly across the stern face of the Afrikaner teacher, and nodded just as briefly as she left the room.


Outside the room she glared at the black school guard who had taken advantage of her.


Matron caught the look passing between guard and pupil. It was not a great concern to her to her what had gone on between these two, but she did have a responsibility to the school’s African owners that the white girls burgeoning sexuality was kept under control and their sweet freshness was preserved for the African owners to exploit. The African guards faced stiff penalties for getting involved with the girls.


Matron knew full well the difficulties of controlling the emotional giddiness of four hundred randy young girls. White men did not seem to realise that their female offspring, here horny and driven by lustful thoughts. Her own five daughters had all been married between the ages of thirteen and fourteen years old. Why white men did not exploit their daughters to make advantageous marriages had always bemused her!


“Straight to the Headmaster’s office, no dawdling!” Matron called after Amanda as the girl headed towards the headmaster’s office.


She turned to the guard.


“You can report to Head of Security and tell him from me that you are to be reassigned to evening duty patrolling the school grounds.”


She saw the look of consternation cross the face of the African security guard and realised immediately the guards had indeed been exploiting the opportunities that night patrol within the school would have given him.


“Come to think of it I will come with you to see the Head of Security to make sure there are no misunderstandings!”


She saw the guard’s shoulders slump and knew she had made the right decision. She glanced along the corridor at the retreating back of the slim schoolgirl. She would check later that the girl had not tried to avoid the Headmaster, though she doubted that the girl would be so devious. Amanda was normally a polite well behaved girl.


She turned to see the guard’s eyes were following the retreating girl and scowled at him. The guard with a sullen scowl turned and walked to towards the school’s administration buildings. Matron turned to follow him.


Amanda stepped through the heavy oak door into the Headmaster’s Study. The black African looked up as the pretty white schoolgirl stepped into his office. He refrained from showing his pleasure at Amanda Scott’s second visit to his office. He shifted in his chair as his cock thickened.


One of the perks of his job was punishing pretty young white women like Amanda Scott and he loved it.


“Well young lady do you have any explanation of what you were doing sneaking about the school corridors after curfew?” He paused for a moment as the girl in front of him fidgeted and blushed. He waved an arm in the air. “Perhaps it is best of you don’t compound your misbehaviour by trying to concoct some cock and bull story.”


Amanda’s head come up a retort nearly escaped her lips but she bit it back as she saw the look on the Headmaster’s face. Instead she lowered her eyes and looked down at her feet. In doing so she missed the hot appraising look as the black African’s eyes stripped the clothes from the body of the adolescent girl.


“I think you know the procedure.”


He stood up and gestured to the heavy table now pushed to one side of his study.


Angela glanced as the table then back to the Headmaster. Her eyes widened as she saw him unbuckle the belt of his trousers and leisurely draw the thick leather from around his waist.


“Bend over the table Amanda Scott.”


Amanda’s heart thudded in fear and with a deeper emotion she did not understand. She remembered the last time the Headmaster had used his belt on her. She remembered the pain, the hot lashing pain that erupted across her soft bottom. She also remembered the strange throbbing heat that had suffused her loins, but more than anything else she remembered looking behind her to see Matron sucking hungrily on the Headmaster’s gnarled black manhood.


She glanced at his loins and saw the bulge in his trousers and felt a moment of weakness in her knees.


She turned and a few steps later lay face down over the table.


She heard the Headmaster move around from behind his desk, and thought she heard the slap of leather on flesh and the sound made her jump. She glanced behind her to see the African drawing the leather belt through his hand. The African man had a wicked gleam in his eyes and Amanda trembled.


“Hmmm, no Matron, hmmm.”


Amanda flushed and her ears burned as she remembered the last occasion in the Headmaster’s office. Matron had flipped her skirt over her waist then drew her panties down. With her heart in her mouth, and her stomach roiling with uncertainty she reached behind her and flipped up her skirt.


She paused for a moment. Her hands shook as a nervous spasm overtook her; then she gripped her panties and pushed them down over her hips. There was silence behind her for a moment the she heard a quiet sigh escape the African.


“Hah!”


Amanda brought her hands up above her head and firmly grasped the edge of the table.


“Hmmmm.” The guttural grunt of satisfaction from the African behind her sent a little thrill through Amanda as she realised that with a simple action she had gained a level of power over the African behind her. She had by her own actions given him pause for thought, as he contemplated her naked bottom. She almost grinned until she heard the hissing sound of leather passing quickly through air.


Thwack!


Pain erupted in her bottom.


Thwack!


The second lashed across her bottom, a white hot pain that burned her soft bottom.


She wailed and grasped the table tightly.


The sound only seemed to excite the Headmaster and the third blow seemed to come even quicker as the African became further aroused as the lovely white girl made no attempt to escape his now feverish walloping of the girl’s curvaceous round derriere.


He saw the red welts rise across her bottom and brought the belt down again. He watched the girl jerk and squirm and grasped his cock through his trousers, fondling his erect manhood hungrily as he eyed the peach like flesh between the girl’s thighs.


He stepped back for a moment and looked more closely.


By God, he thought, the girl’s wet!


He tossed the belt aside and unzipped himself, taking out his heavy straining erection.


The girl’s head came up at the sound of the zipper on the headmaster’s trousers.


She turned and looked quickly behind her. The headmaster enjoyed the way the girl’s eyes widened as she saw him stroking his cock. He was the look in the girl’s eyes and his cock stiffened even further.


She turned away from him and then seemed to raise her hips.


“It’s alright … I … I’m not a virgin anymore!”


A wolfish grin of delight passed over the African’s face, and he reached down to grasp the girl’s slim waist. He loved the feel of her soft, curved hips and with a flick of his hips drove his cock up through the girl’s peach making it flower open.


He reached down directing his cock into her vulva, and rubbed it excitedly up and down her sheath, lubricating it with his juices, before aligning it with her opening. He pushed forward edging into her, savouring the wet tightness.


He paused for a moment looking down at the girl lying submissively in front of him. He wondered who had been the lucky bastard to pluck this lovely angel’s virginity.


“Who was it?”


Amanda stirred he felt her hips rise and circle around his cock pushing backwards. He brought a hand down hard slapping her round bottom hard.


“Patience … patience girl, tell me who was your first?”


Angel looked behind her and wriggled her hips impatient now for the feel of hard man flesh up inside her body, but the Headmaster hand was strong in the small of her back reminding of the way Igwe had held her down while working his cock up her.


“Igwe … Igwe Orizu,” she gasped, before pushing backwards with heated loins. She was frustrated and bewildered when the cock probing her young pussy withdrew. She raised her hips circling them in instinctive feminine arousal.


The strong hand holding her down released its firm pressure and Amanda looked behind her in confusion not understanding why the African had not pushed his cock hard and deep into her.


Her confusion was compounded to see the Headmaster stuffing his rapidly softening cock into his trousers.


“What?”


Her voice was a low mewling whimper of frustration.


“Get back to your classes girl and if you mention one word of this to Mr Orizu I promise you will be unable to sit down or even sleep for a week!”


“But!”


“Don’t ‘but’ me girl. Get yourself back to your class!”


The African turned away. His fear had driven all lust from his body. His heart pumped and he trembled with anxiety at the thought that Igwe Orizu might hear of his attempt on Amanda. The businessman was feared as a ruthless butcher who brooked no interference with his own personal harem. He was famous throughout Harare, not just for his success with white women and girls but also his ferocious jealousy where such were concerned. He and his friends never shared their personal conquests, or allowed others to bed them before he and his friends tired of them … and there was no way Igwe Orizu would be tired of the delightfully fresh and pretty Amanda Scott.


He struggled to keep his hands from shaking as the confused schoolgirl left his office.


Amanda was bewildered, confused and horny, and still feeling bruised as she headed back to her class. Her bottom throbbed with subdued pain, while her young pussy throbbed with frustrated need. She had been so close to being fucked again.


She almost felt like crying!


She made her way back to Miss Schmidt’s class just as it was breaking up and getting ready to move on the next class. She quickly gathered her things ignoring the knowing looks and snide, clever remarks from some of her classmates.


“Amanda Scott! Please remain behind and I will assign you some reading to make up for you missing part of class.” Amanda glared at the South African teacher. She had had enough of African culture she decided, then, when she saw the concern in the teacher’s face she stammered and looked away.


“Yes miss.”


“Sarah, Sarah Pounds, please inform Mr Edwards that Miss Scott has been detained by me for treatment after being thrashed by the Headmaster.”


Twittering broke out among the cluster of schoolgirls as Sarah Pounds nodded her head and the crown of girls rushed off down the corridor giggling and chattering.


As the girls left Petra Schmidt looked at the flushed schoolgirl, Amanda looked bright eyed and glowing despite her ordeal. Had the Headmaster indulged himself, she wondered. If he had the girl might need some help to avoid pregnancy. If so Petra would have what the girl needed.


She stalked over to the door, flicked the lock and pulled down the blind, before turning back to the schoolgirl. Amanda was looking at the South African teacher warily. Petra smiled. That smile transformed her normally stern face and Amanda was startled by the change.


“Now young Amanda I have lived all my life in Africa and I know what African men are like! Tell me straight young woman, is there are danger of the Headmaster might have got you pregnant?”


Amanda’s eyes shot wide.


“No!” She gasped.


Petra looked her straight in the eye making Amanda squirm.


“Now young lady I understand I truly do. You don’t have to be shy, and I won’t tell your parents but if you need anything to prevent a pregnancy just tell me and I can help. You must never leave these things to luck and chance.”


Amanda stared at the teacher.


“Well are you certain there is no risk of you becoming pregnant?”


Amanda recalled the feeling of the Headmaster’s member pressing into her private parts, but it had not pushed home, much to her chagrin and frustration! She looked at the teacher and shook her head.


“But he has thrashed you with his belt?”


Amanda flushed and nodded. The teacher nodded back, and then strode to her desk and extracted a bottle of lotion.


“Ok, just lean over my desk and I will apply this lotion. It will ease the sting, and reduce the bruising far faster.” She looked at the girl who looked unsure. “I assume the teachers in your next class will want you to sit during their lessons, do you feel comfortable enough to sit through your next lessons.”


She watched Amanda Scott nibble her soft lip, and refrained from showing any emotion on her own face. Amanda shrugged and moved towards the teacher’s desk, looking at with uncertainness that charmed Petra.


When the girl leaned forward and bent forward over the desk, Petra’s heart started to beat faster. She moved behind the girl, noting her slimness. She reached down and flipped the girl’s skirt over her hips.


“You will need to lower your panties if I am to apply this ointment. As your teacher I am sure you are aware I am not allowed to take your panties down.”


The girl hesitated then reached behind her and pulled her panties over her hips and down. Amanda did not see the gleam in her teacher’s eyes. She heard the cap of the lotion jar being screwed loose, and heard the slap of wet flesh as the teachers spread the lotion on her hands. She did not see the look of predatory delight on the white South African teacher’s face.


Petra licked her lips as the cold lotions soaked into her hands. Her hands took in the bruised flesh, she knew the poor girl must be smarting with tingling pain and she knew the effect her warm smoothing hands and cold cream would have on the girl’s tingling behind.


Her eyes soaked in the sight of the young pussy between the girl’s legs, fresh with a sprinkling of downy hair.


Petra Schmidt just loved young pussy.


She reached down and ran her oiled hands over the girl’s round curvy derriere, her gentle caresses seemingly inadvertently pulled the girl’s bottom cheeks and her eyes drank in the peach like fig of womanhood between the young girl’s slim, but shapely thighs and licked her suddenly dry lips again.


It had only been a technicality that had enabled her to escape jail in South Africa. The charge of corrupting the morals of minors had been well grounded as Petra knew well. She found it so difficult to resist the allure of wide eyed unsuspecting young girls, and it thrilled her to hold a pretty girl’s face tight between her clasping thighs.


Her hands caressed and swept slowly and surely over Amanda’s round, bruised but delightfully soft bottom. Her hands circled and smoothed, stoking softly with fingers that strayed close to the girl’s private parts. She felt the girl tense and relax than tense again.


“There we are that will soon ease your suffering, let me just get some more lotion.”


Amanda heard the jar being unscrewed again then gasped as the cold lotion was poured directly onto her bottom. She squirmed at the feel of the cold liquid, slipping between the cheeks of her bottom. Then the teacher’s hands were back scooping up the liquid and spreading it over her bottom.


“Oops,” said Petra, “let me just recover that running liquid before it goes too far.”


Amanda gasped and jerked her hips when she felt one of Petra’s fingers push down through the crease of her bottom. She jerked at the tingling sensation that shot through her when that finger ran lightly over the dimpled rose of her anus, where the oil of the lotion has pooled.


Her head jerked up as the teacher’s finger circled and probed her tight nether opening. She turned her head quickly to stare back at the teacher and she was fast enough to catch the look of hungry lust of the South African woman’s face.


“Oh!” She gasped again, this time in alarm. Petra’s face returned to its normal impassive stern look.


Amanda rolled off the desk pulling up her panties and ran for the door.


A grin returned to Petra’s face. She had enjoyed that and suspected when the girl gather her thoughts together she might not be so quick to run away next time. It was her experience that horny girls usually looked for any kind of sex to assuage their curiosity and satisfy their burgeoning sexuality.


She walked slowly to the door wiping her hands clean on some kitchen towels she kept for that purpose.


“Come on in girls, today’s lesson will be on the Zulu wars and the subsequent Shona migrations.”


The girls trooped in. Some of them looking up at the teacher and smiling shyly, some avoiding her gaze. One bold girl looked the teacher in the eye and ran her small tongue over dainty lips suggestively. Petra’s loins tightened at the memory of the girl’s soft dainty tongue between her thighs. She grinned at the girl, and smiled at two other of her conquests who had caught her eye and grinned.


She had at first been surprised when the school’s African owners had approached her two years ago. She had thought her career over, and had at times faced down vilification on the streets of Johannesburg. Her neighbours had cold shouldered her and hurried their own children inside when they wanted to play in the street. So to be approached by the two discreet, and well dressed, African men, with an offer of a five year posting at a highly regarded private girl’s school in Harare had not only surprised her it had come as a great relief.


Any concern that the offer would be retracted had been quickly dispelled. She had been at first shocked then intrigued when she realised these two men did indeed represent the prestigious school that she had always assumed was owned by white people. Not only did they have proper credentials, they already knew of the charges that had been laid against her in that Johannesburg court.


They had made it clear that their offer was genuine by placing a contract of employment before her; along with a letter from the Zimbabwe Department of Immigration naming her and granting her a work permit.


It was the second document that shocked her. She had read it with a certain disbelief then looked up at the two Africans, who had returned her gaze. One of the African reached across and passed her two photographs. The first was two very pretty teenage white girls entwined in Sapphic bliss. The second showed an equally pretty girl, perhaps even younger sucking on a large black cock.


“The school has a progressive policy on the sexual education of its pupils.”


Petra Schmidt had stared at the man. Not only had these men brought her hope of renewing her career and escape from the increasing hostile neighbourhood that she had made her home since moving out from her parents villa.


She looked at the other teacher.


“The owners of the school have powerful connections at the heart of government.”


He paused for a moment and the other man looked her in the eye.


“The owners also have a number of important friends and clients who particularly appreciate the sexual skills the young white girls in our school are taught.”


Petra’s eyes widened at what she was hearing.


“Of course it takes a certain kind of teacher to identify, facilitate and support the principles behind which the school is run … you will of course understand that the school fully understands that you have needs of your own…”


“Sexual needs…” the other African added, smiling at her knowingly.


One of the Africans reached across the coffee table offering her a pen.


Petra had signed that document, and the second document, then signed the visa.


“What happens now?”


“Your formal documents will arrive in a week, including tickets for the Blue Train. It will be a one way ticket.”


Petra thought about it and nodded, then looked at both men and nodded again and smiled.


“Now honey why don’t we celebrate.” Petra looked up suddenly wary. She had learned better than to trust African men.


She looked at the men and they looked straight back at her.


“Get undressed honey…”


A quiver ran through Petra. She was not very keen on men at all, she glanced down at the two photo’s resting on her coffee table, two very pretty girls indeed. She looked up at the two watching Africans.


With an almost imperceptible sigh she had reached up to unbutton her blouse as hungry look of satisfaction passed across the face of the two African men.


That had been two years ago and she did not regret it,


She strolled across to her desk where the schoolgirls trooping into her class had dropped the exercise books containing their homework.


“Now girls I am sure you have all noticed when walking the streets that the Zulu natives of Harare are all big strong muscular bucks and the Shona are short weedy runts in comparison.” Twitters broke out across the classroom. “But were there other reasons for the Shona migrations and why it is that despite their muscular and warrior strength it is the Shona who rule in Zimbabwe today.”


“Now turn to page 128 of your text on Zimbabwe culture and learn. Learn girls! There is no greater opportunity for learning for girls like you than this prestigious school. On page 128 you will find the great words of history imparted by the experts of Zanu-PF. They have conveniently explained so that even dimwits like you can understand why the African right to power lies firmly in the grasp of the Shona nation as written by this country’s very own rulers.”


Petra turned and sat at her desk picking up the first of the exercise books as the girls in her charge started reading. Half an hour later she put down with an audible sigh one particular exercise book.


“Tamara Wright!”


One the girls in her class looked up. Her eyes were bright, and an eager look was on her face.


“How much effort did you put into this homework? No … No … don’t bother giving me excuses! You will report to my apartment after classes for extra study!”


The girl’s face brightened and she grinned cheerfully, her cheeks dimpling prettily. The girl’s head returned to her book but a happy grin suffused her features.


Petra felt a lascivious thrill pass through her loins. She had certainly not regretted signing that contract two years ago, despite the occasional demands on her by black men who knew she preferred girls, but insisted on her letting them between her white thighs.





It was early Friday afternoon and the journey into Harare was short, especially for Amanda Scott, whose family lived in the exclusive suburb of Greendale. The highlight was driving passed the office where her father worked. Amanda had seen their car, but not her father, though she know his office was at the rear of the building she knew he was often in the offices of the company directors that were at the front of the building.


She waved anyway.


The school mini-bus was noisy with rowdy schoolgirls shrilling their delight at being out of school while some of the hoydens waved and blew kisses to African men they passed along the route; men who looked longingly and hungrily at the passing buss.


One of the girls had expressed the opinion that if the bus burst a tyre on the route into Harare none of the girls on the bus would escape gang rape before the coach driver could change the tire. Some of the girls had roared with delight, while others had looked worried. A small cabal had immediately sat down to work out a way to sabotage the tyres of the school bus.


Despite all the talk, excitement and bustle the bus arrived at Downing Road without incident and Amanda was dropped off without incident at the end of her street.


She stepped off the bus into the warm African sunlight as the afternoon heat was just starting to cool. She hefted her rucksack onto her back and looked up the street. She saw the usual afternoon sight of small groups of African men sitting outside the gates of the villa’s in which they worked. The men drank tea, chatted and weaved baskets to make extra money in their spare time.


She cast her gaze over them and realised they had all turned to look at her.


She straightened her shoulders and pushed out her pert, apple sized breasts and saw some of the men sit up straighter. She suppressed the smile that nearly broke out on her face and sauntered down the street looking bored.


As she walked down the street she took in the quietness of the mid-afternoon. There were no cars in the street, not that she had ever seen many cars in the neighbourhood. Few Africans seemed to own cars. The roadside was lined with perfectly cut grass four or five feet out from the whitewashed walls of the villas on either side of the road. In this area all of the walls were clean, and the paint did not look worn.


There were a few shrubs and trees lining the street and Amanda cast her eyes over them casually. The trees often blossomed in different colours but at this time of the year they were all green and waved slowly in the breeze.


She looked up at the sky, which was a bright azure blue. She knew it was half past three in the afternoon and despite the blue, blue sky it would probably rain ‘on the dot’ of 4pm. She glanced sidelong at the African men sitting in their little circles and was gratified to see nearly all of them looking at her.


She was the only woman on the street, and she liked it that she was the centre their attention, though she tried not to show it.


Her mother had warned her to be careful of these men. Amanda saw little to be scared of among the gardeners and domestics sitting around in the sun enjoying an afternoon break. They all worked for white people and properly deferential to her and her family at all times. Some she knew were friends of Kaifus, the kindly elderly gardener who worked for her mother and father; while some would be friends with Daniel, their ever helpful gardener. They had always been very polite when they visited the African help working for her family.


Angel lengthened her stride, which she knew would expose more of her legs, though the school skirt was a respectable mid length. She strolled as though without a care in the world, which was pretty much true. It would be an hour and a half before Daddy came home and the fun started. She was not quite sure how to talk to her mother after the extraordinary events of last weekend.


She hoped to see Igwe’s Mercedes at their home, but another part of her was still unsure if that was what she wanted. The week at school had been pretty wild, and her awareness of what men wanted to do to her and transformed her week in quite a remarkable way; along with the realisation that women wanted things from her as well. Sexual things!


She glanced across the street as though taking in the view of the street and tried not to make it obvious her interest in the men sitting around the street. At her best guess there must have been five groups of between six and seven men each.


According to her mother these men went without sex for eleven months of every year and that was why her mother said they could not be trusted. Don’t trust a single one of them her mother had said.


Amanda had gone over 14 years without sex, but one weekend at Igwe’s safari lodge had changed her understanding of sex. Had changed her life. If what her mother said was true every man in this street might even now be thinking of a way to put their cocks into her!


A tingle ran through her.


Amanda did not know when she would experience sex again. Now that she had she experienced it she certainly could not imagine going eleven months without experiencing it again.


If what her mother had said was right then all she had to do was slip out of the villa and go for walk in the dark of the African until one of these men found her; then they would catch her and whoever caught her would put his cock in her.


Her nipples thickened and little thrill of pleasure ran up her spine.


She wondered who would be the one to find her; then wondered if it mattered.


She found herself extraordinarily nervous and on edge by the time she reached the gate to her family’s villa. Not a single sitting African had moved from their position as she strolled up the street trying to look bored; but every single African had kept both their eyes firmly on her.


Kaifus had jumped to his feet as she had approached their villa. The elderly gardener had shuffled forward with the keys to the villa gates. His friendly eyes twinkled in pleasure as her opened the gate for her and held it open politely.


“You take no mind miss, you among friends on this street.”


Amanda smiled at the sweet old man. His tight grey curls tight to his head make look like the archetype paternal grandfather. His grin widened and he bobbed his head. As she turned away she realised the old devil was looking at her breasts! She turned away and smiled at the incongruity of an old man like that looking at her breasts, but she had a smile on her face. Safe behind the locked gates, she gave a twist of her hips, and walked away with a sway of her hips. She thought she could hear gasps from the men behind her, and a grin broke over her face.


Then she stopped.


There was a strange car in the driveway. It was not Igwe’s Mercedes, it was a bright yellow Lamborghini Diablo!


Her hand came to her mouth as she stared at the magnificent sleek sports car which seemed to sparkle in the bright sunlight. Her father could not have bought that car! or could he? She started walking faster into the villa. Daniel opened the door as she rushed in. Had he been watching for her? She tossed her rucksack to one side and rushed into the kitchen where her mother seemed to be nervous and tense.


“Whose is that car?”


“What? Oh That.”


Amanda looked at her mother, Angela Scott, and cocked her head to one side. Something was bothering her mother and Amanda wondered what it was.


“Oh that! It’s a Lamborghini! They cost a fortune and it’s parked in our drive. Has Dad bought it?”


That brought a laugh from her mother.


“No dear, your father has not just grown super rich and bought that car out front. You have a visitor.”


“I have a visitor?”


Amanda looked quickly back through the kitchen door into the lounge, she had not seen anyone when she came in. There was no one there, she looked but no one was sitting on the patio.


She glanced back at her mother.


“He is waiting in your room?”


“In my room!”


Amanda stared at her mother and suddenly her heart was in her mouth.


She turned on her heel and stopped.


Her nerves seemed to have surged up inside her.


She stepped forward then stopped, and looked back at her mother. What was her mother upset about? But then she turned back towards her room and took another few steps. ‘God, ‘ she thought, ‘what has come over me?’


Her brash confidence as she walked down the street had abandoned her.


She pulled herself together, and took a step forward then another as her nerves pulled together. She reached her bedroom door and stepped through it.


“Come here Amanda.”


The wide eyed girl took a step closer and the large black man reached forward and pulled her close, patting her as he drank in her sweet essence.


Then Igwe Orizu dropped his hands to her bare thighs, enjoying their soft firm warmth.


He looked up into those lovely eyes.


“Relax honey-child, you’re going to like this.”


Then slowly his slid his large black hands up her soft white thighs and under her schoolgirl skirt.


Igwe loved the feel of the girl’s firm thighs enclosed in such soft, white tender skin. As his hands rose up under her skirt he looked up into the girl’s eyes meeting her wide eyed gaze with his confident smiling face.


“You must have been dying with frustration locked up in that school all week, after the fun we had last weekend. You did enjoy last weekend didn’t you?”


He watched the girl nod. She seemed breathless and overcome with emotion as his hands gently caressed her lithe thighs.


“If you could only understand just how much I have been wanting to have you again. It’s been unbearable spending a whole week away from you, after the wonderful weekend we had together.”


Amanda’s heart was pounding, and her stomach flipping over and over as the African’s hard gripped and stroked her trembling legs. ‘Had he really found it unbearable to be apart from her, in the way she had found it so difficult?’ She had been on edge and horny all week!


“But you have had my mother all week. Why should I believe you have missed me when my mother has probably been doing whatever you ask her to do?”


Igwe chucked, and for a moment she thought he was mocking her. She tried to step away from him, but his strong hands curled behind her thighs holding her in place.


Igwe laughed outright, upsetting her further, and she struggled harder to get free of his grasping hands.


“No, no, no honey you have got it all wrong. I have refused all contact with your mother all week!”


Amanda looked at him disbelieving at first but his eyes seemed earnest and sincere. He had such wonderful eyes!


“I told you mother on Monday that there would be no lovemaking between us until she delivered you into my hands!”


“Really?” Amanda’s voice became excited as she began to think he might really love her.


“Really! I had to find a way of making sure I could make love to you again!” He smiled up at Amanda. “Refusing your mother was the only way to guarantee that she made sure we could be together again. She has been quite grumpy all week over my refusing to make love to her!”


“So are we going to spend the weekend together again?”


At this point Igwe could feel the trembling excitement starting to build in the girl and his cock thickened and stirred in anticipation of enjoying her willing and eager submission.


“To my deepest regret we cannot spend the weekend together. Your mother has convinced me that your father would be angry and dangerous if he found out I was making love to his precious daughter.”


A look of disappointment flooded Amanda’s young and pretty face. Igwe stroked and caressed.


“Do you think your father would be upset if he knew I was making love to you?”


Amanda squirmed in Igwe’s grasp. Mixed emotions battled within her. She loved her father and he meant the world to her, she suspected she loved him more than Angela did. Angela did not treat her father right, even Amanda knew that and she did not want to hurt him or upset him.


“He just doesn’t understand I’m a woman now!”


Igwe quickly stifled the laugh that nearly broke free, as the adolescent girl so earnestly claimed her womanhood.


“So does that mean you are going to leave me and go off with my mother?”


Amanda tried to supress the whining note that she heard creeping into her voice.


Igwe continued stroking and caressing as his voice grew warm and coaxing.


“Honey-child, you really can’t imagine how much I would prefer to be with you all weekend, but we can’t upset your father and I have promised your mother that she will be rewarded with my time after letting me spend some time with you.”


As he spoke his hands slipped beneath her panties and his hard hands grasped and squeezed the delightfully round orbs of her bottom. Amanda gasped and shivered as his warm hands sent extraordinarily hot flashes of heat through her loins.


She tried to think of something to say, anything that would convince him to take her away for the weekend but his hot hands were very distracting and her pussy had start to throb between her legs. Igwe could tell that her body was reacting to his hands, and that the girl’s arousal was such that she was ready to be penetrated.


“Amanda do you want to spend the little time we have talking, or do you want to make love now?”


Amanda’s eyes went very wide and she focussed her eyes on Igwe Orizu. She saw hunger and lust on his face and that sent a thrill through her whole body. Her hands rose up and she started unbuttoning her blouse. His responding grin delighted her and her fingers flew from button to button.


Igwe kept his eyes locked with those of Amanda as he hooked his hands through the top of her panties and drew them down over her round hips and full peach like derriere; he was rewarded by the flash of excitement in her eyes.


He drew the panties down her lithe thighs then tossed them aside.


He stood up. Amanda stepped back in surprise as Igwe rose to his full height towering above her, though she was nearly as tall as her mother his sheer masculine presence after a week in the girl’s school was overwhelming and her heart fluttered.


“Look what you do to me girl!”


Amanda’s eyes were drawn down to where Igwe was clutching his loins, her stomach flipped and her heart rose into her mouth as she saw the size of the bulge in his trousers.


“Oh!”


She licked her lips which seemed suddenly dry.


An act which only served to arouse Igwe further.


With one hand he pulled down the zipper of his trousers, the other rose to hook around Amanda’s head.


Amanda did not resist as her head was pulled down towards the throbbing black shaft. Her eyes drank in the thick member and the round mushroom of taught flesh that seemed to grow in size as her mouth neared. Her nostrils flared at the strong earthy masculine scent wafted through her sending further flutters of panicked delight.


Igwe sighed as her hot wet mouth slipped over the head of his cock. His head rose and his eyes rolled as her soft tongue lapped at the underside of his cock.


He pushed lightly on her head and soft lips slid down his cock and he groaned in pleasure and delight.


As the girl’s mouth slid down his cock he pulled at the belt on his trousers freeing it and tossing it aside. With a quick push his trousers dropped around his ankles and he stepped free of them and his under-things with them.


“That’s it girl just work that tongue and don’t let me feel your teeth! I want to feel your soft sliding lips up and down. Grip my cock with your lips, while your tongue laps at my cock. See how hard you are making me!”


He reached up and started unbuttoning his shirt. He glanced across at the small clock in Amanda’s room and realised it was already 4pm. He only had an hour before Mark was due home. He rushed the remaining buttons and threw the shirt on the floor.


He glanced down.


It was a nice sight.


He stood there legs apart as a lovely fourteen year old white schoolgirl crouched at his feet and eagerly sucked and licked at his cock. He glanced at the closed door and wondered if her mother was waiting on the other side eager for her opportunity to do exactly what her daughter was now doing.


He grinned.


He lowered his hand and softly stroked her long brown hair. Amanda reacted by mewling happily and bobbing her head faster and curling her limber tongue around the hot thick gnarled cock.


He sighed in pleasure. He would happily spend hours standing like this with a lovely white girl like Amanda knelt at his feet worshipping his cock with lips and tongue, but he did not have the time.


He determined there would be that time in the future. In the not too distant future, when this girl knelt at his feet for however long he desired, and with the full knowledge of her father! He was not convinced by Angela that Mark would be distraught and dangerously angry if he knew about Igwe and Amanda.


He knew full well that this girl’s mother wanted his cock for herself and she seemed hungry for love and clearly confused the difference between love and sex. Perhaps her arguments about Mark’s reaction were based on her own desire to keep Igwe for himself?


In Igwe’s view if Mark Scott got a hard on knowing his wife was being fucked by Igwe then the same would happen when he knew his daughter was squealing with delight as his cock thrust into her; but he was a careful man and knew that with guns so easy to acquire in Zimbabwe it was prudent to be careful.


He reached down to raise Amanda to her feet.


“Come on girl let’s get the rest of these clothes”.


“Did I do OK?”


Igwe grinned at her. He was pleased with her desire to please, but he knew better than to give the girl too much praise. If her mother was any indication telling this girl how good she was would only inflate her ego.


“Honey. I really love your enthusiasm but last weekend was your first time sucking cock, it will take time for you to get really good at it. But practice makes perfect!” Igwe did not appreciate the significant impact his mild rebuke would have on the girl. “Anyway your mother’s not very good at sucking cock. I am sure you will soon be much better at it than her!”


Amanda looked up at Igwe with concern in his eyes, while one of her slim white hands grasped the now slick black shaft and stroked it. She wanted to be better than her mother, she wanted him to prefer her to her mother!


Igwe was unbuttoning the girl’s schoolgirl white blouse as she stroked his cock. He loved the feel of soft hand of hand on his cock. He pushed the blouse off her shoulders, stroking her slim arms. Then he reached behind her to unclip her schoolgirl brassiere. He would have to buy the girl some more exotic lingerie.


Meanwhile Amanda was totally overwhelmed by the feel of Igwe’s black cock throbbing in her hand. The hard gnarled flesh was hot and she could feel the thick veins pulsing with hot blood and thick sperm. It was so exciting to feel the essence of manhood throb in her young hand knowing that it was in this state because a man’s lust and desire for her!


Igwe unclipped the bra and brought his hands around to cup the small but firm round orbs on the girl’s chest in his hands. They were of course smaller than her mother’s but were perfectly formed apple like mounds that stood proud and jutting from her chest.


Amanda’s white breasts ached and throbbed as the African’s black hands fondled and squeezed them. Her legs felt weak and her knees wobbled as the African stirred up the lust in her loins. Igwe released one of her breasts and ran his hands appreciatively down her body, over her slightly rounded stomach, and between the girl’s slim thighs.


He encountered the very wet peach of her aroused womanhood and slid a finger between the still seemingly virginal lips of sex and thrust a curling finger into her womanhood. His left arm had to sweep up the girl into his arms as she virtually swooned from the intense feeling his finger was creating.


He chuckled as he lifted the girl onto her own bed and followed her onto the bed, while pushing apart her unresisting thighs. His black bulk reared above her slim young white body and his cock strained with eagerness to thrust into her wet softness.


Amanda moaned as the African hovered above her. She reached up to grasp him while her legs shot wide apart and she humped upwards in anxious hunger to feel his manhood spear into her. She still felt in awe of its thickness and length but she knew it could all fit inside her and was eager to have it pushing up into her body.


Grinning at the young girl’s eagerness he angled his hips and with one hand pointed his cock at her offered opening before driving forward with his hips.


Amanda squealed as the fat round cap of the African’s cock thrust though her young womanhood.


Igwe gasped at the hot wet tightness that seemed to clamp around the end of his cock.


“Relax, honey, relax, open up.”


Amanda was in no mood to relax as she finally felt the African cock inside her. She had been waiting all week for this!


She grabbed the African and bit into his shoulder at the exquisite all engulfing pleasure swept over her. She tensed around the African, her slim legs rising up to hungrily clamp around the heavy male body on top of her, she humped upwards with her hips eager to feel his cock deeper inside her own body.


Her upward eager humping matched Igwe’s urgent thrust and six inches of thick cock slip up inside Amanda on one urgent.


Her head fell back from Igwe’s shoulder back onto the pillow.


“Yes!!! Ooooooh yes!”


Amanda wailed and her body seemed to shake as it was filled with hard throbbing cock!


Igwe closed his eyes savouring the feel of the girl’s slick tight sheath around his cock. It was wonderful. So lovely and tight, while the girl’s excited wails added to his pleasure. He waited only a moment before drawing back; sliding his length up out of the girl, causing her to grasp him tighter and push her body closer to his as though anxious not to lose any of his cock from her body.


He bucked his hips forcing another delighted wail from Amanda’s slim throat. The girl was remarkably unrestrained, especially compared with her mother still battling with her own instinctive restraint.


“You like this girl? You want more? You want more cock?”


His voice was teasing, coaxing. The African held his cock in place deep in the girl but not all the way in. His hips circled moving around the length of his cock that was deep inside the girl who squirmed and wriggled beneath him.


“You want the rest of my cock inside do you?”


In response Amanda’s eyes widened. She felt full to bursting with Igwe’s fat cock and had not realised there was more to come. She mewled her need; wriggling around on the hot hardness that stretched the sides of her womanhood, testing to see if she could impale herself deeper. Her inner muscles were tight around the throbbing gnarled length and she did not think there was room inside her for more.


She raised her head and kissed Igwe, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. A few months ago she had wondered if she would ever have a boyfriend. She had dismissed the gossip about black men that seemed to rush around the school like an out of control bush fire. If anyone had suggested that she would delight in having a man old enough to be her grandfather as a boyfriend she would have laughed in their faces!


She sank back on the pillow and unwrapped her legs from around Igwe and spread then wide and high opening herself up fully to the man above her.


“I want it all! Every inch of it!”


Igwe simply grinned and released his strength allowing the last two inches to sink into Amanda’s body. He used the weight of his body to sink his shaft the last two inches until his full hanging balls slapped against the softness of her buttocks.


Amanda felt the hot hairy sack of the man’s testicles slap against her flesh signalling to her that the full length of his long cock was deep in her body that knowledge sent a spasm of pleasure through her.


Igwe paused for only a moment with his cock deeply embedded in the youthfully tight channel of the fourteen year old English girl. He savoured that tightness while waiting for her inner muscles to relax. He enjoyed the way her slim body trembled beneath him. He loved the wide eyed look of shock and delight on the girl’s face as she clasped his broad black back with small white hands.


He lowered his head and kissed her soft lips loving the way she responded with pleasure and enthusiasm, eagerly kissing him back with lips and tongue pressing her head forward into his own hungry mouth.


Then he could hold back his ardour no longer and she drew back his hips and quickly thrust.


On the other side of the bedroom door Angel’s hand flew to her mouth as she heard the excited shriek burst from her daughter’s throat. She grasped and squeezed one of her full breasts, then dropped her knuckle bitten hand from her mouth to between her legs and started feverishly rubbing her mound as, on the other side of the door she heard the slap of flesh, the heavy male grunts, and the excited squeals of her daughter being fucked.


Igwe thrust and humped on top of the slim white teenage body.


The girl’s apple sized breasts were crushed beneath his chest and he enjoyed the firm round flesh with jutting excited nipples pressing into him.


He heaved his middle-aged black bulk between shapely, white, coltish thighs that flailed the air on either side of his black body as he rammed into her girlish deliciously tight cunt.


He pulled his mouth free of her passionate mouth as he surged and thrust above the girl. She moaned and shrieked her delight and joy as her young pussy was stretched and pounded by ten inches of thick hard aroused black cock.


The girl though young was as so he looked down into her wide eyes delighting in the same look of glazed lust that he had seen so often in her mother’s eyes.


“Like it? You really like it?”


“Of course I bloody like it. I’m in heaven just fuck me hard. I want you to! I want your cock! Ram it in in!”


Igwe grinned down, and rewarded the girl with a series of deep penetratingly hard thrusts into her luscious hot tight pussy.


He loved the way she shook with pleasure.


Loved the way she clung to him with her hands while her hips seemed to reach up to him as though to draw him deeper into her. Finally her lithe legs wrapped around him and she started a feverish energetic humping motion as her inner muscles grasped and squeezed the hard gnarled column of hot hardness that filled her body.


He in turn grasped the girl’s slim shoulders, using them to hold her firmly in position as he ground his cock against her loins driving his hard manhood as deep inside her squirming trembling body as he could.


Her head fell back and she howled her delight, exciting Igwe more.


Her vocal passion was such a contrast to her mother’s self-imposed restraint.


He slapped his black body down on her soft white belly with each thrust of his cock into hot womb. He could feel his cock pushing against the end of her tight uterus then in one surge he seemed to pop his cock through the tight opening of her womb and the feeling excited him so much he could hold back no longer.


The girl’s screech when her stretched the end of her cuntal channel delighted him, but when he bucked and shook and his hot juice spurted into her interior the girl seemed to be engulfed by a feverish prolonged orgasm as she clung and gasped, shrieked and wailed beneath him as his balls pumped his seed into the willingly accepting female sheath.


He slumped on top of the girl. Holding his weight off with his elbows but enjoying the feel of slim body beneath his African bulk. He loved the way her face seemed to glow with contented pleasure as she clung to him gasping and moaning softly.


Her inner muscles seemed to be working on his softening cock, squeezing and milking it for the last drop of his sperm. He found himself stiffening again, and his excitement started to rise again and he sensed he eager excitement of the girl as she worked his cock to a renewed hardness.


He pushed the girl away rolling off her, sliding his cock wetly out of her aroused and hungry channel.


She moaned and turned flinging a slender shapely white leg across his muscular black thighs.


“Don’t stop! Do it to me again! I’ve been waiting all week for this you have to do it to me again!”


“I have to go girl! Your father will be home soon and there will be trouble if he discovered his precious daughter is not still an innocent virgin.”


“But I’m not and I want this!”


Amanda turned on her side and ran her hand over his body seeking out grasping the man’s glistening wet cock. Her slim white hand grasped and squeezed its thickness, sliding up and down the hardening length.


“You know you want to do it again. Should I suck and lick it. Then you could put it in my bottom if you want … I don’t mind.”


Igwe groaned and pushed the temptress away.


He could not wait to get this girl alone for a prolonged weekend when he could thoroughly debauch her without interference or concern but he knew that breaking the resistance of her father would be necessary first.


He stood up ignoring the girl’s plaintive cry, brushing aside her soft caressing hands that sought to encourage him back to her bed. He reached for his clothes. He heard the girl’s mother call out from the other side of the door.


“You will have to hurry Mark could be home in five minutes!”


Amanda fell back onto the bed with the look of spoiled child. It would be so tempting to stick his cock between those pouting cherub lips and watch her sultry eyes sparkle back to life!


He dressed himself, and turned to the girl.


“I have to go, but it won’t always be like this I promise. In the meantime I will see you again next Friday!”


“I don’t want to wait another week!” The girl’s cry of complaint was full of disappointed hunger.


He grinned he was going to have a busy week but he was going to have to find time to work out a way of getting Mark to accept that his little princess was destined to be a fuck toy for African men.


He closed the door behind him to find Angela waiting there. He took on the sight of her flushed face and spotted the stiff nipples and grinned to her.


“Don’t worry we’ll go straight back to my villa. We can go out and eat later. The flash of ready acceptance in the woman’s eye pleased him. No doubt she was all hot and bothered and aroused after listening to him fuck her lovely daughter and would be anxious to show she could please him better than her daughter. He grinned again and slapped her curvy bottom.


“Let’s get going.”


As they drove away and neared the corner of their street she saw her husband’s car turn into the far end of the street. She sighed with relief before lowering her head and started lapping her daughter’s juices from her lover’s sticky glistening cock.





Mark strolled into the villa calling out.


“Is anyone home?”


He was anxious to make sure nothing untoward was going on with Amanda his nerves were on edge that his suspicions were true despite Angela’s assurances last week and Amanda’s quiet words of denial.


Daniel, the houseboy appeared and took his briefcase.


“Madam has only just gone out.” He decided not to mention the presence of Mr Orizu.


“Is Amanda home from school?” Mark asked.


“Amanda is in her room, Sir.”


“Daddy!” Young Robert came into the room dangling a long multi-legged centipede-type insect that must have been about four inches long. “Can I put this into Amanda’s bed? It will make her screech!”


“No Robert you cannot. Put it outside, and not in the swimming pool.”


Robert made a face and wandered back out into the garden. He noticed Daniel hovering in the background.


“Yes Daniel?”


“Sorry Sir, It’s Madam she went out without mentioning what would be for dinner tonight.”


“Ok. What do we have in?”


“Errr … nothing Sir.” The African looked embarrassed to have to make this admission. Not that he needed to be, Angela after all was responsible for the household.


“So I suppose we need to do some shopping?” Daniel again nodded, still looking apologetic. “Ok, come with us Daniel and we can decide together what to get in.”


He turned back to the garden and stepped onto the patio.


“Robert, we are going to the shops and I want you to come with me.”


The young boy looked disappointed for a moment as he stopped poking into the bushes looking for a snake and turned to his father.


“Do I have to?”


“Well if you don’t the ice cream will have melted before we brought it back for you!”


Robert’s face brightened and he headed for his father.


“All right then.”


Mark headed back into the villa, he tapped lightly on Amanda’s door and poked his head through.


She was lying in her bed looking at him with her wide lovely eyes.


“Are you OK?”


“Yes! Can’t I have a rest after coming home from school?”


He smiled.


“I am taking Robert and Daniel to do some shopping. Would you like to come along?”


Amanda shook her head and pulled the sheets up tight to her chin.


“No. I just want to have some peace!”


Robert smiled and turned away. He walked away towards his room. There had been a funny smell in Amanda’s room, an out of place smell. He struggled to place it. Then shrugged his shoulders.


Amanda lay back relieved her father had not come in for a hug or a kiss.


She tried to relax back into her bed.


She could still feel Igwe’s sperm settled deep in her belly and was enjoying laying there in the afterglow of sex. She could smell his musk, and her thighs still cooled with the sweat of their union. She wanted to savour this moment as long as possible.


She heard her father bustling about and then the car doors opening and closing, before he drove away with Robert. She sighed quietly and stirred from the bed, a restlessness overtaking her. She was acutely conscious that Igwe had gone off with her mother who would probably even now be enjoying his cock! A jealousy battled with her own desire.


Eventually she climbed out of bed and dressed in shorts and tee-shirt and walked out onto the garden. She could not see the comforting figure of Kaifus and stopped to listen. She could not hear the clip of his shears. Curious more than concerned she went to see if he was working on his small vegetable patch.


Their part of the garden was tucked away behind the kitchen yard and Amanda strolled over looking at the colourful flowers and buzzing insects as she went. When she came to the domestic’s quarters she looked over the small painted blockwork wall and froze as she found Kaifus.


The man was sitting on their bench leaning back against the block walls of their quarters, while one of his hands was working feverishly pummelling an erect cock.


Amanda stared in shock and disbelief!


He was an old man!


He shouldn’t have a hard cock like that!


She stared as his hand squeezed and stroked and slip up and down his black shaft.


Kaifus was in a magical world of his own imagination.


It had been a shock to discover that the pretty young daughter of the household was being fucked by the burly middle aged African lover of the ‘madam.’


Hearing her eager squealing excitement had been thrilling.


That superbly pretty young girl that looked so sweet and innocent had yelled her pleasure and begged for black cock as her mother’s lover heaved and pumped between her legs!


His hand worked his cock and he dreamed of that little vision of loveliness being fucked.


He was not sure what it was that impinged on his consciousness but his eyes flicked open and there she was.


Her gaze was fixed in his cock and she had not noticed his eyes were on her.


He froze and her eyes flicked up to meet his.


They stared at each other, both were frozen in shock, both felt sudden fear, both were aroused and excited.


It was Kaifus who first reacted. The girl had not screamed. She had been staring at his cock before he caught her watching him. Her mother and father were not in the villa and Daniel was away with the girl’s father.


Kaifus released his cock and put his hand down on the bench, he leaned back and sat there with his cock exposed to the girl’s gaze.


Her eyes dropped back down to his cock and he could see her pupils expand as she ogled his erect cock. He shivered when her tongue flicked across suddenly dry lips. He just sat there saying nothing, and letting the girl look.


He watched her shift from one leg to another.


He watched her nibble her lip.


He watched a rosy flush appear on her pretty face.


She didn’t run away, or call out, she just stood there staring uncertainly at his cock.


“It’s OK girl, come over here.”


Amanda was going through inner turmoil.


That such an old man should be able to sport such an erection was a shock to her teenage mind.


But she was fascinated now with cocks.


They surprised her the way they rose and thickened and lengthened.


Kaifus cock was not overly long, or overly thick, but it was there hard and erect.


She watched it jerk and throb, she saw it bob forward and then jerk back again.


When Kaifus soft voice spoke she jumped and moved towards him.


Hadn’t Igwe said that she needed more practice at sucking cock.


Nobody would know if she practiced on Kaifus.


That old man would not tell anyone.


Everyone was out of the villa, there was just the two of them and the villa gates were locked closed.


She licked her lips wetting them in readiness and moved closer, opening the gate through the walls and stepping into the domestic’s yard.


Kaifus sat there quietly as the girl approached. His cock ached with arousal as this lovely young girl looked at his cock and, instead of running away shrieking, was coming towards him. He kept still not wanting to make a sudden movement. He had to grip the bench to retrain an urge to grab her and throw her on her back in the mud of his vegetable patch!


Amanda finally stood in front of the old gardener. She looked down at his hard cock and could see it jerk and bob. She looked at the old man who had closed his eyes and seemed to just be sitting there waiting for something to happen.


She looked again at his cock.


Igwe had said she needed more practice at sucking cock!


He had!


She sank to her knees.


Kaifus groaned when warm soft lips encased his sixty year old cock.


He knuckles went white with the fierceness of his grip on the bench as the lips of the prettiest white girl in the world slipped down, nibbling softly, at his old black cock.


He gasped in delighted shock when he felt the girl’s hot wet tongue lapped over the head of his cock.


It was all too much.


His balls contracted and his buttocks clenched and his sperm shot up his cock spurting into the sucking mouth of the English girl.


When Amanda sat back on her heels having greedily sucked down the gardener’s man juice, she was feeling surprised. Not that she had a lot of experience of sucking cocks, but she had thought it would last longer. Was she getting better, or was the old man just over excited?


She licked her lips savouring the lingering taste of his salty sperm.


She looked up at the gardener who now looked worried.


“Our secret?” She asked.


The gardener looked relieved as he nodded.


“Our secret,” he confirmed.


“Will you let me practice sucking on your cock again?”




Chapter 24




Igwe’s meaty thighs slapped against the woman’s upraised round buttocks.


He grasped her slim waist tightly, enjoying the feel of her rounded hips in his grasp as he thrust.


Her hot tight channel grasped and squeezed at his cock every time he drew back, while flowering open with acceptance when he thrust in hard. Finally the woman was learning how to work her inner muscles to please a man.


He looked down her back, across the unblemished white skin to the slight flare of her shoulders and raised his hands slightly to caress and squeeze her slender waist. Not many women enjoyed such a slim waist after three births.


He leaned forward, changing the angle of his thrusts. He circled his hips as he rammed his cock into her wet interior.


This white woman had been so full of herself when he first met her; now she knelt in docile subservience as his black cock plundered her body. He could see her hands grasping tightly the sheets on the bed as he ground his cock hard up into her.


He moved his hand up from the woman’s waist, positioning his hand in the small of her back in readiness to hold her down if she protested his next act. He grinned, remembering her shocked screams of anguish when he first took her anal virginity. She had seemed genuinely shocked that he had ignored her squealing protest and her determined refusal when he had proposed taking his pleasure in her bottom.


She had been even more shocked at the pain when he had rammed through her anal aperture, ripping aside her anal virginity! What sort of foolish woman denies herself and her husband pleasure by refusing her husband anal sex? On the basis some sort of foolish concept that sodomy is a sin!


Since then her tight round ass had provided Igwe Orizu with a lot of pleasure.


He pulled his cock out of the channel she had once kept solely for her husband and aimed it higher. He felt the woman tense and smiled. He poked the lubricated head of his cock at the wrinkled opening and watched the way she braced herself.


Her head turned to one side.


He looked down at her beautiful flushed face. He could see the sparkle in her eyes had been dimmed by lust. Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips were parted as she panted in passion, lips that just half an hour earlier had been licking her youngest daughter’s juices from his cock.


He grinned in pleasure, and pushed forward pushing, his cock through her tight anal ring.


Angel Scott moaned and bit the pillow as her masterful African lover took his pleasure imposing his will and desires on her in a dominant way that her husband would never dare think of trying. She flinched at the sudden flare of pain in her ass when he thrust through the unprepared opening.


She knew better than to protest, and instead knelt submissively, trying to relax her muscles as ten inches of black cock began its inexorable slide up into her bowels.


She buried her face in the pillow to smother the pain in her ruptured anal ring and desperately fought against her own instincts, trying to relax her tight stretched protesting opening.


Fat black cock slid deeper up inside her body and she struggled to suppress the fear that her innards would burst from the pressure. She felt the African’s hands lightly stroking her and she heard Igwe’s delighted chuckle and was shocked how much it pleased her to hear the pleasure he was taking as he fucked her.


She braced her knees and elbows pushing her bottom higher. She wanted to feel his hard body tightly up close against her bottom, but knew that would not happen until most of his hardness was all the way inside her. She knew it would fit, despite her errant body’s protest at this unnatural intrusion.


She also knew it would soon start to feel good and took comfort from that knowledge. Her heart thumped in her chest and her nipples protruded from her full breasts as she spread her legs wider and pushed backwards onto his stiff hot cock.


Hearing Igwe groan with pleasure sent thrills through her, and she found herself squeezing his cock, milking it with her anal muscles as a soft warm glow in her bowels replaced the initial pain.


She experimentally circled her white round bottom around the hot thick spear in her bottom, and was delighted when Igwe suddenly grasped her tight and she stopped moving.


“Go on! Keep on doing that you lovely slut.”


Once such words would have shocked her, and made her feel deeply insulted, but she did not care anymore! She rotated her hips a little faster, pushing back then pulling forward. She worked her ass around her lover’s hard gnarled length, delighting now in the feel of it deep inside her body.


“That’s it honey, shove your adulterous white ass back on my cock!”


Adultress!


That’s what she was now.


She giggled for a moment when the idea of going home and making her husband clean her lover’s sperm out of her ass give her a sudden thrill. She knew he would do it. Mark would do anything to please her these days as he desperately tried to win her back.


He just did not get it.


A shiver of delight shot through her as her lover’s black hips finally slapped against her upraised round bottom and she realised he was all the way in. She ground her silky soft buttocks against his male hardness enjoying the feel of his hardness up tight against her softness.


Just a few hours ago the cock that she felt throbbing and pulsing deep in her body had been up inside her young nubile daughter, but now it was in her and that was all that mattered! She squirmed back, clasping her rectal sheath against the black monster cock in her ass.


“Tell me you want to be fucked in the ass! Beg for it! Show me how much you want it!”


Angel wailed.


She sank down to her shoulders forcing her bottom up at a steeper angle.


“Please I want it! I want your cock, your lovely cock. Just ram it wherever you want. I want it in my ass. Fuck it, fuck it hard!”


With her weight on her shoulders she reached behind and her slim hands grasped and pulled open her bottom cheeks.


This was sodomy in all its depraved glory.


Glory!


How she had changed, to think like this.


It was another great sin, but she didn’t care anymore, she just wanted that hard black cock rammed deep into her!


“Oh Please! Please … fuck my ass!”


Then she groaned and bit the pillow again as her African lover began to thrust deep and hard.


‘Oh God … she may be going to hell but she was in heaven now!’ As her lover’s hard body thrust deep into her soft white roundness she closed her eyes and gave herself up to the dirty filthy perverted pleasure of the moment.


Igwe pulled his cock from her tight ass. He grasped her waist, aimed a bit lower, then humped forward driving it into her hot tight grasping pussy. Angel jerked as the cock that had so recently being up inside her bottom surged up into her hungry sheath. Her mind wanted to protest but her body quivered with the pleasure overcoming all other thoughts.


Igwe thrust several times before pulling out and aiming once more for the higher wrinkled opening before the thrusting in again. The submissive woman yelped in shock and flinched for a moment before her round ass starting circling again as her rectal muscle reactively clamped on the thrusting black hardness.


Igwe just grabbed her hips, enjoying her soft curvy flesh, as he thrust and humped into her hot tight interior. The woman kneeling submissively in front of him squirmed and gasped as his cock pummelled her openings. He continued switching between openings and thrusting into her soft white curvy body. Knowing she was confused and uncertain about his use of both her tight holes just enhanced his pleasure.


He ground his dark hips against her soft white bottom. His black hands grasped her white hips as his cock throbbed and jerked inside her body. He gloried in the fact that a married white woman was so in thrall to him that she would kneel submissively and accept his rampant lusty demand. He gloried too that she would ignore a lifetime of social and religious restraint and fifteen years of happy marriage to take his black cock throbbing and jerking in her tight anal channel.


He leaned forward, sliding his hands up and around her body to grasp her full round breasts. His fingers found and tweaked her thickened nipples as he brought his mouth close to her ear. His breath washed hotly over her dainty ear and neck setting a new shiver of passion through her.


“You want this don’t you?”


He ground his hips jerking ten inches of black cock pulsed deep in Angel’s trembling shaking body.


“Yes … Oh Yes…”


Angel struggled to respond. Her body was overwhelmed with sensation as her African lover totally dominated her sending wicked thrills of delight through her. She was still only discovering the pleasure of giving up, and surrendering to the lusts of a man!


Igwe jerked.


His balls tightened.


His buttocks clenched.


He gasped and closed his eyes as his orgasm broke and jets of sperm jetted in hot spurts deep into the woman’s bowels.


Angel’s head came up as she felt the warm surge shoot up into the depths of her bottom. She felt her lover’s body tremble and jerk above her and delight that she could still drive him to ecstasy overwhelmed her as her own orgasm overtook her and she shook and shivered from the mind blowing sensations seething through her.


Igwe had lowered his weight on top of her, and she was relaxing in the feel of his sweaty masculine body atop her when the phone started to ring.


Igwe cursed and Angel turned seeking to hold him close. She rubbed her rounded body against him.


“Ignore the phone! What would you like me to do?”


She flicked her tongue across soft peachy lips.


“Would you like me to lick your ass?”


Igwe turned to look in her eyes and saw only a desperate willingness to please. This woman would have once been shocked and horrified at the idea of licking a man’s arsehole. That was one of the things he loved about seducing white women like Angel Scott. Using his cock to ram any sense of restraint out of these ‘respectable’ white wives always delighted him.


That, and abusing and debauching their even more innocent daughters!


But as he knew there was always a time to move on, or they became too clingy. Too dependant, and that point had been reached with one of his long term conquests, Susan and her lovely daughter Nicola who was now sixteen years old and had been the sex toy of Igwe and his friends for four years now.


It was time to move on.


He now had Angel Scott and her fourteen year old daughter Amanda Scott, who was a ripe peach just ready to be thoroughly broken in.


That telephone call was, he suspected, going to be a profitable solution to the situation, so he reluctantly pushed the horny white woman back and jumped out of the bed and headed for the phone.


Angel watched him go, turned face down on the bed and watched the heavy middle aged black man walk quickly into the hall and head for the phone. His body was firm, his legs muscular and the cock that swung still wet, between his legs was thick and meaty.


She licked her lips again thinking about it, then she rolled over onto her back in dreamy satisfaction over the session of lovemaking. Looking up at the mirror above the bed she grinned again at the sight of her naked curvy body, a body she had been surprised to discover still drove men wild with lust.


As she preened and grinned to herself she saw in the mirror a bedside phone. Sudden alarm shot through. Why hadn’t her lover used that phone?


Suspicion flared through her.


She wondered what sort of conversation he was having that he did not want her to hear.


Jealousy and fear flared in her heart, her stomach turned, and her breath shortened.


She glanced at the phone by the bedside and wondered if she dared lift it up and listen in to the conversation. The power of her jealousy overrode any fear of being caught by her lover.


Carefully she reached over and gently and quietly picked up the phone.


“Look Yaris, we had agreed a price, and I know you love to haggle but I have a beautiful white woman in my bed who has just been begging me to let her lick my ass! Do you really think I want to spend half an hour haggling with you, however much you and your kind enjoy it?”


A grin jumped onto Angel’s face as she heard her lover’s words.


“Now I know the woman is older for you than your usual preferences but she is still prime breeding material and as she is white you can sell her offspring to those desperate American couples who you know so well will pay big bucks, no questions asked about the babies you provide them with,”


“Well it just does not seem right not to properly negotiate. The girl is a gem but her mother is so much hassle, certainly not worth the price you are insisting on.”


The other voice was middle-eastern by the accent, and what was that being said about a mother being used for breeding, and then the babies sold on? Angel was shocked and nearly put the phone down, but her curiosity had a stronger hold on her. She held the phone tighter to her ear.


“Yaris, it is a packaged deal. You are not getting one without the other and I am not changing the price. You know you have clients who will love having a white mother and daughter! You know they will pay to get either one of them knocked up, and if they do you can sell each baby for £10,000 so stop haggling, pay up and let me go and get my ass licked!”


Angel could hear the Arab muttering to himself.


“What’s the matter with you Yaris? Is that new slut we sent to keep you happy not pleasuring you enough? What was her name again? Petra Johnson, that was it.”


“Oh she’s fine, just fine. Very biddable. Why don’t you throw her into the pot as well?”


“£150,000 for three sexy white women! Don’t be ridiculous. Nicola is ripe and not too old for your clients. Petra is still being broken in. She won’t be available for a few years.”


Angel’s thoughts were now in turmoil. Who was this Petra woman? Igwe had mentioned Nicola. That was the name of that teenage slut that Susan kept pushing into her lover’s bed. What was going on?


“Yaris, it is £150,000 for Susan and Nicola. They will be arrested and deported tonight on the grounds of breaching their immigration status. Your plane is on hand to fly them out of the country, but if you keep haggling I’ll find another buyer, and you know that I can. Perhaps Ahmed would offer a better price!”


“No, no, no! Not that viper Ahmed!”


Igwe grinned. He had known mentioning Yaris’ chief rival in the Emirates would shut down the conversation.


“Ok. I accept the price, but I am being robbed I tell you robbed!”


Igwe laughed.


“They will be at the airport at 5am. Just make sure you have the cash ready. Joseph will make the arrest so everything will go smoothly.”


The phone clunked down and a suddenly alarmed Angel she quickly put the phone back and slumped back on the bed.


Her heart was racing.


Her brain was full of contradictory thoughts.


Her rival was gone, or at least going. No longer need she fear Susan and her nubile daughter. But it sounded like her lover had just sold them into slavery in the Middle East!


Igwe walked into the room.


He enjoyed the flushed look on the beautiful white wife’s face. She looked flushed and flustered.


“Now honey just how far up my ass are you going to stick that hot tongue of yours?”


Angel just stared at him eyes wide with the realisation that her dominant black lover was a slaver!


A black slaver selling white women into sexual bondage!


Unaccountably she felt a hot rush power through her loins.


She rose up from the bed onto her hands and knees loving the way his eyes were drawn to her breasts.


“Turn around and let me show you…”





It was 5am in the morning when bolt clippers cut through the chains holding shut the gates to the Avondale villa. Armed African police stormed in and smashed down the front door without any waiting for the occupants and stormed in with hand held machine guns. Immigration officials followed the armed officers, and strolling in behind them was Joseph Yoruba.


Joseph was in his uniform, that of a major in the Zimbabwe Central Intelligence Organisation. It was his primary occupation, but not his primary source of income. Like most officials working for the current regime relying on payment of the official wage was not prudent and most found ways to supplement their income.


As a senior officer of the feared secret police he specialised in monitoring the activities of foreigners in Zimbabwe. It was far more lucrative than cracking down on the regime’s political opponents who rarely had enough money to make that a profitable activity.


Foreigners, however, made lots of money by Zimbabwean standards and usually feared the secret police and African jails even more than the locals. Not many white couples were averse to dipping into their pockets to keep their children out of an African jail, or their wife or husband, and few foreigners knew the law in any detail so were easily entrapped.


The more profitable side-line was finding pretty vulnerable women who could be exploited, especially white women. Foreign women and girls were particularly popular among the new elite class of rich Africans, and kept the political class happy as well; though politics and money were intrinsically linked in Zimbabwe these days.


Joseph had a stable of over thirty white escorts at the moment, and half of them were under the age of twenty years old. His most profitable escorts were barely into their teens!


However he had only a limited amount of clients, although the number of seriously rich Africans was growing but once a white woman had been in the country for a number of years his clients grew bored with them.


Fortunately the one or two year nature of the expats contracts kept a constant turnover of wives and daughters coming into the country.


When such women had abandoned their husbands and remained in the country long after their husbands had left, they and any daughters were particularly vulnerable.


The rich black men in Zimbabwe may have finally gotten bored with the woman being arrested today, but there were men in other countries to whom she would be brand new. As she could be passed on with a still pretty nubile daughter, she would fetch a good price as a mother-daughter combination.


The shrill screams that had erupted inside the villa brought a smile to his face. These days, even though Africans ran the country, white people still seemed to think that the worst would never happen to them. It was one of the joys of his job to see intelligent, educated, and wealthy white people grovel and plead to black people.


Often someone in the household would be made to pleasure him in front of the rest of the household to reinforce his authority over them. The thought gave him a hard on. Today however both females in this household had already pleasured him in a variety of ways in the past.


His armed men bundled the two struggling females into the living room with little finesse or care for them. They knew instilling terror was the best way to ensure submission.


“Joseph! Oh thank God it’s you. Tell these men there has been a mistake!”


Joseph glanced at the white woman who had spent many evenings in his bed. The younger girl seemed no less alarmed than her mother. Joseph simply nodded to the senior immigration official present.


“Mrs Susan Parmeter, and I assume this is Nicola Parmeter?”


“Yes that’s us, but Joseph, what’s going on? Tell them there has been a mistake! Help us.”


The African immigration official pushed a paper into Susan’s hand.


“It has come to our attention that you are present in this country illegally. Don’t try and pretend that is not true. Your husband left the country several years ago and your residence rights expired at that time. As such you are an illegal resident and hereby arrest you and your daughter who is just as illegally resident in this country.”


“But I haven’t done anything wrong. Joseph tell them.”


When her ‘friend’ remained silent she knew despair.


“What is going to happen to us?”


“You will be taken from this villa to the Harare City jail and held there until while the Court determines the full extent of your sentence.”


Susan went pale.


“But you can’t send me to an African jail! And what about Nicola? She is only sixteen years old. She has done nothing wrong! You can’t send her to an African jail!”


The African official looked at Nicola. Susan saw the leer that crossed the African’s face.


“I think we will keep Nicola at the immigration detention centre for a few weeks.”


Grins appeared on the faces of the other African immigration officials.


“You will go straight to the city jail and rest assured Nicola will join you there as soon as we have… ,” he coughed and looked at his colleagues, ” … completed the proper documentation.


One of the other officials laughed, while another rubbed the stiff cock in his trousers as he ogled the nubile young white girl.


“Joseph! Please Joseph! Do something! Say something! Surely after all Nicola and I have done you will help us?”


Finally Joseph looked Susan in the eye.


“There is something I can do, but you must understand this is serious and if you don’t agree to what I am going to propose, and start a legal appeal, both you and Nicola will spend months in jail maybe years, once the immigration officials decide they have finished with Nicola…”


He paused for a moment to let Susan and Nicola fully absorb his words.


“I think you know what will happen to you both in jail during that time.”


He looked hard at Susan and could see that she fully understood.


“I have applied for, and secured for you both, the right to leave the country immediately, and by immediately I mean you and Nicola can both be on a plane out of this country in just two hours time.”


He looked to the immigration official who grudgingly nodded, playing his part in this planned charade. This was a trick they had pulled before on white women whose husbands had left them behind in Zimbabwe. He looked at the young girl and licked his lips wondering if there might be chance to have her while taking her out to the airport. In his experience white women invariably signed up for instant deportation. All his officers would be well paid.


Susan was no different from the other white women they had put in this position.


Susan quickly signed the papers, and urged Nicola to sign them as well.


“Why is this is in Arabic?”


“It is an Arab airline that will fly you out, and they require the proper paperwork to be in place.”


Satisfied and unwilling to risk challenging the paperwork and very aware of how the Immigration officials were eying her daughter. Susan urged her daughter to sign.


Joseph nodded.


“An immigration officer will accompany us to the airport. You will both have to remain handcuffed and chained until the aircraft leaves Zimbabwean air space.”


The immigration officers brought forward handcuffs and leg chains and Susan and Nicola put up with the fondling that accompanied their chaining. Neither were strangers to being fondled by black men after all.


Nicola in particular felt a strange thrill at being in chains while men touched her body. The Africans who she had been introduced to had always treated her as special. These kind of men she had been kept away from. Now, standing with hands in cuffs and her legs in chains she was completely helpless as the men fondled her, and she found it unexpectedly exciting.


They were soon bundled into the waiting cars and driven off. The trip to the airport took an hour. Once there Joseph waved them past the terminal into the secure area reserved for private jets.


Susan and Nicola were bundled out of the police car and were walked across to a nearby jet. It looked big and expensive for a private jet.


There was a man standing by the plane. He was swarthy and well built, with a hooked nose. Susan did not like the look of him, or the way he was looking over her and her daughter. He held a briefcase in his hand.


Joseph nodded to the man and handed him the set of Arabic documents.


The Arab looked over the papers and examined the signatures. To Susan’s surprise he pulled out a hand held recorder and held it out to her.


“You signed these papers willingly.”


His accent was heavy and middle eastern, he looked at Susan and nodded to the recorder.


“Yes,” said Susan.


“Give your name and confirm you have agreed to the terms of your release into my custody by signing this contract.”


“I am Mrs Susan Parmeter and I have agreed and signed the documents in your hand.”


He nodded satisfied.


Then he looked at Nicola and his grin widened as he looked over the temptingly curvy teenage white girl.


“Hmmm.”


He held out the recorder to the blue eyed girl.


“And you.”


“I am Nicola Parmeter, and I have agreed and signed the contract in your hand.”


The man seemed to relax and a grin spread across his face.


“Ok Yaris, let me have the fee and you are welcome to fly them away.”


The Arab grinned and held up the briefcase.


“It’s not locked.”


Joseph took the case and flipped it open. Inside bundles of valuable US dollars filled the case.


Susan’s eyes went wide as she watched Joseph count through the bundles. Suspicion flared, but she kept quiet. She was devastated by what had happened and had no doubt that if she made and fuss or objection the immigration officials would take Nicola to one side and started a gang fuck. She glanced at her daughter but Nicola’s eyes were not on the briefcase but on the men looking at her with lust in their eyes.


Finally Joseph shut the case and nodded to the accompanying officials. Susan and Nicola were led on to the aircraft.


Nicola’s eyes widened at the luxury inside the aeroplane. She was led to a wide comfortable chair that was nothing like any aircraft seat she had sat in before. Her mother was looking equally surprised as she was led to another chair. They were both strapped into their seats.


The Arab climbed back up the steps and entered the plane and a smartly dressed blond woman came out of a side cabin and pulled the aircraft door closed.


“Kitty, please get some refreshments for our guests. I am sure they would like a hot drink and something to eat after their ordeal. I will be relaxing in my cabin.”


The Arab disappeared forward.


The stewardess served drinks and food to the two grateful women.


For a little while things almost seemed normal.


Two and a half hours into the flight Yaris reappeared and looked at the two women.


“Can we be released now?” Susan asked raising her still chained leg and her cuffed hands.


Yaris looked at her with a raised eyebrow.


“We were told we had to remain chained until we were out of Zimbabwean airspace. Surely we must be out of their airspace now.”


Yaris chortled.


“Is that what they told you?”


Susan nodded.


“You will remain chained until I decide otherwise. If I choose it you will remain chained for the next five years.”


Susan looked at him shocked.


“But surely once we arrive we will be released?”


This time Yaris laughed. He walked over to the table upon which lay the documents Susan and Nicola had signed. He picked them up and made a pretence of looking through them.


“They all seem to be in order, and they are clear enough.”


He looked up at Susan and across to Nicola. His clients would like her blue eyes.


“So we can be released now.”


Yaris shook his head.


“These documents commit you to five years indentured slavery, which is of course perfectly legal in the Arab world, as I am sure you are aware since you both signed the contract.”


“I… , we… , didn’t sign anything of the kind!” Susan protested vigorously, her eyes wide in shock and outrage.”


A smile spread across the Arab’s face.


He stepped across the cabin and picked up the recorder.


“But you did, and I have your verbal confirmation here on this tape.”


“But that’s not what we were told! We have been tricked.”


Yaris just laughed again.


He turned to the air stewardess whose face had remained calm and unflustered through this outburst.


“Kitty, take the girl to my cabin and prepare her for me.”


Nicola raised her eyes to meet the gaze of the Arab as she realised his intent. Her heart pulsed. This man wanted to do to her what the black men liked to do to her. Her nipples thickened. She rose willingly as the air stewardess unbuckled her and led her in chains to the Arab slave-traders bed.





Angel waved her husband off to work after their usual lunch together. Sometimes it was convenient that her husband worked so close. Other times she wished he was not home most lunchtimes!


She looked around and grinned with released tension as she noticed her lover’s Mercedes pulled around the further corner. Fortunately her husband had driven out of the far end of the street before the limousine. He probably would only have smiled wryly, but Angel herself still felt moments of emotional discomfort at cuckolding her husband with her black lover.


Not that would ever stop her from rushing off to her lover’s bed. She loved Igwe Orizu and wanted nothing more than to see the delight in his eyes as she pleasured him.


Her pleasure fell when she realised the Mercedes contained only his chauffeur, Dominic. She did not like the casual contempt he seemed to have for her, though that did not stop him ogling her breasts or touching her up when helping her in and out of the car. Igwe had only laughed when she complained to him, and told her such she must grant his staff such small pleasures from time to time. It was one of the perks, he had explained, that they staff expected.


The chauffeur was quick to jump out of the car and open the door for her, and Angel put up with his hand sliding over her bottom.


The drive to Igwe’s home did not take long, Angel did not wait for Dominic to open the door for her, but rushed off into the villa before she was groped again.


Inside she found Igwe in conversation with Ngorro Luba, one of his long term friends and part of Igwe’s inner circle. Angel’s emotions were conflicted by his presence. The man was grossly overweight, and the oldest of Igwe’s inner circle at fifty four years old. He was also the most lecherous and perverted.


She saw his eyes light up when she walked into the room. In seconds she could see his pig-like eyes had stripped her naked in his mind. She shivered.


“Ah Angel. I am sorry but something has come up and I need to rush off and deal with it.”


Her face fell; she had already become aroused on the drive to his villa and had been looking forward to being pinned to the bed by his bull like strength.


“Good news though, Ngorro here has the afternoon free and has agreed to keep you entertained this afternoon.”


Angel’s heart thumped and seemed to drop to her stomach.


Ngorro’s grin widened and he licked fat lips as though getting ready to devour her.


Her loins tightened. It was not the first time she had been bedded by him and she knew his cock was incredibly thick, though not as long as her lover. She also knew that she would deeply offend Igwe if she refused, while any sign of hesitation or revulsion would only delight Ngorro.


She smiled at Ngorro, though her pulse had started to race, and butterflies were racing around her stomach.


“You know I would rather be with you this afternoon Igwe.”


Her lover smiled at her.


“Of course, I understand. It can’t be helped. However Ngorro has a surprise planned for you. I am sure you will enjoy your afternoon.”


Angel’s stomach twisted as she wondered what surprise the perverted and depraved man had thought up for her.


“Come dear, Igwe has a busy afternoon planned. We mustn’t delay him.”


The overweight African stepped forward sliding his arm around her slim waist, turning her away from her lover and leading her towards the front door of her lover’s villa.


Angel turned to look back at Igwe with one last appeal. He simply nodded her on her way.


At that point Ngorro’s pudgy hand slid over her bottom. His warm fat hand set her loins tingling and she looked at Ngorro, who grinned back at her and gently squeezed her bottom sending a little thrill shooting through her pussy.


She shuddered as she looked into the man’s eyes.


She really didn’t understand why her body reacted the way it always did when this man touched her. She knew she had no alternative but to surrender to his demands, however perverted they might be this afternoon, and unaccountably her cunt started to throb.





Igwe checked the address on the bit of paper in his hand.


“This is it Dominic. Pull over in front of the gates and wait.”


“Yes Sir.” Dominic replied smoothly bring the Mercedes to halt outside the wrought iron gates, and honked the horn.


Igwe did not wait for Dominic to open the door for him. Instead he stepped out of the car and walked across to the gates.


A gardener had come running at the sound of the car horn.


In a glance he took in the impeccably dressed African in the smartest cut suite the gardener had ever seen. His eyes flicked to the Mercedes, noting the suited chauffeur at the wheel.


He brought his knuckle up to his head in a respectful salute.


“Yes Sir, can I help you?”


“I have come with a surprise for Mrs Poslewhite.”


The gardener nodded politely.


“If you can give me your name I will let the Madam know you are here?”


Igwe smiled.


“I just mentioned it was a surprise. It won’t be a surprise if you go and tell her.”


The gardener looked troubled. He had strict orders not to open the gate without first obtaining permission from his employers, and Mr Poslewhite had already left for work so the white Madam was home alone.


He looked behind him at the villa pondering then turned back to find the smartly dressed African in front of him was holding out his hand.


“You have no need to worry Sarah really is expecting me.”


The gardener looked at the thousand Zimbabwe dollar note! That one piece of paper was worth two and a half month’s salary! He swallowed and reached out his hand taking the note.


The African gentleman knew Madam’s christian name and this was clearly not a con man or criminal arriving in such a car.


He nodded to himself and reached into his pocket to fetch out the gate key.


As Igwe stepped into the grounds of the villa he turned to the gardener.


“Does Mrs Postlewhite employ a house domestic?”


“Yes boss!”


“See that he is told to stay out of the villa until I leave. His presence might spoil the surprise.”


“Yes boss!”


The gardener smiled to himself, and decided not to ask any questions, as he pocketed the thousand dollar note.


Igwe strolled up the short driveway to the ornate panelled wooden door and rapped on it loudly and authoritatively.


It was a few moments before Sarah opened the door herself. Her face initially showed curiosity. She was not used to people knocking on their front door, as the gardener usually led guests straight to her or her husband.


When she saw the African gentleman that had clashed with her husband in the L’Escargot restaurant her eyes widened.


“You!”


Igwe smiled.


“Mrs Postlewhite, so nice to see you again.”


He stepped into the villa.


The attractive white woman in front of him was flustered and uncertain, clearly surprised at his presence.


“I just wanted to assure you that your husband’s behaviour will have no impact on our future relationship.”


“Ugh, err, well perhaps he was a bit of a bore, but he was just acting defensively, I am sure no offence was intended.”


Igwe smiled reassuringly at the woman. What he had said was all lies of course. The only reason he was here was to teach the arrogant white bastard a lesson.


Sarah remembered very well the outlandish boorish behaviour of her husband and flushed at the memory.


“I want to put all that behind us and give you a proper African welcome to our country.”


Sarah looked at the man in front of her. He was quite confident in himself, forceful even, and she was impressed with his immaculate suit, which was just as smart as the one she had seen him wear at the restaurant. He was obviously one of those rare Africans with power, money and influence.


“Well … OK”


Igwe grinned. The woman was charmingly uncertain of herself, such a contrast to her brash husband. He looked into her eyes, stepped forward and swept an arm around her slim waist and pulled her close.


Her eyes shot wide in surprise but, before she could respond, his right hand had risen and grasped her chin and his mouth descended on hers.


Igwe held the woman close as she wriggled and gasped in his grasp.


He thrust his tongue into her gasping mouth, while the hand behind her back held her close.


He enjoyed her squealed surprise as she felt his hot hardness press against her stomach.


Sarah squirmed against the strong heavily built African. She had been caught off guard when he had pulled her close and kissed her. His kiss had been ardent and passionate both shocking and delighting her.


She had tried to push him away but he was too strong! Her husband had never been as forceful and demanding as this man. Even as her arms sought to push him away, her stomach seemed to flip upside down in response to the masterly way this African had set upon her.


Then his arm behind her had moved and his hand centred in the small of her back and pushed her lower body against his loins and she felt the hot hard length of his manhood press against her.


Her squeal was not so much protest, but shock and disbelief. There was no mistaking the man was sexually aroused, but the thickness and length of the cock being pressed up against her was unbelievable.


No man’s cock could be that long!


Could it?


She squirmed against him. She had not intended to rub her stomach against his hard member, but her squirming left her with no doubt that the hot length she had rubbed against was a real cock!


Igwe released her and she stepped back gasping. Impossible to stop herself, her eyes fell to his trousers. The prominent bulge in his trousers seemed to reach out between them.


Igwe chuckled as he followed her gaze.


She looked up at him, eyes wide.


He stepped forward and grasped her again, pulling her forward.


She had not recovered from her surprise as the black man pulled her close again. One of his hands grasped and lifted her chin, she trembled as her hips were pulled into contact with his cock and his lips met hers again.


“Ohhh … mustn’t…” She panted into the demanding kiss of the black man.


He ignored her.


His lips crushed hers and his tongue probed. She couldn’t help her response as her own tongue met and duelled with his.


She felt the man’s hand slide down and grasp her bottom, then as his hand cupped her derriere and held her loins in position, the hard length of his cock rubbed firmly up and down her stomach.


A wet flood soaked her panties.


She finally pulled her lips free.


“We can’t… , you can’t… , my husband.”


“Your husband won’t he home for another three hours.”


Igwe looked down into the woman’s eyes. He could see the fire and passion that was overwhelming her.


“Don’t pretend you don’t want it. You would be lying to yourself and to me.”


“But I am married. I love my husband.”


“Of course, you do! That won’t stop me fucking you, or you enjoying it.”


The woman’s eyes went wide.


“I don’t want you to stop you loving your husband. I just intend to do what any red blooded man would want to do. I am going to fuck you till you can’t walk straight!”


Sarah was shocked at his blunt language. She felt a thrill run through her at his crude words. Her stomach was churning and her loins were on fire.


“It would be wrong. I can’t let you do this.”


Igwe grinned.


“What on earth makes you think you could stop me?”


The expression of confused desire on the pretty white woman’s face delighted Igwe.


She looked up at him as his words sunk in.


“I don’t want to do this.”


Igwe just laughed.


“Oh yes you do! Besides I am not giving you a choice. Your husband offended me and today I will bury my cock in your tight pussy, and then all will be forgotten.”


Then Sarah squealed again as the man grasped her waist and lifted her, swinging her hips effortlessly until his right arm caught her legs and she was held in his arms. Sarah was shocked at this display of strength. She brought one arm around his head and hung on as he carried her to the bedroom she had only ever shared with her husband.


In the bedroom the African turned and, with what seemed like effortless ease, threw her on the bed. She rolled turning onto her back and looked up as the African shrugged out of his jacket and set it carefully aside. Then he turned back as his hands tugged on his tie.


Sarah found her heart pounding as she watched the African strip off his clothes with slow casual confidence carefully setting each item aside with a slow deliberation that belied the urgency of the passion of his arrival.


As his body became exposed she saw the firm heavy body of an older middle-aged man that retained strength in his muscles, and firmness rather than fat encircled his middle. When his trousers dropped around his ankles a tight cramp engulfed her loins as she realised that her initial estimation of the length of hot hardness she had been pressed against had just not done justice to the thick length of hardened cock that thrust from the man’s loins.


“It’s too big.”


They were words Igwe Orizu had often heard and he just smiled as he tossed his socks on top of his neatly piled clothes then turned to the bed where the still clothed white woman had all this time lain passive on the bed.


He enjoyed the look in her eyes as she stared at his cock, the mixed look of shock and fascination. He knew her eyes would be feeding a wet rush of liquid heat between her thighs.


He reached her ankles. Like so many white women in Africa she had not been wearing tights or nylons and his strong hands closed around slim white ankles and pulled the woman towards him.


She squealed as he ran his hands up her legs, pushing her skirt high, before reaching for her panties. Sarah was not used to such a direct approach. The man was making no effort at courtship. He was like a lusting animal aroused and ready to rut and going straight for it.


She found herself responding with a gut driven heat of her own. She wondered if her being on heat was due to her fertile period starting and she realised with a start that it was so.


“You can’t come inside me!” She blurted.


Igwe’s eyes caught hers.


“My time might be starting you will have to pull out before you come.”


Igwe grasped her panties and pulled them down her legs roughly and quickly.


Sarah’s stomach flipped as her legs were pushed apart and the African swung onto the bed between her legs. His black manhood, like a scimitar curling up from between his legs was now poised and hanging low, aiming between her legs at the hot opening between her full thighs.


She raised her hips without conscious thought.


Igwe did not waste time stripping off her clothes any further, he lunged forward driving his cock unerringly into her body.


Sarah moaned and grasped his shoulders as for the first time in her life a really big cock drove into her. She felt the monster cock drive into her body, stretching and filling her sheath in a manner that left her breathless and stunned.


Her head fell back as Igwe thrust deep into her.


His head lowered and his teeth closed on the soft flesh of her neck. His teeth nibbled and gnawed on the soft white flesh. Sarah shook in a nervous spasm of pleasure.


“Don’t! My husband will see!”


Igwe bit into her flesh! That was the point after all! Letting her arrogant husband know his wife had been taken by another man. Not just another man but one of the ‘despised blacks’ her prejudiced husband seemed to hate.


He heaved and humped. He intended a lot more than leaving teeth-marks on her neck. The woman had blurted that it might be her fertile time. Normally he was not too concerned with getting his conquests pregnant, but the idea of planting a black baby in the womb of the wife of that arrogant white bastard fired him up.


He thrust the full length of his manhood hard into the woman, squirming and grinding his hips.


The woman caught his eyes. He could see the her eyes turn to meet his.


“Oh God, please remember to pull out.”


He could see the entreaty in her eyes and just grinned back at her.


Sarah moaned as she saw the intent in his eyes. She trembled with fear and anticipation, mixed with delight as the thrusting driving cock speared deep into her body.


She could see in the man’s eyes that he was not going to pull out. Her heart palpitated, and her breath caught in her throat, while her pussy hungrily grasped at the hot hard flesh … and her full shapely thighs grasped his body and legs hooked around his holding him close and deep.


Igwe grinned as he looked into the flushed face and he smiled at her. Lowering his head he kissed her again, passionately. Their tongues entwined and lips caressed and suck at each other.


Finally he broke off the kiss and laughed as the woman moaned and groaned beneath him.


He reached up and turned her head so that their eyes met again.


He thrust and rammed as their eyes locked again. Her eyes were glazed with passion.


“It’s past time you had a baby woman!”


He laughed as he saw her eyes widen.


“I know you don’t really want me to pull out!”


“I do! I do! I’m married! My husband he just would not understand! I can’t have a black baby!”


Igwe’s grin widened.


“Oh yes you can. Having a black baby is real easy in Africa…”


“No…”


Sarah gasped at the African pumped hard into her hot receptive channel.


“Yes … it happens just like this!”


He jerked above her.


His cock throbbed.


Sarah wailed as she felt his ten inch cock start to pump black seed into her fertile womb. She wailed even louder as her orgasm overtook her and her own juices rushed to meet and mix with the fertilising seed.




Chapter 25




Angel’s bottom tingled.


The pudgy, black hand, slid across her derriere lightly stroking.


She shivered at the sensual feel of the warm, caressing hand.


The African owner of the exploring hand enjoyed the soft curves of the white wife’s well rounded backside.


Angel accepted the stroking of the African as he led her from her lover’s home to his car. She did not particularly want to leave her lover and go to the home of his friend Ngorro, but she also knew the consequences of refusing her lover’s demand that she do so.


What bothered her was the way her loins were creaming as the overweight, perverted tub of lard known as Ngorro Luba fondled her. She did not fully understand why her body reacted sexually when this overweight lecherous African, old enough to be her father, ran his hands over her sensitive curves.


But react her body did and she swayed as she walked to his car, knowing she was going to the fat black man’s bed.


Louto, Ngorro’s chauffeur, grinned and licked his lips as he watched the beautiful white woman being led out of Mr Orizu’s villa. His employer was blessed, or was it cursed, to have an extremely thick cock.


It was a fat cock, and his employer struggled to penetrate many women until they had been opened up and lubricated. Louto had at first not believed it when he heard what his employer wanted from him as additional duties.


His eyes drank in the sight of the beautiful white woman strolling to his master’s car with a roll of hips. His cock stiffened as he ogled her slim waist, full breasts, and round hips. She was sensational!


If all went as it usually did in Ngorro’s household, Louto would before very long have his cock embedded in this woman. Not for too long, regretfully, unless his employer was distracted by his latest pet, Hayley. Hayley was the youngest daughter of his employer’s English accountant, and seemed to confirm all the wishful hopes of African males about white females.


Despite being only fourteen years old, the nubile teenager was a female that seemed to be in constant sexual heat.


Louto held the car door open for Angel as she slid past him into the car. Then he rushed around the car to open the door for his employer who slid in next to the woman. Louto saw his employer’s pudgy black hand come to rest on the shapely white thigh and his grin widened.


Ngorro squeezed the woman’s thigh. He enjoyed soft bare white skin beneath his hand. These pampered white women usually had very soft skin and while he preferred younger girls generally, he also liked the confused look in the eyes of older white women as they became aroused by his touch.


Over the years he had begun to enjoy the way white females were often initially repulsed by his physical bulk, and how they were often confused by the way their bodies instinctively responded to his touch. White women, and their husbands, seemed to live life wrapped up in a stereotype of western sexual behaviour and lacked any depth of awareness of the nature of sexuality. Usually by the time women submitted to his caresses they and their husbands knew they had no alternative but to let him have his way.


Once his fat cock had stretched their tight pussies a few times they would come to his bed willingly and their bemused, and even more confused husbands, would hear their much loved wives squeal and moan in pleasure, squashed beneath his overweight black bulk.


Ngorro just loved the confused look on the faces of white husbands as they witnessed their lovely wife become sexually aroused under the caresses of his pudgy black hands, and sometimes the shock/horror on their faces as Ngorro led off their teenage daughters for a night of debauchery.


Ngorro always ensured that, by that point, the husband/father knew that any complaint or interference on their part would have disastrous consequences for the man concerned.


He turned towards Angel and noted the nervous tension in her posture. It brought a smile to his face. He ran his eyes over her body, mentally stripping away her clothes. He was quite open about it, enjoying her discomfort.


He raised his right arm and placed it around her shoulder, pulling her close and holding her firmly as he brought his left arm around to cup and squeeze one of her breasts. He felt her squirm in his arms as his pudgy hand fondled her remarkably full round orb.


Ngorro liked the way white women looked after their bodies. Their pampered existence as the wives of white professional men was a stark contrast to most hard working African women toiling in the sun, while bringing broods of black babies into the world.


Angel held herself still in the African’s grip. Ngorro’s pudgy hand was warm and she found her breast responding to his caress. The nipple of her fondled breast was already thickening, her breast tingling, while her beating heart made her breasts rise and fall. She watched the African grin as he palmed her full orb. His fingers tweaked her flesh through her dress.


The African looked her in the eye.


“Soon we will be home, my dove, then you will have plenty of black cock to drive you wild with passion.”


Angel looked him in the eye. This African pervert’s grin was unmistakable.


A shiver ran through her.


This old fat black man may be a lecherous old goat, but she was aroused and wet between her legs in anticipation of what this man was going to do to her! The fact that she could not refuse this man only heightened her arousal.


She was confused by the sexual turmoil that had overtaken her life since she had first submitted to her African lover, but sitting beside this overweight black pervert she was hot and aroused and she knew she wanted to let him do whatever he wanted to her.


Her husband would never understand this lust, but she no longer cared if her husband understood or not.


“We are going to have a party when we get home. You and me and that little minx Hayley.”


He laughed when he saw Angel’s eyes widen. He looked over towards his chauffeur.


“Of course, we mustn’t forget Louto.”


He watched as the woman’s eyes flick to his chauffeur and the confusion in her face. He could see the dread surfacing for a moment, before her eyes returned to him. He knew this proud woman and her disdain for those she felt were below her. Nevertheless when Ngorro held her slim neck down and indicated to Louto to thrust into the woman he knew her mewled protest would only be half felt. Her proud disdain would surrender to the lust of the moment.


“There would be no pleasure for me if Louto did not get you open and ready for me, all wet and open for my prick. You would be just too tight for a cock as thick as mine!”


Angel’s eyes were riveted on Ngorro as he spoke softly his eyes boring into hers.


Ngorro brought his hand up and lightly stroked her cheek.


“It’s OK. I know you don’t want to like my fat cock thick and deep in your body, but you and I both know that you do like it…”


He ran his thumb over her sweet lips, pushing them apart, enjoying they softness. Angel licked her lips as the tension rose inside her, inadvertently running her tongue across his thumb.


Ngorro pushed his thumb between her lips, pushing it deep.


Angel looked into his eyes as her mouth clamped around the fat digit and she started sucking on it, bringing another delighted lecherous grin to the African’s face. He pulled his thumb free of her sucking mouth and enjoyed the way she seemed to be panting in heat. Her eyes had a fire in them that spoke of a rising sexual passion.


“If only I could see your husband’s face while he watches you gasp and moan in pleasure beneath me!”


He watched the woman’s eyes flick away in sudden doubt. He used his hand to turn her head back to him, and lowered his head.


Angel was in turmoil as the African’s fat lips descended on her own softer lips. His kiss was hungry and demanding and when he thrust his tongue into her mouth her own tongue extended to greet it. Angel’s mind was torn between her natural inclination to be repulsed by this man, while at the same time her loins flooded wet.


She gasped when the man’s hand released her breast and in a swift move Ngorro thrust his hand up under her dress.


Ngorro’s chuckle broke through their kiss as his pudgy hand found Angel’s panties were soaked with her juices already. Angel’s hips squirmed as fat fingers pushed aside the soaked material and probed her sex lips, sliding them apart and thrusting in causing her to jerk and moan.


Ngorro pulled free and laughed as he sat back in the luxury of his limousine.


“Hurry up Louto. Get me home. This woman is hot to be fucked.”


Angel flushed. A pink glow suffusing her porcelain skin.


The African driver grinned and pressed down on the accelerator. He had no worries about the police. Harare’s few police cars were reserved for senior officers, not mundane traffic control issues. Those on bicycles would not keep up, and even if they did Ngorro would simply wave his wallet. Louto regarded it as his duty to ensure that his employer was not bothered by such tedious matters, and the limousine shot along the narrow, quiet, tree lined avenues of Greendale.


Angel sat beside him.


Her chest rose and fell and her breathing was heavy. Her loins were a turmoil of seething passion. Her nipples were full and erect and she could still taste his masculine breath on her lips. Her eyes were wide and her mouth open as she panted in frustration.


The bastard had brought her so close to orgasm in a brief, urgent surge of excitement. She didn’t understand how the lecherous goat could so quickly arouse her, but there was no mistaking the trembling and throbbing need that had engulfed her body.


She did not want to wait until they reached Ngorro’s villa and turned to look at him.


Ngorro turned to meet her gaze. She noted the glint in his pig like eyes and shuddered, still struggling to understand why this evil black man should have the ability to arouse in her such lust.


Ngorro nodded to her.


“You may play with my cock during the journey.”


Ngorro loved the flash of conflicted emotions that passed across the woman’s face. A smile settled on his face as she edged forward and one of her slim white hands slid across his bulk before dropping down below the round bulging stomach, and dipped between his fat sprawling thighs.


He sighed, closing his eyes, as the hand of the married white woman softly stroked across the bulging length of his cock. Even through his trousers he could enjoy her soft caressing hand as she fondled his cock.


The journey was not long…


His security guards had seen him coming and the gate was already open for the limousine as it swept inside the high walled secure villa. It stood in substantial grounds within the suburb of Borrowdale. Most of the neighbours were white and nothing delighted Ngorro more than knowing that his white neighbours could hear the sounds of his debauched parties.


However, his wilder parties were held at his remote country estates, most of which had once belonged to white farmers. On those estates the wails and screams did not carry to his neighbours properties and Ngorro allowed some of the more fanatical members of the ruling party to indulge their wilder anti-white excesses. Some of the wails and screams came from trussed and tied white fathers as they watched the Africans have sport with their young daughters.


It was a shame there were so few young and innocent white girls in Zimbabwe these days.


Among other things the excesses ensured the white wives and girls he took along to pleasure him during such weekends clung eagerly to him, and were willing to do absolutely anything to please him rather than be handed over to the rabidly fanatical anti-white thugs.


Louto quickly jumped out of the car to help Ngorro squeeze his bulk out of the limousine. His speed was not just an eagerness to please his employer. He was eager to thrust his own hard cock into this flushing white woman that Ngorro had brought back to the villa.


He was soon helping Angel out of the car, enjoying a flash of white thigh in the process.


“Let’s go into the rear garden Angel.”


Ngorro waved to her and waddled around the side of the villa, after first checking the security guards were locking the gate. Angel followed on, making a point of not rushing after him, not that Ngorro noticed.


She heard Ngorro call out cheerfully and when she reached the rear garden she heard some splashing and giggling coming from the sparkling blue pool. A girl heaved herself out of the pool in an upward surge of energy. One knee briefly touched the edge of the pool. Then she was standing in the sunlight.


“Angel, you know Hayley don’t you.”


Angel stared at the girl, for once struck silent by the vision in front of her. She glanced at Ngorro seeing the fierce lust on his face as his eyes drank in the shapely young girl, and her stomach flipped.


Looking back at the girl she saw that the little minx had cocked one leg, emphasising the shape of her upper thigh. Water dripped from the girl; each drop seemed to flash in the sunlight as she gave a little shake. A sinuous shimmy that was indecent in its sensuous promise.


Angel bridled. A young girl should not know how to be so sexy! She was only just into her teens and yet she seemed to have a sexual awareness far beyond her years. Her smile would have made Mona Lisa blush as her suggestive eyes met those of Ngorro offering him everything she knew he desired with movement of her shoulders that emphasised her small, but firm, jutting, ripe young breasts.


The water from the pool was draining down her body in rivulets that seemed to coalesce between her legs then run down her inner thighs. Her legs were surprisingly full, if coltish, below her rounded hips.


Angel’s inexperienced daughter Amanda was no comparison to this voluptuous and knowing minx standing provocatively in front of her and Ngorro! This was a girl who knew what men wanted and revelled in willingly offering with enthusiasm all they wanted. Angel was going to have to work hard with Amanda before she could compete with this wanton young slut.


It was a thought that would never have crossed her mind before Angel travelled to the African country of Zimbabwe. Now that thought did not even strike her as odd, as she contemplated on how to make her own teenage daughter a more tempting attraction for the African middle aged men than the minx in front of her.


Pleasing her lover was Angel’s top priority.


Whatever the cost!


Angel turned to Ngorro seeing the naked hungry lust still on the man’s face as he leered at the semi-naked nubile girl. Her eyes dropped instinctively and she saw that the man’s fat bulk did not hide the growing bulge in his trousers.


She felt a heat rise in her own loins, even as her inner self baulked when she wondered what the African pervert would think up to demand from her and the girl standing in front of them with water, sparkling in the sun, still dripping from her curvy charms.


Ngorro flicked his fingers towards his villa and smiled as white woman and girl turned obediently and entered his lair of depravity, as he liked to think of his home. He turned to Louto, who quickly suppressed his own lusting grin. Ngorro nodded Louto towards the house, and the African followed his employer into the villa.


Hayley led the way. Small bare feet padded across bare shiny marble as, without hesitation, the girl led the way through the villa to Ngorro’s bedroom. She did not need to be told where he wanted to go. She almost loved the man who had lavished so much attention on her and treated her like the grown up woman she considered herself to be … and the sex he demanded she found exhilarating and exciting despite, or perhaps even more because of, his bloated body.


Angel followed behind, trying not to look at the warm round bottom, barely covered by her bikini. The girl’s derriere was indecently full and curvy. She had no doubt that Ngorro must have fondled with delight those soft warm curves.


Her own loins filled with hot moisture as she recalled the feel of the fat pervert’s hands on her own bottom. She shivered at the memory. She did not understand how her body could react so instinctively in the face of the man’s crude lust, but it did.


Angel may not have understood why the man aroused her, but she did know that his enormously fat cock would produce intense pleasure in her when it was thrust deep into her.


The girl padded into a sumptuous bedroom where the large bed dominated the room. With youthful energy Hayley bounded up onto the bed turning back to watch Ngorro entered the room. Her ivory teeth flashed in a broad grin when she saw his eyes were on her. Her arms moved around her body and her bikini top was off and flying through the air. She laughed when it struck Louto’s head bringing a frown to the chauffeur’s face.


Her pert round breasts quivered as she jumped up and down on the bed. They were too small to sag or bounce, instead they seemed to vibrate with energy. Her small pert nipples were only a slightly darker pink than the ripe orbs that jutted from her chest.


Hayley wiggled her hips in excitement as the eyes of the African men were drawn to her jiggling orbs. She loved the way the eyes of both men ogled her breasts.


Ngorro nodded to Louto whose wide grin grew even wider as he stripped off his clothes.


Ngorro then drew Angel to one side pulling her in front of him so she was facing the bed. His hand held her waist for a moment as though steadying her in position. Angel was acutely aware of his fat body pressed against her. Then his hands released her waist and rose up in front of her to grasp her breasts.


Hot tingles flushed through her loins as his fat hands squeezed and fondled her firm breasts. On the bed, Hayley flopped down on to her back flinging her lithe curvy legs apart as the lusting black chauffeur climbed onto the bed, his cock thrusting from his body like a black dagger.


Angel shivered as Ngorro’s mouth descended on her slim neck and his slathering lips fastened onto the tender skin. She heard the snuffling gasps as the African nibbled her neck and his hot tongue licked across her soft tender flesh. His fingers found her nipples and squeezed.


Angel bit her lip to suppress a moan; then she found herself pressing back against the man’s bulk. Her bottom rotating and pushing back searching out through his bulk for the hard bar of flesh that was his cock


Hayley’s excited squeal drew her eyes back to the bed and she was in time to see the chauffeur surge forward between the girl’s splayed thighs her bikini bottom hanging from the girl’s right hands. She saw Hayley’s eyes widen in excitement, and then the girl squealed again as the older black man above her grasped her shoulders and began thrusting.


Her own loins flooded with the heat of her own excitement at seeing the nubile girl squirming and moaning beneath the thrusting African.


“Enough!”


It was Ngorro who had called out as he pushed Angel away from him. He advanced on the bed quickly stripping off his clothes.


The chauffeur pulled back from the girl. Regret and disappointment written plain on his face, but he knew better than to ignore his employer. He pushed himself free of the moaning girl, his cock plopping out of the girl with a noticeable sucking popping sound.


“Get undressed Angel. It’s party time.”


Angel reached for her zip. Her own loins were on fire and she seethed with jealousy at the way Ngorro was now fully focussed on the naked girl.


Hayley turned on the bed, crossing one shapely coltish thigh across the other, grinning up at the overweight African. She brought her slim hands up to the small firm breasts as though to hide them from the lusting Ngorro.


Angel watched as the girl squeezed her own young breasts before allowing the pink nipples to protrude through her fingers. She was shocked at the behaviour of the young minx at that age. She would never have behaved like this hoyden. Indeed she did not behave like this now.


She felt a fleeting envy at the girl’s lack of restraint.


Hayley continued to caress her breasts exposing more of the thrusting mounds to the hungry gaze of her father’s African boss. She tightened her grip, squeezing her young mounds to make them jut forward.


“Suck them. Oh please suck on my pretty nipples.”


A deep hungry moan seemed to erupt from the rounded tub of lard that was the fifty four year old African businessman. Then his body seemed to roll forward and the African fell forward on to her, his hungry mouth seeking those round, pink tipped breasts as though a leech hungry for blood.


Hayley’s excited squeals must have been heard across the neighbourhood thought Angel as her hand quickly pushed down her soaking wet panties, and she kicked them away. She paused, unsure what to do next. Hayden’s slim body seemed enveloped in a mass of black flesh as the African slobbered over the girl’s recently developed breasts. Her young hands had dropped to his head and clutched the black man’s sweating bald head.


It drove Hayley wild when the black man sucked her breast wholly into his mouth with that all devouring hunger that he had. She moaned and spread her legs wide beneath his massive bulk. She loved being ravaged by the man’s teeth and lapped by his hot greedy tongue, but even more she hungered to have her tight sheath stretched and filled by the man’s fat cock.


She squirmed and moaned and wriggled beneath the African.


She looked up at the hungrily sucking man.


“Your cock, your cock I need you cock in me. Please, please fuck me now!”


Ngorro grinned as his teeth nibbled the wrinkled tight flesh of the girl’s tasty young nipple. He loved to hear white females moan and groan and beg for his cock. He raised her head and looked into the young girl’s eyes. He also loved the look of fevered heat he found in those eyes. He enjoyed the feel of her body, trapped by his bulk, but still squirming and writhing against him.


He raised himself on his elbows and heaved his bulk forward. His tongue led the way lapping and licking at soft, young white flesh, until her found the soft tenderness of the girl’s neck. Then he lowered her head, and his teeth gripped. He would send the girl home to her father with the bruised, reddened flesh of a hickey on her neck for her father to sweat over.


Hayley squealed even louder as the African’s hard ivory teeth worried the soft flesh of her neck. She gasped and moaned and pushed her slim body against the heavy rotund African as though wanting to squeeze her body into his.


Angel watched in disbelief as the wanton girl’s hips seemed to find a way to grind and squirm up against the African. Then the man raised his head and elbowed his bulk even higher. His hips rose and fell and the girl’s legs shot wide on either side of his bulk.


The girl screamed as the African thrust again. It took Angel a moment to realise it was a scream of delight. Ngorro’s hips shifted from side to side then rose and fell. The girl’s slim legs writhed futilely as Hayley tried to wrap her legs around the African’s fat bulk. Her arms tried to wrap around Ngorro as twenty stone of African flesh wobbled and quivered above her his cock now buried into the exquisitely hot tight channel of the young English girl.


Angel was mesmerised at the grotesque, but strangely fascinating sight of the overweight African pounding at the slim teenage form beneath him.


Then Louto’s hands encircled her waist gripping her.


She tensed wanting to push the black servant’s hands away from her body.


“Ngorro,” she called out as the chauffeur’s hands held her, then started stroking her. The African looked up from his fevered humping of the white teenager to see the discomfort on Angel’s face as his black servant slid his hands up her front to grasp her full breasts and squeeze them.


He grinned and nodded to his watching servant who knew very well the limits his employer would allow.


“Open up her ass for me!”


A look of anguish crossed the white woman’s face. That look stiffened Ngorro’s cock even further as he ploughed into the hot grasp of the young girl’s pussy.


“Oh No! Please not my ass! Your cock is too thick for my ass!”


Louto ignored the byplay between his boss and this arrogant white woman. He played his hands over her breasts seeking out and twisting her nipples. He enjoyed the way the woman’s body trembled in his grasp.


Ngorro’s grin was wide as he humped the white girl below him while watching the more mature white woman being fondled and prepared for him.


“Don’t be silly woman! Do you think your pussy can compare to this girl’s tight young cunt. I want your tight ass next! Now get over here and hold Hayley’s ankles apart and keep her legs steady before her heels cause to many bruises!”


Angel pulled herself free from the black chauffeur and hurried over to the bed. Hayley grinned up at her and then pushed her legs wide and back. Angel grasped the girl’s ankles holding her legs wide apart.


“Good girl, now hold her firm Angel.” Ngorro humped and heaved his bulk between the spread legs of the enthusiastic white teenage girl. He focused his attention on her, thrusting into her tightly clasping cunt and enjoying her gasping moans.


Angel held the girl’s legs looking down at the rutting couple. She could see the face of the girl. Her eyes were flashing with excitement and her cheeks flushed pink with passion. Her sweet lips parted as her breath at times seemed squeezed out of her by the thrusting African.


Angel found herself fascinated by the sight.


It came as brutal reminder when Louto’s strong hand grasped her neck and pushed her forward and down. She wanted to protest, she wanted to wriggle from his grasp, to tell him no.


She knew better and accepted the forward push, now finding she was using the girl’s ankles for support!


When she felt Louto push his cock between the cheeks of her bottom, she moaned in sudden fear.


“Please! Use some lubrication.”


Louto hesitated for a moment. He wanted nothing more than to brutally ram his cock through this arrogant woman’s un-lubricated sphincter and make her scream, but he worked for Ngorro and liked his job. It was not worth his job to focus on his own desires, reluctantly he lowered the direction of his black hardness and wiped it through the wet bush of the woman’s loins.


He used his hand to brush the hard plum of his cock up and down in the wet furrow, then he aimed it higher and pushed forward. His other hand grasped the woman’s shoulder so she could not pull away as he thrust forward.


Despite lubrication a gasping moan escaped from Angel. Louto could tell it was as full of pain as passion. He laughed at the sound of her pain and brought up his freed hand to grasp her waist as he bucked his hips hard twice, pushing his cock through her tight protesting sphincter deep into her hot bowels.


With one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip he wasted no time thrusting deep into the bent over moaning woman. He did not know how long he would have before his employer decided to take his place so his rutting was urgent and demanding. He cared nothing for this woman’s pleasure, only for his own.


Angel kept a good grip on Hayley’s ankles tightly. She had known that letting a mere servant thrust into her body was going to be a mistake. She knew the pain in her ass would recede, but at the moment her eyes watered at the brutal treatment being inflicted on her poor asshole. She also knew it would be worse if Louto didn’t open her up for his master’s fat black cock.


She moaned further and sank down. Her knees found the bed and she crouched down to transfer her weight onto the bed, all the while still holding the girl’s ankles wide apart as the black chauffeur thrust and humped painfully into her hot tight bowels.


The soft, hot wet lapping that started between her legs came as a shock and she looked down to realise the girl beneath her had raised her head and had started licking her pussy as the Louto rammed himself into her ass.


The long groan that broke out of her was full of excited passion. The licking seemed to have matched itself to the receding pain and Angel found her loins had turned into a sexual inferno with cock and tongue probing her body.


Ngorro looked up. Noting the change in Angel’s mood, he looked up into a pair of full round, breasts, licked his lips and bobbed his head forward. Angel’s breath caught in her throat when fat black lips enclosed one of her thickened nipples and sucked.


Her whole body was now tingling from end to end as two men and the girl each did their thing to her.


Ngorro heaved his bulk upward. He continued thrusting into the young white girl while his attention shifted to the gasping white woman. He noticed as she started to her grind her hips down onto the licking tongue of young Hayley and smiled in quiet satisfaction. She had passed the point when she had any control over her passion.


Ngorro reached out with his pudgy black hands and grasped Angel’s full, but firm white breasts. He enjoyed their soft firmness. He ran his palm over her engorged nipples watching the flushed excitement on the woman’s face as he played with her sensitive flesh.


“I hear you have two daughters, tell me about them!”


Angel’s eye flashed open.


Ngorro enjoyed the shocked surprise in the woman’s eyes. Did she think Igwe would not tell his friends? He grinned back at her, watching her wary confusion.


“I hear they are Amanda and Rebecca,”


Angel nodded not trusting herself to speak as the hot, hard bar of African cock continued to firmly thrust into her; while Hayley was proving to be quite an expert at pussy licking between her legs. The pudgy African hands caressed her tingling breasts.


“I hear Amanda is the same age as young Hayley here.”


Angel looked down, because Ngorro had shifted position she could now see his immensely fat cock, wet and slick, as it thrust and slid into the girl’s tight young pussy.


She looked up into the lustfully grinning face of the African pervert into whose hands she had fallen.


“I will expect you to hold Amanda’s ankles apart for me as well.”


Angel’s eyes flashed fire. Her mind raced, and her stomach churned. Her heart started to pound.


She knew she had to say something. She knew she had to protest. She had to…


Hayley’s tongue swirled up lapping in circles around her clitoris.


Her eyes locked with those of Ngorro. She saw the triumphant grinning lust in his eyes.


She had to say something.


She had to.


She opened her mouth and moaned … then started to shake as an orgasm overtook her.




Chapter 26




Joseph Yoruba checked his watch. It was 1.25pm. If the report of his undercover officers was correct, Gerald Poslewhite would be about to leave for work and if he was as punctilious as had been reported he would not be back until 5.35pm.


When the gates opened Joseph smiled to himself. He liked people who were regular in their routine. It made his job that much easier. He waited for Mr Poslewhite’s car to pass along the tree-lined street and turn the corner at the end of the street before stepping out from his car.


The gardener had stopped to chat with his friends outside the gate of the villa and was only now closing the gate. Joseph raised his hand in a commanding gesture allowing his leather wallet to fall open revealing his warrant card.


The cautious gardener carefully looked at the warrant card. He was well aware of the scams tried so often by criminals. When he saw the logo of the Central Intelligence Organisation he was filled with dread.


“Mr Poslewhite has just left for work, Sir.”


Joseph nodded acknowledgement.


“See that you do not allow Mr Poslewhite to return to the villa before I leave.”


Joseph strolled on ignoring the troubled look on the old African gardener’s face. He knew the African gardener would obey his order. No matter what affection or respect, or even fear the man has of his white employer, Joseph Yoruba knew the terror Zimbabweans had of the country’s security organisation would ensure his orders were obeyed.


The gardener was indeed troubled but not by any concern for his white boss. Sarah Poslewhite, his employer’s wife was a nice lady. Only yesterday, an African had called on her and now today a major from the dreaded CIO was calling, instructing him not to allow her husband into the villa until he left.


It was not good. Not good at all. He feared for his employer’s wife, but he would do nothing. Not that there was anything he could do and he did not like her husband anyway but she had been kind to him and understanding.


Joseph strolled across the short entrance yard. It was shaded from the hot African sun by tall trees and the villa itself was shrouded by bushes. His professional eye noting the weakness in the villa’s security represented by those bushes so close to the house.


He rapped hard on the heavy, dark varnished, main door.


It was opened a moment later by a pretty white lady who looked surprised, but not unduly worried by the appearance on her doorstep of a strange man.


“Yes?” She said looking around wondering why her gardener had let this man through her gate.


“Mrs Poslewhite? Sarah Postlewhite?”


He held out his warrant card watching her face as she read his identity. Her face showed none of the natural concern a Zimbabwe citizen would show at the realisation that a major of the CIO had come calling.


“Can I help you in some way?”


“Yes, you can. Mr Igwe Orizu mentioned your name. May I come in?”


He saw the tell-tale flush slightly colour her cheeks. The white woman hesitated a moment then she stepped back opening the door wide.


“By all means come in out of the sun. I don’t understand. Why would Mr Orizu give you my name?”


Joseph stepped into the only slightly cooler interior and turned to watch as the woman slowly closed the door before turning back to him.


“Igwe told me you might like this.”


He stepped close to the woman, curled an arm around her waist, pulled her close and brought his lips down on hers forceful and demanding.


Sarah at first was too stunned to resist. The African was strong and his second arm had come around to pin her arms to her side. The man’s kiss was hungry and passionate as she squirmed in his grasp the heat of his body against her stirred a primitive reaction in her own body. His lips were aggressive, passionate, quite unlike her husband and his kiss was making her stomach flutter.


She gasped when he released her lips and tried to push him away but her arms were still pinned by his stronger arms.


“You can’t do this! Let me go!” She wriggled in his grasp.


The African reached up behind her, which enabled her to get an arm free, and she tried pushing him away but his body was firm and muscular below the smart suit he wore. The African’s right hand, behind her back, caught at her hair wrapping itself in her silky strands and Sarah squealed at the sudden pain as the hand, pulling on her hair, forced her head backwards.


Joseph’s face hovered over hers for a moment as he looked down into startled amber eyes.


“Yes I can.” He said lowering his lips to again kiss soft, full lips.


Sarah leaned away from the kiss, but held as she was, she could not pull away from his questing lips. By seeking to pull away with her shoulders she inadvertently pushed forwards with her hips pressing against his body. She felt his hardness, hot and throbbing inside his trousers which set her heart pumping. Her own loins throbbed in natural response.


She felt flushed and confused. The man was already full of lust and all she had done was answer the door to him. She knew his hard cock would drive all rational thought from the man’s mind.


She looked into the African’s eyes and saw the hungry lust in the man’s eyes as they looked into hers. She flushed and closed her eyes. She was shocked at the way her body was responding to the thickening hardness, hot against her stomach. The feel of it made her strength evaporate and her muscles turn to water.


She was not used to being treated like this by a man and the reaction of her body shamed her. Her nipples had stiffened and her vagina was wet. Not damp or moist, she was wet with her juice as though her body knew better than her what it wanted and was preparing itself for the fucking to come.


She must resist, she must!


This man was a stranger and he was black!


Her husband would not understand.


She made an attempt to push him away but her arms could not match the strength of the African holding her in his grasp.


“Your husband has been accused of being a racist, Mrs Poslewhite, are you a racist as well?”


Her eyes flew open and she glared at the African.


“I am not and never have been!”


“But you do not deny your husband is a racist?”


Joseph watched the woman’s face as her gaze left his and looked away. He enjoyed the tender white neck and the dainty, curling ear exposed as her head turned away.


“Do you know how serious the charge of racism is in Zimbabwe, Mrs Poslewhite? I have the power to lock up you husband for years.”


“You wouldn’t.”


Sarah turned back to the black man seeking out his eyes. She saw not a hint of compassion or sympathy in his eyes, just confident arrogance.


Her heart fluttered and her stomach writhed.


“Do you love your husband enough to prove to me you are not a racist?”


As he said it, the man pulled her close with his left hand and slowly humped his cock against her belly. She felt the hot throbbing heat through their clothes. She felt its length, which was did not seem longer than Mr Orizu’s cock yesterday, but nevertheless was longer and thicker than her husband’s penis.


There was no mistaking what ‘proof’ this black man was demanding.


Did she have any choice?


If she denied him wouldn’t he just take her anyway?


What power had this man been given have to destroy their lives and all he wanted to with that power was to bury his cock in her body.


Yes, Yes, Yes, her body seemed to scream at her, let him have her. Hot liquid seemed to escape her womanhood and leak down her thighs. Her legs parted in hungry readiness for the primitive rutting her body seemed to be screaming for. Her nipples ached.


“No, you can’t.” she said.


Her voice was weak and tremulous. Even as she said the words her womanhood seemed to flower open in defiance of her mind as her body hungrily responded to the power and passion of the cock throbbing and pulsing so close to her fertile womb.


“Oh, you can’t. You will get me pregnant.”


Her eyes flashed back to the black man yesterday as she remembered it was her time of the month. That African had shot his seed up into her womb despite her pleading with him to pull out. She did not think this man would pull out either. His hot throbbing cock was clearly ready to shoot more sperm up into her receptive womb.


A womb that was eager for the seed it needed to do its job and produce a baby.


A baby her husband had not given her after 5 years of trying.


Yesterday, Mr Orizu had not pulled out when he came, shooting his sperm deep inside her, despite her protests she had clung to his thrusting body as he had shot his jetting sperm into her womb!


She might already be pregnant with a black baby and if she let this man have her, the risk of getting pregnant would be doubled and if that happened she would then not be certain who the father was!


She flushed and renewed her weak struggled in the African’s arms.


He waited, patient, understanding and amused.


He enjoyed the feel of her warm curvy body writhing against him. Through her clothes he could feel that her nipples were hard, betraying her arousal. Her hips rubbed against his as she squirmed and his hardness enjoyed the softness of her belly.


After a moment she stopped struggling and looked up at him.


He lowered his head to hers, this time her lips parted. The African’s tongue invaded her mouth like a hot slithering snake, finding and clashing with her tongue.


She moaned into his mouth. His grip on her hair had not relaxed and she tingled with a light pain that seemed to fuel her own passion. His arm pulled her close, so her super sensitive nipples brushed against the African’s chest. The hardness of his body against her breasts sending renewed hot flushes through her loins.


The African’s left hand cupped and squeezed her bottom sending thrills through her. While the hot bar of flesh throbbed and jerked against her stomach.


Joseph stepped forward, backing Sarah against the wall as he kissed, his mouth hungrily ravishing the softness of her, now, unresisting mouth. With her body trapped against the wall he was able to free up his hands. Bringing his left hand around to the front of her body, he found the zip of her trousers.


Belatedly, Sarah sought to push his hand away, but her right hand was still pinned by the hand gripping her hair and the strong African easily ignored her efforts. Her eyes widened at the sound of the zip of her trousers being lowered. Then the man’s hand was inside her trousers and she moaned into his mouth.


Igwe’s foraging left hand found panties that were soaking wet and he grinned as he kissed her. His eyes flashed a message of triumph to the squirming woman as fingers pushed aside wet fabric and delved deeper and lower into the soft, wet flesh of Sarah’s hot womanhood.


Sarah’s moan turned into a squeal as strong male fingers rubbed her clitoris.


The African hand between her legs had thrust her thighs apart.


She found herself confused, torn by feelings of lust and shame as her loins flooded the dark fingers toying with her womanhood. She gasped, then writhed as the African hooked a finger inside her then thrust it into her. She was struggling to cope with his thick finger circling inside her when the Africans thumb found and pressed on her clitoris.


“Oooooooooh. Wow!”


Her eyes closed as an exquisite tingling shook her body.


Joseph looked down at her face. He relished the look of shocked delight on her pretty face, and she was very pretty. A heart shaped face and pouty lips, small nose and petite ears. The expression on her face was all excited passion.


He had seen that look on the face of other white women.


He did not give damn about what her husband thought, this was a woman that would take naturally to whoredom…


He stroked his thumb pressing forward with his finger deep inside.


Sarah released an unladylike squeal as her loins seemed to go into a spasm with a long series of pulsing throbs.


With his fingers outside her pussy stroking across her wet private parts, the finger deep inside her, and the thumb stroking her clitoris, Sarah was rapidly losing control of herself. His hand in her hair twisted its grip and the sudden twinge of pain seemed to synchronise with the heat in her loins.


She moaned into the African’s mouth and found herself eagerly pushing her tongue into his mouth, seeking out his tongue with her own. Her nipples were centres of pleasure and she pressed them into the African, rubbing them against his chest, sending goose bumps and thrills through her body.


Joseph pulled away, sliding his hands out of her body, and out of her trousers. Releasing her hair he ran his hand down her soft cheek before stepping back.


For a moment Sarah wobbled on her feet unsupported by the African her knees were weak. She looked up at him confused by him backing away from her and she wondered why he had released her. Her body ached with hot need. Her now empty pussy throbbed, it wanted to be filled and stretched.


“Show me the way to the bedroom lady.”


Sarah stared at him for a moment, then she decided not to make an issue of it.


She should tell this man to leave.


She should slap his face.


If she did he might leave. For goodness sake he was a stranger, a complete stranger. Did she really want him to leave? Did she want to return to days of boredom?


Her nipples ached, and hot pulses of heat suffused her loins,


She turned and walked down the corridor leading to her bedroom.


The sudden slap on her bottom was a shock that made her jump.


Behind her the African chuckled and a bright flush suffused her face.


“I guess you are a lady who likes to be spanked.”


Sarah felt a shiver run down her spine at the man’s words.


As she walked down the corridor she swayed her waist and hips.


For a few moments her brain started to recover from the emotional surge of the last few minutes. Her heart pounded and her stomach flipped, and sudden doubts engulfed her as she walked towards her bedroom, her loins wet with an excitement she would never have expected to find within he. She walked to her bedroom followed by a black man she had never met before he strode through her door.


A black man with a hard cock.


What sort of woman was she, she wondered. Her mind was troubled briefly, but her loins were in a turmoil of seething, throbbing heat, while her nipples were straining for more attention. She dismissed her doubts. This was incredibly exciting and her arousal was too great to stop now and the man behind her had a big, hard, throbbing cock. Her brain may have had a few second thoughts, but her feet kept walking to her bedroom.


Joseph followed behind enjoying her swaying bottom, in her tight fitting trousers. He already knew what kind of woman was Sarah Poslewhite.


He already knew she was a natural whore…





Sarah strolled into her bedroom and paused a minute looking down at the bed she shared with her husband.


Behind her she heard the bedroom door close and a shiver seemed to run the length of her body.


She stood quiet, trembling.


Joseph moved up behind her. His hands circled her body, reaching up to grasp firmly her full breasts. Sarah leaned back into him, her knees weakening. He pulled her close and the hard throbbing heat of his stiff cock pressed into her round bottom.


Joseph dipped his face forward, leaving a soft unexpectedly tender kiss on her soft white neck. The unexpected gentleness just sent more throbbing heat through her loins. Joseph released her left breast and dropped his hand between her legs cupping her mound through her trousers.


The hand between her legs was not soft and tender. He gripped her firmly, squeezing and moulding her wetness. Her panties were drenched and his grasping hand pushed the wet cloth into her hot loins.


As Joseph opened his mouth, his right hand squeezed a firm nipple pulling her closer into his arms, he moved his head forward seeking out the softer flesh then he closed his teeth and bit.


Sarah issued a long, gasping squeal.


Joseph maintained his grip, worrying her flesh determined to leave a love bite on the neck of this married white woman that she would struggle to explain to her racist husband.


Sarah quivered in his grasp. With one hand firmly squeezing her throbbing pussy, another teasing and toying with one of her nipples, while the African’s ivory teeth savaged the softest part of her body, she dissolved into a melting, whirling, seething heat.


Joseph released her, pushing her forward so she fell on the bed.


“Get your clothes off!”


The African’s voice was authoritative, aggressive, and demanding.


Sarah felt a shuddering pass through her shoulders. A fit of shivering seemed to overtake her. Then she rolled over on to her back and looked up at Joseph, seeing that the man had shrugged off his jacket and was unbuttoning his shirt. Her hand flew up to the buttons her blouse.


She just had to get naked for this man! Her fingers flew down the buttons of her blouse and she sat up shrugging it off her shoulders before unclipping her brassiere and tossing it aside. She did not wait to see the effect on the black man, instead she lay back and her hands flew to her trousers.


With feverish hands she pushed them over her hips and down her legs, taking her soaked panties with them. She flicked them off her the bed with her feet. Then she lay back and looked up at the African and her breath caught in her throat.


He was standing there naked.


Her eyes drank in the sight of him. He looked like a black Adonis.


His stomach rippled with muscle like some sort of washer board of hard muscled flesh. She had only seen rippling muscles like that on television, or in pictures of handsome male models. Her reality of the male torso was restricted to her husband and quite different to the muscled man standing before him.


From his loins his prick stood proud.


Her stomach tightened and her pussy flooded with even more hot wetness as she stared at it.


It seemed long and thick. There was no droop or sag in that hard length of black cock.


Sarah sighed and leaned back and looked up at his face. The African had a confident knowing grin on his face. She watched his eyes lazily run over her body and stiffened her shoulders so that her breasts pushed forward.


His hard cock bobbed and jerked in the air, drawing her eyes back to it.


Her mouth went dry for a moment at the prime evidence of his lust and desire. She opened her thighs to him, raising her knees and offering her womanhood to his rampant staff.


A shiver ran through her as she remembered she was fertile but she did not close her legs. Her own hot desire would not quenched until that virile man had thrust inside her and satisfied his lust with the exquisite pleasure that would entail.


Joseph looked down at the woman on the bed. She was typical of so many white women he knew and had bedded. Ostensibly happily married but seething with suppressed desires that were so easy to kindle into a burning hunger.


He looked over her lush curves. Firm round breasts topped with hardened, dark nipples that highlighted her sexual readiness. Sarah’s spread legs surrendering her wet pussy to his cock, her round hips and slim waist, an inviting cushion which his clients will enjoy bouncing on them. Those legs were long and shapely and their soft white silkiness would be like a magnetic to lusting black men desiring to bed a white woman.


He suspected her own desires had been supressed within her marriage for too many years and she would be a willing addition to his stable of white escorts. Her husband was the main stumbling block to Joseph maximising his earnings from this woman and if all he had heard of her husband was true the answer was simple.


He would ensure she had a black baby planted in her belly.


If Sarah had known the African’s thoughts; had known of his deviant plans to break up her marriage or his plans to sell her to black men for profit she would have slammed her legs shut.


She didn’t and as he climbed onto the bed, she moaned with excitement and spread her legs wider, hungry to be thoroughly ridden by the Black God slipping between her thighs and rising above her as his hard cock lined up with her hot willing cunt.





Joseph showed the pictures of Sarah Poslewhite to the latest African businessmen to contact his immigration service. The African’s eyes greedily took in the sweet curves of the woman in the pictures. She was naked and bright-eyed, he could see the excitement in the woman’s eyes.


“Are you sure this will work?” He asked the younger black man holding the pictures.


“Guaranteed! You get her pregnant then register as the father. When she returns to the UK all you have to do is claim parental rights and a residency visa will be granted automatically.”


The African looked at the attractive woman in the picture. He could not suppress the urge to squeeze his cock. The woman was a hot looking bitch. A fine woman on which to birth children and if it got him residency in the UK, he had a route out of Zimbabwe if the situation got worse and he suspected it would get worse.


“Once you are in the UK, you will be able to get visiting rights. As the child’s father that will be automatic and once you have visiting rights, you will be able to enjoy your retirement bedding her whenever you choose!”


Joseph’s voice was confident, reassuring, firm.


“But her husband! What if she does not want me to call in her in the UK?”


“Ignore her husband. If you want we can get rid of her husband, but that’s an extra fee!”


“You are already charging me 50,000! And that’s 50,000 UK money!”


“Cheap, that’s cheap. You bed a lovely white woman and we guarantee you get her pregnant. You get residency in the UK and visiting rights and the chance to bed her for the rest of your life.”


“But once she has the baby she might not want me in her bed again.”


There was concern in the African’s voice.


Joseph looked the man in the eye. He hid his contempt.


“Are you telling me that once this woman has had your cock inside her she might not want it again?”


Joseph raised an eyebrow and looked into the African’s eyes.


The man struggled to keep the gaze of the security officer. If he expressed his fears, this man would despise him. He had to agree now, he had to go ahead, otherwise this man would think him incapable of keeping a woman.


“But £50,000!”


“A white woman in your bed whenever you want! Perhaps she has some sisters, or nieces, ripe and innocent who might never even have seen a black man before. This is an opportunity, an opportunity for you.”


The African looked away, staring at his briefcase where the £50,000 was waiting. It had been hard to get his hands on all that English currency!


“I have told you we provide a guarantee! If she does not get pregnant you get a £10,000 rebate and we provide you with another fertile white woman to get pregnant.”


The African nodded to himself thinking.


“I get to keep on fucking her until she is pregnant.”


Joseph grinned.


“She’s a white woman! Once she has felt your cock up inside her, you will be fighting her off. Don’t worry yourself about her husband. He’s a white racist bastard anyway!”


“Ok!”


Joseph nodded to the man.


“Fine! Meet me at 1.30pm at the address I gave you!”


“Today?”


The African looked up surprised.


“Yes, she is fertile today! But don’t arrive early. Her husband leaves for work at 1.25pm!”


The African looked at him with raised eyebrows.


Joseph laughed and indicated the briefcase. The African handed it over.


“Don’t be late either, or you lose fuck time!!


Joseph laughed again as he left the African’s car.





Gerald Poslewhite knew there was something on his wife’s mind, but he had important things at work to worry about, not pandering to his wife’s nagging concerns.


He raised his mug of strong English tea and enjoyed the hot savoury favour. At least the British colonial tradition had left a legacy of tea drinking in Zimbabwe.


“Honey, I want to talk to you about having a baby!”


Gerald’s anger rose. His wife had been an issue of this before at it angered him that she had raised it again. He had bedded his wife regularly in the five years of their marriage. She was not on the pill and they were not using contraceptives. He had no idea why she had not become pregnant yet and he would never admit the fault might lie with him. That thought angered him.


“Sarah … I have been fucking you for five years. You have been fertile over 60 times since we married. I don’t know what is wrong with you! It is certainly not me! Now I need to get back to the office. If you want a baby don’t nag me about it, just make sure when I get home from work you are ‘in a mood’ and be ready to fuck!”


Sarah stared at her husband wide eyed.


Gerald saw the pain in her eyes and knew he words had been hurtful, but he had no idea what to say or do to ease his wife’s pain!


Nor frankly did he care anymore.


“Sarah, just face it, you just can’t have babies!”


He turned and walked out.


Sarah wanted to call out to him, but her pain at her husband’s words and behaviour fuelling a different emotion within her.


A steely resolve overtook her.


She stood up and walked to her bedroom, ignoring the embarrassed African servant.


She heard the roar of her husband’s car leaving through the front gates. It seemed as though the roar of the engine reflected Gerald’s anger.


She sat at her dresser and looked into the mirror. Then she reached down for her lipstick and wondered how long Joseph would take to get here.





When Joseph saw Gerald’s car storm out of their villa and roar off up the road, he waved across to the African businessman waiting in his own Mercedes and started up his car.


Sarah heard the car drive into the villa compound, shortly followed by a second car. The man Joseph had brought who wanted to plant a baby in her! Her heart fluttered and her stomach churned.


She looked into the mirror and liked what she saw. She had applied her lipstick deftly. The pretty face looking back at her had she admitted to herself a decidedly sexy ‘fuck me mouth’. She had discovered she liked the taste of black cock, and hoped that she would have many opportunities this afternoon to suck the man’s cock back to hardness as he tried to plant a baby in her.


She heard the brief knock at the front door and her servant’s quiet words as he opened the door to the man who had visited his white mistress a number of times over the last few days. He opened the door wide for the madam’s guests.


“I am sure Madam, will be with you shortly,” he explained as he led the men into his employers’ living area. He himself would not say a word to the rude husband of his white mistress.


The two Africans sat and made themselves comfortable.


“Can I get you anything to drink,” the servant asked.


“Two whiskies, no ice.” Joseph responded.


Ice was something most sensible people avoided in Africa unless they knew for certain where the water had come from.


Both men turned as Sarah Poslewhite strode into the room. A flowery scent seemed to waft into the room with her presence. Both men turned to look at her. She saw their eyes taking her in. Joseph’s eyes had a studied nonchalance to them. The smart suited African had a look of unexpected pleasure on his face.


She smiled at him.


“Tukona, you can leave us now. Take the rest of the afternoon off.”


The African servant bowed his head and left the room, a quiet smile on his face.


Joseph and the African businessman stood, but Sarah did not approach them.


“Sarah, this is Paul Djotodai.”


The African grinned at her.


Sarah smiled back.


“Joseph tells me you want me to have your baby?” The African was taken aback at the white woman’s openness and forwardness. Before he could say a word, however, the woman shrugged her shoulders and the lightweight wrap she had been wearing slipped off her shoulders and slithered down to her feet.


Sarah’s nerves had been on edge up until the moment she saw the two black men’s reaction to the sight of her body. She pulled her shoulder’s back, enhancing her breasts as she looked directly at Paul.


She ran her hands over her body.


“I hope you will find this body an acceptable receptacle for your baby?”


She eyed Paul Djotodai the man was staring at her and licking his lips. His eyes were wide, and sweat had broken out on his forward. She dropped her eyes and her grin widened as she the bulge in his trousers.


She turned and wriggled her hips at the ogling black men then she strolled back towards her bedroom. She turned her head for a moment, looking back at the two surprised men.


“Come on Paul, you only have three hours before my husband comes back.” Her chortling laugh surprised herself!


Paul Djotodai looked across at Joseph. With a huge grin his face he followed behind the slender shapely white woman as she strolled down the corridor hardly believing it was happening, even if he had paid.


The woman was young, attractive, shapely and willing! He had feared something quite different!


He could not stop himself from stroking his, now hard, cock in anticipation. Just at the moment the woman looked behind her and he hurriedly pulled his hand away. She grinned at him.


“You can leave that for me to take care of!”


Paul’s cock throbbed even harder.


Once in the bedroom she turned to face him. There was no hesitation or doubt on her face as she looked at him in a more appraising way. Then her hands rose behind her and moment later her brassiere fell to the floor. She made no attempt to hide their full firm pink tipped ripeness from his eyes.


“Well?” She said looking at him pointedly.


Paul shrugged his jacket off his shoulders and reached for his tie.


The woman in front of him watched for a moment, then her hands hooked into her panties and slowly shimmied them over her hips. His eyes drank in the sight of womanhood and he tossed the tie to one side and rushed the buttons on his shirt.


Sarah turned and climbed onto the bed naked. She knew the African would be watching her and for a moment posed to let him look. Then she turned and faced him sitting in the middle of her bed.


He was unbuckling his belt when he spoke to her. She could sense the confusion in him mixed with his desire.


“Why are you doing this?” he asked


She thought about it for a moment. She knew exactly what she was doing and why, but still the question surprised her.


“Perhaps my husband does not understand me,” then she laughed at how stupid that sounded, even to her.


The African’s trousers and undershorts dropped to the floor and his hard cock bobbed in front of her. Below that cock was what she wanted. Bloated semen filled black balls! She spread her legs and lay back.


She looked into Paul’s eyes as he knelt on the side of the bed, and spread her arms over the sheets.


“This is my husband’s bed. He has been trying to give me a baby for five years now … and he has failed.”


For a moment she looked pensive and remote.


Then she pulled herself together and looked at him. He saw her eyes drop to his cock and balls and her tongue flashed out for a minute licking red lips. Then she spread her lovely thighs wide apart and looked him in the eye.


“I trust you know how to make babies?”


A hungry growl broke from Paul Djotodai as he throw himself between those nicely spread white thighs and thrust at her womanhood.


Sarah gasped as the African’s black pole shot up into her. She had not realised just how wet she had become. She gasped as the weight of the African crushed her to the bed. Her husband was normally more considerate, but she did not care! She spread her thighs wider to accommodate the thrusting bulk of the African as he feverishly rutted.


There was nothing gentle or considerate about this rutting brute now his suit was off. The man was an animal, a big black brutish animal. Her thighs came up around him clasping his humping bottom


“Yes! Yes!”


She gasped her pleasure.


This was what she need!


A humping, male animal, full to the brim with baby making seed and rampant with lust!


“Oh Yes. Ohhhhh”


She moaned and grabbed his shoulders as he heaved above her.


She looked up at him.


“That’s it. That’s it.”


She locked eyes with the lusting black man. The look of lust on his face sent shivers of delight through her. When had she last seen her husband so locked in passion.


“Fuck it go on, fuck my pussy. Fuck me as long as you like, just give me a baby!”


Then she screamed as the African bucked and jerked and his cock throbbed inside her as he unleashed his balls in a flood of jetting baby juice.


“Yessss!” She screamed into his shoulder.


“Do it! Give me a baby!”


She clung to the African as he collapsed on top of her crushing her again, but she did not care. She clasped him tight, while her womanhood clasped and squeezed as though urging the very last drop of his juice.


She kissed him, shocking herself, as well as him. This man might have just made her baby in her and that was the first time they had kissed! She brought her hands up to his head stroking and caressing him, bringing his head back for another hungrier kiss.


“It’s all right,” she gasped at the African still heaving above her. “We can do it again. You can fuck me again and again. My husband won’t be home for hours!”


She hugged him and flashed a tired smile. He rolled over on to his back and his cock finally slid wetly out of her. She propped herself up on her elbow and looked at the temporarily tired man. She looked into his face. Was this the man who would be the father of her first child? She really knew nothing about him.


She looked down his body at his glistening, now flaccid cock. Even ‘in expiry’ it had a good length and thickness. Her throat tightened and she looked at him again. Unsure for a moment what Africans might expect.


She caught his eyes looking at her and he smiled. It was a warm engaging smile and she relaxed.


“Would you … do you mind … that is to say … is it all right if I suck on your cock?”


The African rolled his eyes and his head fell back.


“It’s just that I don’t mind and maybe you will get hard again sooner!”


The African’s right arm rose behind her and she felt the pressure, the downward pressure.


With a little thrill of delight she scampered down his body licking her lips in anticipation before lowering her hungry mouth.





It was nearly two hours later before a very tired and drained, Mr Djudotai staggered from the bedroom of the insatiable Sarah Poslewhite. He felt lucky to be leaving the room still in possession of his cock the way the woman had behaved.


It was all true!


All true.


All the gossip and the joking banter about white sluts and black cock. Sarah Poslewhite had been his first white woman and she had only allowed him to leave after he promised to visit her again.


In the living room Joseph Yoruba sat nursing a beer.


“Well how did it go?”


“Christ I need to go and thank god she left me with my cock still attached. That woman was something else!”


Joseph laughed.


“If you think that was good you should try a young one!”


Paul looked at him, not sure whether Joseph was joking or not.


“She told me to come again tomorrow!”


Joseph laughed again, clapping Paul on the back.


“Just have a good night sleep and a plenty of food to build your strength up for next time!”


“Her husband?”


“Best keep out of his way, probably harmless and all mouth and no balls when it comes to the crunch!”


Paul shook hands heartily, all his concerns for his £50,000 evaporated in sated lust.


Joseph closed the door behind him.


Joseph was man who knew the varied ways of making money in Africa.


That £50,000 brought up to £800,000 he had made over the years arranging visa’s for Zimbabweans. He laughed and headed for the bedroom.


Sarah raised her tired head from the pillow when Joseph entered the room. He grinned at her.


“You have made one African a happy man.”


Sarah’s eyes widened when he started taking off his clothes.


“What are you doing? If you make love to me, you might be the one who gives me a baby!”


Joseph grinned back at her.


“Who cares, besides he might have been firing blanks! Best to make sure!”


He laughed at the incredulous look on the white woman’s face. The he hefted his cock and stroked it.


“Well do you want this or not?”


He grinned as the white woman on the bed spread her legs for him.





An hour later Sarah Poslewhite clung to her black lover at the door to the villa as he prepared to leave. His pussy had been filled with two more loads of African sperm, to add to the four times she had coaxed the seed out of Paul Djotodai.


She hugged the muscular African tight. He had been remarkably firm in assuring her he would not be leaving her entirely in the hands of Paul Djotodai and he would be there for her if necessary when the black baby was born no matter how her husband reacted.


She had hugged him, hungrily kissing him, reluctant to let him go.


Eventually he was gone and she sighed as he drove off. Life would go back to her normal routine. Then her heart give a little skip when she remembered Paul would be visiting her tomorrow.


She smiled. Her fertile time would probably be over by tomorrow, but she did not have to tell him that did she?


A laugh escaped her.


“Tukona! Tea!”


“Yes Ma’am.”


She heard the old man call out from the depths of the garden where he was probably gossiping with the gardener.


She walked to the patio window looking out into the lush tropical paradise that was her garden.


She heard Tukona bustle into the kitchen and scurry around preparing her tea.


The phone rang and her ideal was shattered with the sharp business-like voice of her husband.


“Honey. I am going to have to work late tonight. I will be at least another hour late, maybe two!” She sighed. Paul and Joseph need not have rushed off early.


Gerald bristled when he heard his wife’s sigh on the other end of the phone. He mistook her sigh for more exasperation with himself.


“Look Honey. That’s the way it is, someone has to pay the bills. I will be back as soon as I can.”


He put the phone down harder and faster than he intended.


Tukona bustled into the room with his tray of tea with milk and biscuits, a small afternoon tea, delightfully quaint.


“On the patio, Madam?”


She nodded, her mind on other things. She ran a hand over her stomach as she wondered what it would be like to be pregnant.


“Do you have any children Tukona?”


“Oh yes, Madam, can’t have too many children, Madam. They look after you in your old age.”


She laughed.


“My, you make it sound like you have lots of children Tukona?”


The old African chuckled and then angled his head to one side as though counting.


“Yes, Ma’am, eleven children.”


Sarah stared at him, gobsmacked.


“Your joking! … Surely not … eleven children?!”


“No, Ma’am, not joking matter and none have died from disease or accident.”


She looked at him carefully to see if he was pulling her leg.


“But surely … your wife … how did she cope … you only go home once year.”


Tikona looked sheepish. He shrugged his shoulders, a little smile on his face.


“Well, my wife has seven children. She doesn’t complain if I make some other woman pregnant for a change!”


He chuckled again a smile on his face.


Sarah felt the tingling shoot up her spine. She stared at this old African man who had fathered eleven children and little palpitations surged through her.


She couldn’t, she couldn’t!


Her sperm filled pussy pulsed and she gasped and turned away.


Her brain was in a whirl.


Her stomach churning with confusion and a hungry need.


She couldn’t he was an old man!


OH!


Her control snapped.


“Tukona … follow me.”


With her heart thumping in her chest she led the old black man to her bedroom.


The old African man grinned at her receding back, a victorious lecherous gleam in his eye.


In reality he only had three children but that wasn’t what this madam wanted to hear…




Chapter 27






Amanda was frozen immobile to the spot.


Her heart was thumping.


She stood quiet like a sttue, making no movement at all.


Her pert, jutting, adolescent breasts suddenly felt full and tingly and her nipples had stiffened. a Her mind was racing as it absorbed the sensations she was feeling.


Her breathing seemed to have stopped.


Her body seemed awash with a sensual excitement she was not used to feeling.


The hand between her legs stroked higher.


She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations the hand stroking up under her skirt was creating.


It was a man’s hand.


There was no mistaking the roughness and masculinity of the hand even as it so gently stoked and circled the soft skin of her upper thigh.


She suppressed a gasp as the hand rose higher, closer to her young womanhood. She bit her lip and kept still.


The hand that circled and stroked was sending shooting sensations through her body that seemed to set a pulsing throbbing in her female centre. Amanda Scott was not used to these sensations. She had lost her virginity a few weeks ago to her mother’s dominant, if charming black lover.


The man stroking between her legs was not her mother’s lover.


She did not look behind her, but she knew instinctively that the stroking hand between her legs from behind her belonged to a black man. A black man like her mother’s lover, but this one would be a stranger. That it was a black man behind her was not surprising, she was in Africa after all. After eight months in Zimbabwe Amanda had finally discovered why the black men paid her so much attention!


She suppressed the electric shiver that threatened to set her trembling.


At fourteen years old, Amanda already knew the exciting feelings that a black cock could and would do to her if she let the man continue what he was doing.


“Oi! You get away from her!”


Amanda sighed. The moment was over. The hand between her legs withdrew and here was her father looking thunderous as he advanced down the aisle of the African supermarket.


“What do you think you are doing, she is only fourteen years old!”


Mark Scott glared as the African who simply grinned and shrugged as he backed away.


Mark glowered at the African, his gaze passing from the African to the flushed face of his embarrassed daughter, then back to the African who disappeared around the end of the shopping row.


Mark fumed.


There was nothing he could do.


He had not realised the age of consent in Zimbabwe was only twelve years when he had brought his wife and young daughter to this prosperous country. Zimbabwe was going through a small boom in construction as its agricultural wealth was reinvested in the local community.


Nor had he expected the constant attention they would receive from men starved of sex by an economic policy that drew them away from their families and left the city filled with male African factory workers, who would go without sex for eleven months away from their wives, unless they took every sexual opportunity they could.


At times over the last nine months he had felt his family was under sexual siege from the opportunistic Africans.


It had come as a complete shock to find his sexually conservative wife on her hands and knees in front of an African her eyes glazed over with a lust as the heavily built older black man had humped and thrust at her.


That had been nothing to the even greater shock to come home a month ago to hear his daughter squeal and beg the very same African to ‘fuck me harder.’


He was struggling to cope with the new circumstances he and the family were in.


Two months ago his daughter would have quickly moved away if an African had touched her. She might have even slapped his face. To come across her standing still, with her eyes closed while a complete stranger had his hand up under her skirt was more than troubling.


It was alarming.


“Amanda, you can’t let them do that to you. You really can’t! What were you thinking of? just standing there!”


Amanda’s face went bright red, and she sighed and rolled her eyes at her father in her own display of frustration. She knew her father cared, she knew he loved her. She could hardly tell him she had been wondering if the African stroking her had a hard erect cock!


“Keep close to me Amanda, come on, you can choose the ice cream!”


Mark led her off, keeping his daughter alongside him rather allowing her to walk behind.


At the cashier he focussed attention on the exchange of money. The African queue crowded close and he did not notice the knowing looks that were exchanged between the African men behind them and Amanda’s furtive expectant glance from black man to black man.


Her breath caught in her throat when a hand snaked out and grasped her right breast. She quickly looked at her father who was handing over the money. She made no move to push the hand away as the Africans around her grinned as the hand at her breast cupped and squeezed, palming her youthful firmness setting the tingling sensations off again.


Mark guided his daughter into the car, dropping the shopping in the boot before joining her in the car for the short drive home.


He glanced across at his daughter who avoided his gaze, casting her eyes instead out across the shopping mall crowded with restless African men.


“Amanda, I should not be the one who feels as though he should say sorry. You can’t just stand there and let a man like that touch. Perhaps you don’t understand where that sort of thing can lead to.”


The hot pulse that throbbed suddenly in her loins shocked Amanda and she sat up straight and a flush came over her. She glanced quickly at her father and then looked away. Her father’s words had caused a wave of expectant heat to flow over her.


The problem was she realised she knew only too well what would happen if she let men touch her like that.


She would get fucked!


She lost track of her father’s words in a daze of her own heated imagination which enhanced her sense of loss as her father drove her home.


Back at the villa she helped him unpack out of a sense of duty but her heart was elsewhere. In the kitchen she caught the eyes of Daniel, the houseboy, and for a moment she feared that Kaifus their gardener had told him of her cock sucking lessons.


For a few weeks now she had been sneaking out to the garden when no one was around and practicing cock sucking on the old African man’s cock


It was meant to be their secret. Ever since her mother’s lover had suggested she needed to improve her skill at sucking cock she had found opportunities to practice on their old gardener.


She turned away and walked through the living room onto the sunny patio and looked out over the lush tropical gardener.


“Amanda, I think you should spend some time in your room and think about what happened this afternoon.”


She turned and gave her father a glare.


“Where’s mummy”


When she saw him flinch and his eyes shift away, hurt, she immediately regretted her words. She headed for her room. Once inside she threw herself down on her bed gripping the sheets in a moment of anger with herself!


Her father meant well. She knew he loved her and that he loved mummy as well.


She knew where her mother was. Her mother was with her African lover, Igwe Orizu.


She felt another shiver of frustration run through her.


This time sexual frustration!


Her mother would be gorging herself in his long, thick, black cock.


She grabbed the pillow and shoved it between her legs and gave it a few humps.


She remembered her father’s words to think on what had happened this afternoon. She thought about what had happened that afternoon and raised her hips and thrust her hand down between her legs.


Her own hand did not have the exciting, exotic feel of a black man’s hand between her legs but it would have to do for now…





Three days later her concentration on her school work was shot to pieces. She struggled to concentrate on the complexities of geometry. Her mind was on cock and when she would be fucked again.


It was in her art class that she finally lost her senses. She had inadvertently drawn a big throbbing cock on her easel when the art teacher moved behind her, saw what she had drawn and ordered her to the Headmaster’s room!


She trudged towards the headmaster room, but her steps picked up when she remembered seeing matron suck his stiff cock after that time he had caned her bottom. Maybe, maybe, she walked a bit faster.


She almost bumped into the Headmaster coming out of his study just as she arrived.


“Why Amanda I was wondering how long you were going to take to get here. Come inside, come inside.”


She looked at him curiously and a little bit alarmed. ‘How could he have known she had been ordered to his study?’


She had come straight to his study and no one could have got here sooner.


He waved her into the study and cautiously she went in. She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw her mother sitting there, but it was not her mother that had made her heart stop.


Standing behind her was Igwe Orizu and his eyes were on her. She had seen that look in his eyes before.


Her stomach flipped.


She started to tremble and a rosy pink flush rose charmingly on her cheeks.


She trembled and gazed up at him.


She knew there was only one reason he was here.


He was looking at straight back at her and there was no mistaking the rampant lust in his eyes.


A wet flush flooded her loins.


“Amanda, how would you like an evening safari and picnic?”


Amanda ignored her mother and stared up at Igwe.


Her young nipples had thickened and become very sensitive.


The hungry grin on the African’s face made her stomach leap and flip.


Angel stood up and looked at the Headmaster, and she could see from the awareness in his eyes that he had recognised the schoolgirl’s erotic tension, and the implications of that. She saw a brief look of speculation cross his face then then man recovered control of his face as he glanced across at the girl’s mother.


“I trust you have no objection to my taking my daughter for an evening safari?”


For a moment she saw a knowing smirk cross the African’s face as he looked her in the eye. Then his face became blank, even as his eyes ran over her body as he realised the African, Igwe Orizu, was the mother’s lover as well


Igwe did not wait for the Headmaster’s answer. He approached Amanda and bent to kiss her of the forehead, which surprised Amanda who had anticipated another kind of kiss. Igwe just smiled at her and put his hand on her shoulder turning her around. He waved her mother closer and Angel stepped closer. As soon as she did so he dropped his spare hand to her bottom cupping and squeezing.


As he ushered them both out of the office the headmaster looked on with a mix of envy and frustration. The hand on his pupil’s shoulder was a typical Africans sign of possession or ownership, while the other cupping the mother’s curvy bottom sent the same signal.


Not many African men had a white mistress, while this one had two, and they were mother and daughter! He suppressed his own frustration. One thing he had learned about teenage girls was that once they discovered sex they could not get enough! His chance would come.


All he had to do was to be patient and careful the opportunity would come his way with Amanda Scott and perhaps he could profit from the situation as well…





As the car sped through the darkness away from the school Igwe Orizu stretched out his hand and brought it to rest on Amanda’s thigh. Her schoolgirl skirt was relatively short and his hand rested on soft, bare flesh.


The girl looked up at him and he smiled at her squeezing her thigh.


With his other hand he reached out and found the mother’s thigh. It was fuller, rounder but still shapely and silky soft. He glanced across at the mother and met her eyes. He grinned at her, and received a grin on return. He squeezed her thigh before sliding his hand higher up her shapely thigh.


In the darkness Amanda did not see her mother’s hand snake out and stroke the African’s thigh. She did see her mother’s hand slide up her lover’s thigh seeking out and stroking her lover’s thickening cock.


Igwe’s head fell back with a sigh, with both his hands resting on soft silky skinned thighs, he enjoyed the soft hand of Angel Scott grasping and squeezing his cock through his trousers. The mother was hungry for attention. She clearly knew his intentions towards Amanda but wanted him not to forget her.


He opened his eyes and saw hers on his, and he smiled. Angel Scott was going to be disappointed before this night was over, perhaps he should pay her some attention. He brought his forward his head and beamed a bigger smile at her, while dipping his hand lower and higher up her thigh.


He would get the woman aroused that might make it easier later.





They drove straight through the entrance to the Lake McIlwaine National Park. His bodyguard had already arranged that they would not need to stop at the entrance. The Park was in darkness, and the vehicle’s lights shone through the trees and patches of savannah that they passed.


As they approached the lake shore they could see the lights from a villa high on a bluff overlooking the lake. That did not concern Igwe as the residents would not be able to see in the darkness any of the activities by the lake that he planned.


“Remember ladies there are lions in this park, and other predators, and the crocodiles and hippos cannot be relied upon to stay in the lake. It is unlikely you will see snakes on the ground if you stray far from the car!”


Both females leaned closer to him as he held their warm thighs in each hand.


His words were aimed at Angel Scott who was about to discover something she would not like.


Dominic, Igwe’s chauffeur, knew his boss’s plans and was looking forward to the evening. Dominic drove the car off the road into a swathe of smooth cropped grass. He was careful to avoid the rocks scattered across the grass seeking through the beams of lights from the car for an appropriate spot, finally bringing the car to halt.


He sprung the boot and rushed to unpack the picnic. He glanced around as he worked. In all likelihood the noise and lights of the car would have been enough for any nearby animals to move off, but some of animals in the park were stubborn brutes, especially the water buffaloes. While a rhinoceros who felt challenged might come charging out of the dark.


He glanced towards the lake and wondered if a curious hippopotamus might appear. They were notoriously bad tempered brutes.


No animals appeared as he spread a tartan picnic blanket over the grass near Igwe’s side of the car, before spreading a second blanket on the far side of the car. Then he pulled out the picnic baskets with prepared food, which made him nervous again as animals would be attracted to the food and elephants had been know trample anyone in the way if they caught the smell of oranges.


Igwe, Amanda and Angel had climbed out of the car, though, of course, no one helped Dominic.


“Is it safe in the dark?” Asked Amanda. “I know the lions hunt at night!”


Angel was eyeing the grass, as it was snakes that put her nerves on edge. She knew snakes kept away from people, but she still felt nervous that some uncaring viper might be curled in the shadows.


Igwe reached across and pulled Amanda close. The girl happily snuggled into his safe arms. He grinned as he took in the fresh sweet scent of her hair. His right arm was around her slender shoulders and he looked down into her fresh pretty face and those wide eyes that gazed up at him.


His cock sprung instantly erect.


What a sweet young white honey of a girl she was!


He grinned, without realising it, his grin was full of feral hunger. Amanda went weak at the knees at the blatant hunger in the black man’s eyes. She knew what he wanted and her loins filled with a liquid hot readiness.


Igwe’s eyes roamed the girl’s slim form. Her young breasts seemed to strain forward and he brought his hand up to fondle one of her pert mounds. He marvelled at the breast’s full round firmness. It felt like a ripe apple in his grasp and he gently squeezed it.


Amanda gasped as the African’s strong hand firmly grasped and squeezed her young breast. Her nipple felt it wanted to burst from her body so hard and erect was it. She moaned and licked her suddenly dry lips and pushed her young breast into the man’s squeezing hand.


Igwe watched the girl’s reaction to his fondling. He could feel her tremble with excitement. He could see the shine in her eyes and the flush in her cheeks. He was undone by the sight of her tongue flickering out over her lips, wetting them.


He released her breast and twisted the girl around in front of him, when he pushed down on her shoulders he met no resistance as the compliant girl sank to her knees.


Amanda’s heart was racing. She knew what he wanted and hoped her practicing with the old African gardener had improved her skills. As she swallowed and licked her lips again, a hunger was building inside her.


She wanted this.


She wanted to please him, but more than anything she wanted his hot black cock throbbing in her mouth! She almost salivated in expectation.


Igwe rushed to open his trousers and extract his hard cock. It’s length and thickness did not lend itself to times like this. He pulled it free. It hardly had time to be exposed to the balmy air of the African night before soft lips enclosed it.


He sighed and looked up at the bright shiny stars and sighed with satisfaction as the hot mouth of the fourteen year old white girl kneeling at his feet hungrily sucked at his cock.


He reached down to grasp her head with one of his hands then shuddered as her hot little tongue started stroking his cock.


Her tongue lapped and licked, eager for the masculine taste.


Igwe looked up to see Angel staring at him. Her face was a mix of annoyance arousal and confusion. He gave her one of his winning smiles knowing the woman wanted to be in her daughter’s place at his feet and worshipping his cock.


“Dominic. Take Angel off to the other side of the car.”


Dominic grinned at the request, his own cock hard with arousal at the opportunity being given to him. He approached the white woman who was just standing there staring at what was happening before her.


Angel was confused. She was annoyed that her lover was giving so much attention to her daughter but the sight of his ten inches of cock bobbing in the air for only moments before Amanda’s mouth had found the cock and sucked it in aroused her.


She stared in the moonlight as her lover’s hand rested behind Amanda’s head as her daughter’s head was slowly being drawn forward onto ten thick inches of throbbing hot cock. Her own loins throbbed at the sight and her nipples were hard. Once she would have been shocked, offended even, if someone had suggested she would find the sight of her own daughter sucking on her lover’s cock sexually exciting.


The reality was that her loins throbbed at the illicit sight of her own young daughter hungrily swallowing the black cock.


Dominic placed an arm around her waist and led her off. He made no overt moves in front of his African boss but knew he had been given the sanction to bury his cock up inside her and he was going to take full advantage.


Reluctantly Angel allowed herself to be taken to the far side of the car, where lay the second blanket; she eyed it reluctantly. The chauffeur pulled her around in front of him and she looked into his eyes and saw the triumphant gleam in the man’s eyes. She attempted to pull away offended by his arrogant attitude but he pulled her close and she felt the hot hardness rub against her belly.


On the other side of the car she heard a gasping choking sound and the sound of suddenly in-drawn gasps of breath.


“That’s it good girl, good girl, now let’s see how much of my cock you can swallow!”


She heard a mewling whimpering sound followed by a sigh of pleasure from her lover. She turned to look across the car towards where she realised with a sense of disbelief that her daughter might be taking that thick black cock into her young throat, but Dominic reached up his left hand to grasp her and pull her head towards him.


She squawked in protest but the African silenced her noise with his lips, his hungry mouth devouring her soft lips, as he rubbed his cock against her soft body. Angel found herself aroused and kissing the brutish man back despite her repugnance at his arrogance. The hot hardness rubbing against her belly was firing up her loins in a way that she could not deny.


Dominic pulled free of the woman’s mouth and turned her head towards his boss. There was more gasping and choking sounds coming from the other side of the car.


“Easy girl, that’s it easy now that was very good of you, now let me feel your tongue!”


“Ooooh yes, yes lovely, tongue it just like that! Yessss.”


Dominic chuckled in her ear, his hot breath flowing into and over her soft delicate skin making her shiver.


“How old is she?”


The African pulled her close his teeth caught and nibbled the soft lobe sending hot tingles through Angel’s body.


“Tell me, go on, how old is she?”


“Fourteen, she’s just fourteen years old!”


The chuckle in her ear was that of an evil minded man. His right hand came up and grasped one of Angel’s breasts.


The African whispered on her ear as he fondled and groped her full round breasts.


“But she hasn’t got breasts like these has she?”


His hand grasped, squeezed and played with an aching mound of white flesh enclosed in her dress. The man was no longer holding her hips to him, but it didn’t matter. Angel was humping her hips against him, rubbing herself against his throbbing hardness,


“Sweet fourteen and choking on black cock, but she’s not protesting is she!”


The African chortled in her ear, before lowering his head and licking the soft skin of her neck. Angel trembled in the arms of the strong brutal mocking man but made no effort to pull away.


“Ok girl time to get your clothes off! Time for some serious sexing!”


Angel heard the sounds of her daughter’s clothes being removed on the other side of the car by her lover. Dominic pushed her away from him and surprised she looked at him. His grin reminded her of a slavering wolf. His eyes were bright and feverish as they ran over her and his hands were busy unfastening his trousers. Her eyes widen. Even in the darkness of the night there was enough moon and starlight for her to see the chauffeur’s hardness.


“What are you waiting for, you heard the man, get rid of the dress!”


Angel only hesitated a moment and then her dress was freed and pooling around her feet and she saw the feverish hunger in the African’s eyes step up a notch and reached for her panties sliding them over her hips and down her legs.


From the other side of the car there was a sudden high pitched squeal followed by a guttural laugh. Then she heard the hard slap of flesh on flesh and long wail of delight came from her daughter’s throat.


Angel flushed in embarrassment as the night was riven by her daughter’s excited squealing from the other side of the car.


Dominic stepped close and thrust his face close to hers.


“On your knees bitch!”


Angel rocked back at his crude words, for a moment she thought of slapping his face, but she the uncompromising look on his face and restrained herself. Instead she turned around and dropped to her hands and knees and spread her thighs wide for him.


She felt the African drop to his knees behind her and then his hot cock was between her legs. One of his hands grasped her head and pushed it down and suddenly her face was in the course fabric of the picnic blanket. She suppressed a complaint then a moan as she felt the African brutally ram into her body.


He crouched over her, humping vigorously as she knelt submissive to his will. She could feel his hot breath on her back and his warm body pressed against hers as his hardness seemed to root and thrust around inside her.


She kept her legs wide and circled her hips pushing back at him, his hunger driving her own excitement. His brutality she found very exciting and she opened her body to his plundering, thrusting, ramming cock.


Dominic reached down and twisted her head to one side, pointing her head to where her lover was rutting just as furiously with her teenage daughter. She was shocked to realise that the darkness just highlighted one of her daughter’s lithe and shapely legs. Was that occasionally wet glistening movement her lover’s slick cock?


The chauffeur leaned close behind her. His voice in her ear, whispering, earnest, fierce but low.


“You see that! That’s the future! I know my boss and he likes them young and sweet. You give him what he wants and you’ll do OK, but if you don’t find a way to deliver up Amanda to him regularly then you will be finished and out of his life.”


The chauffeur pulled her head up as he ground his cock into her hot tight pussy.


“You hear me woman? Are you going to find a way to give that sweet piece of fresh tail to Igwe and his friends to have their fun debauching her?”


Debauch?


Angel could hear the excited squeals her over excited daughter was making as Igwe Orizu humped and pumped ten inches of black cock into her young tight pussy.


Her daughter was a hungry hussy enjoying every moment of her ravishment.


The African’s hand tightened in her hair, and he shook her head from one side to another.


“Well?”


“Yes, I’ll do it,” she gasped. “I’ll find a way! I will!”


The African pushed her head back down into the blanket and Angel mewled in suppressed excitement as she felt him concentrate on fucking her. She pushed her hips opening herself to his hungry thrusts…





Mark woke to the feel of his wife’s curvy body rubbing against him. His cock was already hard. He opened his eyes to find Angel looking down at him. He shivered at the look in her eye. It was not a look he saw on his wife’s face very often. She smiled at him but the smile did not seem to be matched by calculating eyes.


Her full soft round breasts were pressed against him, and one of her shapely thighs stretched across his legs moving slowly and sexily over him.


His wife was horny.


His cock pulsed and throbbed even harder.


She turned, moving partly astride him and rubbed herself against. She watched his eyes widen as her wet, leaking pussy wetly rubbed against his hip. She felt wickedly evil as she rubbed the seed of another man into her husband. She saw the understanding and confusion pass across his face, and she noticed his cock still throbbed and pulsed. She raised herself a bit higher presenting her full round breasts to his face and watching the way his eyes locked on her round pink tipped orbs.


“Suck my nipples, honey! I need your hot sucking mouth!”


Meanwhile she ground her wet dripping feminine centre against his hip


She saw her husband swallow and for a moment he seemed nervous which amused her. She kept up her humping, blatantly rubbing her well fucked cunt against her husband. His eyes moved up to meet her gaze, before dropping back to her marvellous tits.


He raised his head and opened his mouth. She leaned forward and stuffed one of her hard erect nipples into his mouth and sighed as his hot eager lips began suckling her. She nearly squealed when his tongue lapped across a stiff aureole.


She enjoyed his loving sucking mouth for nearly five minutes before pulling her breasts free from his hungry mouth. She lowered herself and kissed him. It was a long passionate kiss that excited her further. She pulled her gasping mouth free and turned her head to one side to escape his questing lips.


Mark had his arms around his wife’s wriggling aroused body. When she pulled free of the kiss and turned her head he just reached up and nuzzled her neck. Licking and lapping at her soft slender neck. He knew she enjoyed this, and he reached higher licking up towards her ear.


Angel pushed herself clear and rose higher above her husband. His tongue found and lapped the underside of her breasts and she paused to enjoy the sensation then rose further, his licking, lapping tongue continuing to play across the skin of her rib cage.


She was sitting astride him now and squeezed her cuntal muscles, pressurizing her womanly sheath. She felt the black chauffeur’s think pungent seed drip onto her husband’s belly and she sighed her satisfaction.


Marking her husband with another man’s seed was an unusual activity but she was enjoying herself.


She saw a strange look pass across her husband’s face, and smiled knowingly down at him as she slid her hips wetly up over his chest. As she rose above her husband his licking tongue went lower and she shivered in anticipation.


She paused for a moment as Mark’s tongue twirled into her belly button and she shivered in ecstasy as his tongue seemed to drill into her sensitive flesh. Then she reached down to grasp his head firmly in case he resisted what she wanted next.


She rose higher up his body. “Angel…”


His voice was unusually tentative, querulous.


“Hush honey. I know you want to pleasure me, just don’t make any fuss. Ok!”


Then she rose a bit higher before dropping her hips and planting her wet dribbling pussy onto her husband’s mouth.


She heard his muffled protest and held his head firmly in place.


“Just lick honey, just lick, that’s all you have to do.”


She had his head firmly in place between the strong thighs and ground her hips against his face. She could feel her husband’s tense resistance.


“GODAMMIT LICK!”


She yelled then sighed in pleasure as she felt her husband’s tongue swipe across her sensitive wet flesh. She had surprised herself shouting at him but she had been so on edge to feel his tongue.


She released one of her hands and stroked her hand through his hair,


“That’s it, Oh yes, that’s it. You know how to please me. I will always come back to you, you know that don’t you. Just lick all that bad black man’s sperm out of my white pussy.”


She started circling her hips, humping against her husband’s probing tongue. She closed her eyes to savour the pleasure Mark was giving her. She had never anticipated life would be like this when he proposed coming to Zimbabwe!


She felt bitter that her lover had simply handed her over to his chauffeur, while he enjoyed her daughter, but now she was passing that bitterness off on her husband by making him clean her out after that lustful brute had pumped her full of his lust.


She shivered at the memory of the African strength and forcefulness and squeezed her inner muscles forcing more of the black servant’s sperm onto her husband’s lapping tongue. Her husband did not have to know she had been fucked by her lover’s domestic help did he!


She sat over her husband’s face for ten minutes, encouraging him, coaxing him, drawing away and teasing him if she felt an orgasm approaching. He had settled down, seemed quite relaxed and happy at his task.


She was aroused and excited, more than she had expected at the thoughts swirling in her head. The words of the chauffeur were still swirling around her head. While her heart rebelled at the notion the chauffer had hit the nail on the head. If she did not find a way to deliver up Amanda to her lover on a regular basis, she would soon be swept aside by a younger prettier expat wife only too happy to experience a black lover.


“You know we are going to have to find cock for Amanda eventually don’t you?”


Beneath her, she felt her husband freeze and he stopped licking.


“Don’t stop honey, keep licking!”


Her husband bucked beneath her, but she had prepared for this, and her thighs clasped on either side of his head, and tightened her grip in his hair.


She ignored his muffled protest.


“Do you remember when you took my virginity on our wedding night?”


She ground her hips against his face and remembered the night she had lost her virginity.


“I saved myself for you, kept myself pure and innocent so you had a virgin bride.”


Mark had stopped struggling beneath her.


She tugged on his hair.


“I said keep licking honey,” and grinned to herself as his tongue started lapping again.


“You remember our honeymoon, you remember how I reacted when I realised what I had been missing.”


She laughed for a moment.


“We fucked like rabbits on that honeymoon. I just couldn’t get enough of it.”


She humped her husband’s face several times. This time his tongue was following her movements and twisting up into her.


“So how do you think Amanda feels? She finally discovers what sex is all about and then you ban her from having any more sex!”


She watched her husband’s eyes suddenly flash open and look up at her. “She finally realises all her sexual yearnings and fantasy’s and discovers the real thrill of being fucked then you tell her she is banned from any more sex1”


She felt her husband struggle and squirm beneath her but she clamped his head with her thighs, tightened her grip on his hair and released her full weight on to him till he stopped his wriggling.


“We should allow her to find a nice boyfriend her own age.”


She felt her husband relax slightly.


“Of course, in this city in all probability it will probably be a nice black boy.”


She smiled when her husband tensed up again, and patted his head, running one of her hands through his hair.


“I am sure you can remember what it is like to be an adolescent teenage boy with a permanent hard on.”


She tightened her thighs again in warning to her husband.


“No sooner than it spurts and then it’s hard again rearing to go!”


She paused for a few moments.


“That should keep Amanda happy enough…”


For a moment she thought she was sitting on a bucking bronco as Mark reacted. She used her weight to keep him down.


She looked down at her husband, hardening her eyes.


“Won’t be long before there’s a little black picaninny growing in your daughter’s belly!”


Her husband’s hands rose up to try and push her up and off him, but Angel found it easy to pin his hands with her knees.


“It should not be too difficult to keep her away from a black boy when she’s at home, and thank goodness it’s an all girl’s school.”


She looked down at her husband again.


“Do you really think that for the next year you are going to be able to keep men away from Amanda, or that she is going to make too much of a fuss when a black stranger offers her the chance of a quick secret fuck?”


Mark remained still and her eyes locked with his.


“There may be no black boys at that school but they are men, some white but mostly black! Teachers, janitors, security guards, drivers, gardeners all men who are experienced at recognising when of those hundreds of teenage girls have discover they like being fucked!”


“Do you think every weekend, every holiday, every school break you are going to be able to prevent Amanda from finding a way to experience sex again?”


Her husband’s eyes remained locked with hers.


She rose off Mark’s face and through her leg off then she raised a finger!


“Don’t!” She said.


“Don’t. Just stop and think.”


Then she turned her back on Mark and snuggled down into the bed expecting an outburst.


She felt her husband push the covers off and jump out of the bed. She could sense his anger but ignored him. Remaining still as he went into the bathroom.


She found herself suddenly and extraordinarily tired after that outburst and fell asleep.


She did not see Mark return from the bathroom.


Did not see him stand over the bed looking down at her, or notice that he was thinking hard.


Her eyes however flicked open when she felt his head come to rest on one of her upper thighs.


They widened further when she felt his tongue lick higher up her thighs, and she turned slightly raising her other thigh, opening herself to him. She was surprised nevertheless when she felt his hot, wet, lapping tongue return to her pussy, which was still leaking the African chauffer’s juices.


She closed her eyes and concentrated on the pleasure he was giving her.





Mark sat in the sun relaxed, a book on his lap. He looked up for a moment across the small lake. It seemed crowded with ducks and other waterfowl. Africa certainly had some colourful birds. He smiled at the antics of young children on the lake shore throwing breadcrumbs and seeds to the ever hungry feathered wildfowl.


His son Robert was not there on the lakeshore. Mark knew that Robert would be on the climbing frame imitating the monkeys in the adjoining cage. His eyes roved over the occupants of the waterside café. They were all white parents, relaxing with tea and cake, while their offspring enjoyed the colour and vibrancy of the tropical setting.


He wondered for a moment where Amanda was, not seeing her for a moment among the crowd of relaxing white families. Then he heard his son yell and whoop and he turned again to see him swinging from one of the bars.


He laughed when he realised a number of monkeys had stopped their play and were staring with curiosity at his son’s antics. He laughed a second time, wondering who was in the ‘zoo’ and who was not.


There were plenty of parents around the children playing on the climbing frame. He was not too concerned for Robert.


“Hello Mark.!”


He looked up and waved as he saw Helen Baxter, one of his wife’s friends passing by heading for a table with a tray of snacks.


“Is Angel with you?”


He shook his head and Helen nodded as she passed on by. He noticed her knowing smirk only poorly hidden as she turned away. It irritated him for a moment and then he looked around again.


Just where had Amanda got to?


He could not see her. He stood up and took a few steps to one side to enable him to see better up some of the radial walkways. Then he slowly looked along the lakeshore to make sure Amanda was not among the children there.


His heart stopped, and then leaped into his throat. Amanda was missing!





Josiah Makfuto, or Joss, as he was known to his friends, inhaled the girl’s sweet fragrance. She smelled so sweet, so delicate, so clean. His stiff cock ached with desire.


When he had first seen the young woman strolling along the pathways admiring the colourful tropical birds he had been struck by her nubile form. By her burgeoning womanhood, and her lithe coltish legs that were developing into rounded thighs.


The girl struck him in his two most important parts.


His cock stiffened.


His wallet called out at the opportunity.


Josiah Makfuto was a businessman, or so he described himself. One of the new rising breed of entrepreneurs of an African continent where ethics counted for little, profit was the new God, and men could get whatever they were willing to pay for.


In such a world Josiah thrived on the outskirts.


He knew what men wanted and his businesses reflected that.


In his hotel he sold beer to any who wanted to drink. He sold food to those that wanted to eat. He sold beds to those who wanted to sleep, and to those who wanted those beds for other reasons than sleep. He sold women, and boys, to those who wanted to fuck. Discreetly he sold drugs to those foolish enough to want them, and in the back room he provided entertainment that drew his customers back time after time.


This girl, with the pretty face and the long dark hair, the slim waist and rounded budding breasts, and coltish thighs was a little gold mine, and he wanted to fuck her himself!


He enjoyed the Bird Park, most of the westerners in the Park were of little importance. Oh they were important to the companies they worked for but in the new reality of African ruled Zimbabwe they were a sideshow, but Josiah still had to be careful.


He rarely acted within the Park itself, simply identifying those to be targeted and investigated and hopefully exploited at some later time.


But the girl walking slowly in front of him was just marvellous. She had a gut wrenching appeal that he knew would fetch a high price in the African slave trade which was starting to thrive again fuelled mainly by wide eyed eastern European women thinking they were being taken to the west, not an African brothel, or slave auction.


At the junction of the pathways she paused for a moment looking both ways, then looked back down the path towards him. He raised his head and smiled at her nodding and smiling.


He saw the interest spark in the girl’s eyes and then he saw a pink flush in her cheeks. She looked down and then away, chose a path and stepped lightly down it.


Josiah did not hesitate at the junction of the paths. He turned to follow the girl.


She had not walked far down the path before she turned to look to see if he had followed her. He met her eyes and grinned, for a moment she smiled back then flushed and lowered her eyes. Charming, he thought, as she turned away and continued down the path he increased his speed and coming alongside her he reached up and draped an arm over her slender shoulders.


The girl made no effort to pull away and showed no alarm. He grinned down at her and she looked up certainly at him. He saw her eyes widen as she looked up and met his gaze. He enjoyed the flush that spread across her face.


“Come this way,” and urged her into a triangular alcove between two of the cabins that provided greater protection to the birds than the open cages.


The girl’s eyes flickered from his to look up and down the pathways and for a moment he thought for a moment she was looking for help, then he realised she was just checking that no one was observing them.


He grinned with confidence and led the girl out of sight into the alcove. He turned her pushing her back up against tarred dark timber boarding, and with a simple movement dropped his hand below her skirt before bringing his hand up under her skirt going straight for the girl’s sex.


For a moment her eyes flashed with surprise and she tensed in his grip. Her eyes locked with his again then she relaxed and closed her eyes.


His hand cupped the mound of her young womanhood and started stroking. She made no protest.


He leaned in close, drinking in the scent of her fresh clean femininity, and started whispering in her ear.





Mark walked quickly down one of the radial pathways. It was always possible that Amanda was on the perimeter path that linked the far end of the radial paths. He could not leave Robert for long but Helen had agreed to keep an eye on Robert for him.


His eyes scanned the pathways and across the Bird Park. Many of the cages were large open areas allowing the birds room to fly, many were ground birds happy to root around and splash in the safe waterways and ponds, which enable Mark to look across to other pathways.


There were numerous timber cabins and some special brick and glass enclosure the public could walk through and be among the birds. He paused at the junction with the outer path and looked both ways. There was no sign of Amanda.


One part of him told him there he was worrying unnecessarily that Amanda, wherever she was would not have left the Park, and the security at the gates was good, but something was tugging at him.


He decided to turn right then after ten or so paces he stopped. He changed his mind and decided to go to the left. Maybe Amanda was in the enclosure. He turned and hurried the other way. He passed an alcove between the cabins and in his peripheral vision realised a man was in the alcove, a black man.


He strode on then paused. It was not common to see a black man in the Bird Park which being sufficiently far outside Harare to deter Africans from the city walking out to it, and why would he be in an alcove where the birds could not be seen?


He turned, and realised the man was shielding someone else with his body. A girl’s legs were all he could see, a white girl! The African was smartly dress in a suit, but he was up to no good. He saw the regular movement of the African’s elbow as his right arm moved regularly.


His heart jumped as her recognised Amanda’s shoes.


“Oi! What the hell are you doing! Get away from her!”


The African pulled away from the Amanda and turned to look at who was shouting at him.


“Amanda, what’s going on?”


As he turned he saw the girl flush and turn red with embarrassment and he saw the alarm in her eyes.


Oops he thought, it must be the father.


He looked at the angry face of the white man and shrugged his shoulders, and grinned back at him. That just seemed to make the man angrier. He backed away, spreading his hands, shrugging his shoulders, and continued backing away and continuing to grin at the man.


Mark glared at him. He knew the man had committed no crime, the laws were different from back home and it was clear that Amanda had not been resisting or making any kind of fuss.


“Amanda, back to the picnic area.”


“Yes, dad!”


Her words seemed resigned, with a touch of annoyance behind them.


He glared at her for a moment, and she stared back at him with a look of frustrated understanding on her face that confused him for a moment.


He turned back to the African, but the black man just turned and walked away. He began to understand the ire of white Rhodies. It was just as well he did not have a gun as he would not have trusted himself not to use it at that moment.


He waved to Amanda and she fell in beside him. Together they walked back to the lakeside café in an awkward silence.


He nodded his thanks to Helen and asked Amanda to stay close to Robert then returned to his book seeing no point in making any further fuss. He knew if he said anything to her mother she would only use it against him.


The drive back from the Bird Park was done in a strained silence.


He did notice that a hundred yards behind them a green Mercedes doggedly tracked them home.


Josiah Makfuto being careful to stay far enough back not to be noticed. The father may have interrupted him this time but white fathers normally worked 9am to 5pm and were not there all the time.


That pretty white girl was ripe and ready for cock, if he was careful it was just a matter of time before she was making him an even richer man than he already was.


When they got home Mark tried to start a conversation with Amanda but she turned away and went into her room closing the door.


He felt a huge frustration build up inside him. He wanted to burst through that door and shout and yell at Amanda about what such men wanted from her. The problem was Amanda knew exactly what those men wanted, and it was beginning to look as though she wanted it as well.


Shouting and yelling at Amanda would just drive her away from him and he could not rely on Angel to provide any sort of anchor for Amanda, so he had to find a way of getting through to her and keeping her safe.


Amanda slammed the door behind her and threw herself on the bed. She thumped the pillow in frustration. Then she grabbed the pillow and pulled it down beneath her pushing it between her legs and humping it.


Then she stopped and slumped over it. She was hot, tired and frustrated, angry with herself and angry with her father, even though she knew that all he wanted to do was protect her. She did not want protection from men with hard cocks. She thumped the mattress again.


She was a grown woman she was! She was!!


She woke in the darkness of the night without even realising she had gone asleep. She stirred and rolled over. Her nipples seemed sensitive and hard. She had been dreaming of men, of black men with no Daddy around to stop them doing what they wanted.


She brought her hands to her nipples and tweaked them. The aureole’s seemed supersensitive and as she remembered the feel of Igwe’s lips sucking them into his mouth she squirmed and humped her hips.


She rolled onto her back and remembered the afternoon.


The African had been quite handsome and tall. He had been confident and assertive but bold rather than aggressive. His smart suit had immediately told her he was not a factory worker or even a civil servant. It had been the suit of a man with money to spend and the taste to choose the best quality cloth.


She had seen the look in his eye and had not been afraid.


When he had come alongside her and put his arm around her shoulder she had known what he wanted and her young pussy had seemed to turn liquid. When he had urged her into the alcove her, she had been concerned that her father would see what was happening but she had not seen him and so accepted the African’s urging.


She had been surprised at how quickly the man had put his hand up her skirt and touched her quim, but his firm, confident manner and the lovely feeling the hand was making had been exciting.


She had looked up at him, seen him grinning down at her and just closed her eyes.


She had breathed in his masculine, African scent. She had opened her legs a bit wider to make it easier for him to touch her and pushed her hips onto his hand.


She dropped her own hand between her legs and mimicked the African’s actions she recalled the way he had curled a finger and pushed it up inside her tight young cunt and then circled it up and around.


She squirmed and humped her hips and imagined what might have happened if her father had not arrived.


She might have been fucked!


She pushed her own slim finger deeper, but it was not as long or as thick as a real cock, and she groaned in frustration. She pulled her finger free and jumped out of bed, suddenly she felt hungry. She padded out of the room and walked down the corridor.


The villa was quiet she must have slept for longer than she had realised. Was everyone asleep? She looked at the clock and discovered it was 2am! Then she saw a covered plate was on the dining table. She lifted the plate to find a salad with some cold meats.


She paused for a moment and looked down the corridor to her parent’s bedroom and then sat down.


There was a reason she loved her Dad!


She wolfed the food down and decided to go and look at the stars in the garden. She was not really tired anymore. She opened the patio door and walked out into the moonlit garden. She had only taken a few steps before a dog was leaping up at her.


She nearly lost her balance before pushing the happy dog away. It’s tail wagging against her legs. She ruffled its fur and pushed it away and looked up at the brilliant star lit night in awe at the display. This was nothing like the night sky in England.


She stood there for quite a while just drinking in the universe. She decided to take a walk around the villa garden, not that there would be anything to see, but the balmy African night was very relaxing.


She circled the villa briefly looking out of the gates but the street was deserted as far as she could tell in the darkness, much as she expected.


She nearly jumped when she saw a deep red glow in the darkness of the domestic’s vegetable patch. The glow brightened and then dulled.


“Is someone there?”


“Just me miss, Kaifus, just having a quiet smoke.”


Amanda relaxed and moved closer.


She liked the kindly old black man.


Kaifus liked the Scotts’ teenage daughter.


He’d liked her a lot even before she started sucking his cock.


She stepped a bit closer to him.


“What are you doing out here at this time.”


“This is where I work miss, besides I couldn’t sleep.”


“Me neither, I think Daddy’s annoyed with me.”


“Want to talk miss?”


“Not really, there was a man in the Bird Park, Daddy caught him touching me.”


In the darkness Kaifus grinned.


“I think your daddy is fast asleep at the moment.”


Amanda looked behind her the villa was in darkness, nothing was stirring. She turned back to Kaifus just as his dark hand reached up and gently stroked her cheek. She shivered and her body tingled.


She pressed her cheek into his palm for a moment before his hand curled around her head and pulled her forward, and then pushed her down.


For a moment she wondered if all men were the same?


Even old men like Kaifus seemed to have hard cocks when she was around.


On her knees before him she made no resistance as he pulled her pretty head forward.


She opened her mouth and gave a little mewl of hunger.





Mark looked up at the sound of a car horn honking in the street outside, then he returned to his lunch. Kaifus the gardener would go to the gate, if they had a visitor he would soon let them know.


Mark often came home for lunch since his office was only five minutes drive from the villa. He looked across at his wife who was dressed simply in tee-shirt and shorts, and had not made herself up in any way. Her simple clean freshness just enhanced her natural beauty.


He went back to his meal, but then looked up in surprise as Kaifus led a black man around the side of the villa. Kaifus had strict instructions to not let people through the gates unless they were known regular visitors, nor had he asked permission to let anyone in first.


The African now accompanying Kaifus was a stranger to Mark. Granted he was dressed smartly and was clearly confident in his manner, but Kaifus should not have let him in. He glanced at Kaifus, who had a concerned but not alarmed expression on his face.


Angel looked behind her and surprise crossed her face then she stood and turned to greet their visitor.


“Hi Joseph, I was not expecting you.”


He grinned at her, took her waist in his hands, and kissed her on both cheeks. Angel looked flustered for a moment.


“Mark, this is Joseph, he is one of Igwe’s close friends.”


The African stepped forward and with a smile offered his hand, which Mark took and shook for a moment. The man had a natural charm to go with his confidence, which had the effect of lowering Mark’s concern at the appearance of this stranger.


The African reached into a pocket and handed over a business card. It was stamped with a government stamp, which Mark thought unusual. He looked down and read the card.


It was a plain white card, with a government logo but also had words embossed in bold print upon it “Major Joseph Yoruba” followed by the words Central Intelligence Organisation. It took a moment to sink in that this meant CIO, also known as the Government’s Terror Squad. He looked again at the African in front of him. No wonder Kaifus had felt unable to deny the man entry to the villa’s grounds, even though Angel did seem to know him. He looked at Kaifus who was still standing nearby and nodded to him indicating he could go. The old gardener back away and went back to clipping the bushes.


“Come and join us, would you like anything to eat or drink? We were just finishing lunch, Mark has to get back to work in ten minutes.”


Mark looked at Angel who had gushed out the invitation. She looked a little flustered and was glancing between Mark and Joseph. Joseph on the other hand looked entirely calm and collected.


“That’s so nice of you Angel, perhaps some tea?”


Mark wondered if he had somehow stepped into another world listening to this smartly dressed African, who he now knew to be a member of the notorious Terror Squad so politely requesting tea!


He waved to the patio table and the African sat, Angel sat close to them, and as though he had been waiting Daniel the house domestic appeared with a new cup and saucer, before taking the teapot and rushing back to the kitchen to make a fresh pot.


Mark sat down at the table.


“Please Mark finish your lunch, don’t mind me.”


Angel turned to him.


“Your very welcome Joseph, but I was not expecting you. Is there a reason why you have called?”


The African grinned at her.


“Why of course there is.” He reached across at rested his hand on Angel’s bare thigh. “It can wait until your husband has gone off back to work.”


His eyes had locked with those of Angel, whose gaze was fixed on the African. His hand squeezed her thigh and Mark saw her flush with sudden embarrassment and looked down then across at her husband.


Daniel reappeared with the teapot and some fresh milk, and began to pour.


“Not yet boy, give the tea time to brew.”


Mark did not know how to react to the absurdity of this security thug lecturing his domestic as to the proper way to serve tea, never mind referring to him as ‘boy, which Mark would not have done. He decided to just get on with his lunch and just flow with the moment.


Mark continued with his lunch. The patio table was a metal framed ornate affair, radial with open gaps between the metal framing as he bent forward to fork more of his food he could see through the grillwork where the African’s hand was still resting on his wife’s leg. With a start he realised the African was slowly caressing his wife’s shapely thigh.


His eyes focussed on the black hand on his wife’s tanned skin slowly stroking and circling. He looked up at Angel. Her eyes met his then looked away. She made no effort to push the black man’s hand away.


He glanced at the African who grinned back at him across the table.


“Should I pour?”


“Daniel!” Mark called out and the domestic came running.


During the distraction of the servant fussing with the cups and saucers Mark turned his attention to Angel and realised she was intensely sexually aroused. She had been wearing her lightweight, tightfitting blue tee-shirt without a brassiere and now her nipples could be seen straining against the material.


They were not just straining the material. Her nipples had thickened and sprouted so that they looked like small mountain peaks and the material of her tee-shirt was so stretched around her full round breasts that it almost looked as though her tee-shirt had been sprayed.


He looked back at Joseph. The African smiled and nodded back at him. There was movement of the man’s left arm drawing his eyes. The African’s hand had slipped down the inside of his wife’s leg and moved higher. His fingertips were gently circling.


He looked up into Angel’s face. There was a fire in her eyes, her lips were open and wet and her breathing had quickened.


“Mark, Angel mentioned you needed to get back to work, it’s been nice meeting you.”


Mark looked at the African, the man was cool and calm and he had come here to fuck his wife.


He looked at his obviously highly aroused wife.


And she was going to let him!


His cock sprang erect.


The African was grinning and utterly confident.


In just five minutes his wife had gone from relaxed and slightly bored, to a bitch in heat and this man had achieved this with a few minutes of stroking her thigh.


All he had to do was get up and leave and this man would mount his wife and probably fuck her senseless, but if he stood up both his wife and the African would see that he had a hard on!


“Mr Scott, here is your brief case.”


It was Daniel the house domestic. He took the case and stood up. It effectively hid his erection. He looked at his wife, she returned his gaze. She looked slightly surprised, and radiantly lovely.


“I should be back by five.”


The African laughed.


“I should be finished my discussions with Angel by then.”


Angel turned to look at Joseph with raised eyebrows.


Joseph, without any care for the white husband moved his hand higher and then rubbed the crotch of her shorts.


Mark turned and walked for the front door.




Chapter 28






For a moment Angel stared at her husband’s back, she turned and looked at Joseph, her eyes wide.


“I am not sure I believe what just happened there. You virtually dismissed my husband and off he trot to work leaving you alone with me!”


Joseph just grinned at her and patted her bare thigh, his hand caressing the soft but firm skin of her upper leg.


Angel stood up, and Joseph stood with her. He was as tall as Angel’s five foot seven inches, there any similarity ended. Joseph took his job seriously, violence was a natural part of it and he kept himself fit. Angel was a pampered white housewife who rarely went to the gym.


She was soft, curvy and very feminine.


Joseph was a black, mean machine that most men would avoid even before they discovered he was a senior officer in the Terror Squad.


“Well I guess we have until five o’clock.”


“No.”


Angel looked at him in surprise.


“We have just as long as I want…”


Angel’s eyes widened a little further and she felt a rush of heat between her silken thighs.


The arrogance and confidence of the man struck a chord in her. She was going to let this man do whatever he wanted to her.


She paused at that thought and looked him in the eye and corrected that thought process. No, this man was going to do whatever he wanted whether she agreed or not and she nearly simpered in excitement.


He slapped her round bottom. It was covered by one of her shortest and tightest pair of shorts. She jumped at the sharp pain caused by his slap.


“If you don’t show me where the bedroom is this patio table will get a workout and I don’t care if your gardener and domestic get to watch!”


Alarm ran through Angel. The shame and embarrassment that would cause her sent a chill through her. She quickly led him into the villa then scuttled along the corridor to the bedroom. Joseph took his time. He enjoyed watching her round derriere bob and circle as her long legs swung that delectable backside from side to side.


He liked the way the shorts clung to her buttocks.


What an ass, it was made to be fucked!


In the bedroom, Angel rushed over to the bed and turned to greet him. She realised this was only the second time she had led a man other than her husband to her bedroom. The first had been her lover Igwe just a few short weeks ago.


Joseph was looking around the room assessing the character of room.


Angel snapped free the buttons on her shorts, bringing the African’s attention back to herself. She pushed the tight material over her hips and wriggled as she pushed them down her long shapely legs.


Joseph’s lust rose as he eyed the curvaceous loveliness of the white woman baring herself for him. He just looked as with a quick movement Angel shucked her panties down and off and kicked them to one side before standing before the black man with her legs spread and her womanhood open to his gaze.


Joseph had to force his attention elsewhere. Angel was not the only reason he had come today.


He strode over to the bedside table and picked up a picture.


“So this must be Amanda”


He did not turn to see Angel nod.


“What a lovely cutie pie she is.” He looked up at Amanda. “By now she must just love cock?”


He turned to Angel and enjoyed the little red flush that came to Angel, then the girl’s mother nodded again.


“Her father’s trying to keep her from Igwe but last week I took her out of her school and we took her for a picnic in the National Park.”


Joseph’s face broke into a wide grin. Took her for a picnic my ass!, from what he had heard, Igwe had humped the girl into a seventh heaven! He laughed.


He put the picture down and picked up the other picture. The one he had come to see.


“So this must be your other daughter, Rebecca?”


“Yes, but she is in England, she wasn’t planning to come to Zimbabwe.”


‘Oh yes she will be coming to Zimbabwe’, thought Joseph. He looked down at the picture. The older teenage girl was easily as pretty as her mother.


“How old is she?”


“She’s seventeen and just about to sit her A-levels, then she hopes to get a summer job and save some money for university.”


Seventeen … Joseph savoured that age as he enjoyed the fresh faced pretty girl in the picture. Ripe, he thought, just the perfect age, she would be horny and enthusiastic, well developed and with a resilient body. His clients would love her.


Almost as though Angel could read his mind Angel piped up.


“She’s saving herself for marriage. She plans to be a virgin bride.”


Joseph laughed.


‘Well that ain’t going to be the way it works out girl, he placed the picture down on the bedside table. He was confident he would make a small fortune from Angel’s older daughter.


He turned his attention back to Angel then raised an eyebrow.


“Still dressed woman?”


Angel flushed then grinned at him, glad his attention was back on her. She grabbed the lower end of her tee-shirt and pulled it upwards, wriggling her hips and waist in what she hoped was an enticing manner.


Joseph licked his lips as Angel’s full and firm breasts came into view. Three children and no sag in her round firm orbs, what a marvel!


“On the bed!” he commanded, and the white housewife scampered on to the bed. Throwing herself onto her back and arching her body and twisting her thighs offering the man her all.


He quickly stripped off his own clothes, as he watched the woman who was clearly hot to be fucked.


Women of Angel’s age did not normally keep Igwe Orizu’s attention for this length of time, but she was a rare beauty and clever too. Assuming she had intentionally kept Amanda back from Igwe all this time and now she had revealed she had two daughters. That had to be deliberate. By keeping Rebecca in England she was retaining their interest in her for even longer.


He had a number of older white women like Angel in his employ. Clever, scheming, self-obsessed and often willing to do anything to please their black lovers and who actively helped their lovers to corrupt their whole family, friends and neighbours.


Just last week a white woman, just a bit older than Angel, had persuaded her hesitant virgin son onto his hands and knees and calmed and reassured him as the African men who had been prepared to pay good money to corrupt a white virgin boy took their pleasure.


The mother had even shown the boy the finer points of sucking black cock. The boy had been rewarded of course. Joseph had let him fuck his mother while the Africans enjoyed watching the boy’s sudden enthusiasm.


He stroked his cock at the memory and looked at the white woman on the bed before him. A woman who did not simply lie there waiting for him but squirmed and wriggled enticingly, who thrust her breasts out towards him in offering and stretched and flexed her supple thighs in invitation.


He had no doubts it was only a matter of time before he had a threesome with this woman and her daughter Amanda and that Angel would actively encourage him to do whatever he wanted to the girl. The addition of Rebecca would bring even more enticing scenarios to mind.


Still this was a moment to be savoured in its own right.


A hot and horny, beautiful white woman eager to be mounted while her husband had just departed for work knowing his lovely wife was about to be fucked by a black man.


Igwe had taught him to be patient, calm and understanding, but there was a huge thrill to be had fucking a white woman when her husband knew it was happening.


Igwe Orizu had plucked him from nowhere and fostered his career rise through the Central Intelligence Organisation and he was totally and completely loyal to the man and his wishes. There were times though when he wanted to just brush aside Igwe’s restraints and totally brutalise and dominate a white family. In his experience it was just as effective as Igwe’s more measured and controlled spiral of debauchment.


“Please I’m ready.”


Angel’s words were heavy with passion and drew his thoughts back to the present. He advanced on the bed, smiling as Angel’s spread her legs wide in invitation.


Angel did not know the thoughts going through Joseph’s mind. She had been surprised at how much of a rush it had given her when the African had dismissed her husband off to work. Like Igwe this man was ‘stronger’ than her husband and she was happy to reward him by surrendering her body to him.


She was surprised that his body had excited her as he stripped. He was fit, strong and muscular as well as dominant in character. She had been surprised to see his muscled stomach, and just as surprised that she had found this exciting. Her eyes, however, were mainly focussed on his cock.


It was erect, and while it was not as long or as thick as her lover, Igwe, there was not much in it. What thrilled her was that, that ‘hard on’ was for her. That cock was erect because Joseph lusted after her.


She had only belatedly realised that sex could be fantastic with men, whether she loved them or not. Her husband had left her alone with this man who lusted after her, and Angel was going to let him have his way with her.


She rolled on the bed, swaying her legs from side to side, she ran her hands over bare breasts which were already full and tingly.


When the African put Rebecca’s picture down and advanced on her she simply swayed her thighs apart inviting him between her legs. As he climbed onto the bed she wriggled in delighted anticipation moving her tanned shapely thighs even further apart offering her womanhood up to his erect club of black cock.


She was surprised when his head came down and one of her nipples was sucked into his hungry mouth. She suppressed a squeal of delighted pleasure and thrust her breast into his sucking mouth. Her tanned white legs came up on either side of the black man grasping him between them and she humped her hips, eager to be penetrated.


Joseph suckled on the hard, wrinkled flesh of the woman’s aroused teat. His teeth worried the aureole while his tongue flicked over the tip. He enjoyed her squirming reaction as he toyed with her. Her thighs seemed to open and close clamping and releasing him as the heated reaction of her body overtook her restraint. He released the nipple and turned his attention to her other breast, the woman eagerly thrusting the round, white orb at his hungry black lips. Her hands grasped his shoulders and he smiled as she seemed to alternate between trying to push him away from the increasingly sensitive flesh, and pulling him closer.


He looked up and saw the soft, flawless white skin of her slender neck. He released the nipple and moved up her body. She squirmed underneath and if possible her thighs opened wider, then he opened his mouth wide and bit down.


Angel nearly yelled when his teeth savaged her neck. She yelped in shock and pain as the man’s teeth bit and chewed the satin soft delicate skin of her neck. This man was a beast! She squirmed beneath. Like a beast, he was marking his territory with the brutal gnawing of her neck. When her husband came home there would be no hiding from him this savage declaration of another man’s lust.


This just seemed to make her hotter and hungrier for the man’s hard cock she could feel slapping against the inner softness of her thighs. She humped upwards seeking to grab his cock with her pussy, but the savagery at her neck was keeping his hot length too far away.


She grasped the African and mewled her hunger trying to suppress any outburst even as she hungered.


She was a woman!


She needed to be penetrated by a man!


When Joseph finally released her bruised flesh and rose above her, she raised her hips, with her legs spread wide trying to catch his bobbing cock.


“Oh please … please … I need it! I need you to fuck me!”


Joseph just loved these moments when white women were desperate for his cock. He toyed with her squirming body, teasing her with jabs that missed. He enjoyed the feeling of his cock against the soft inner skin of her thighs. He would be in her clasping tightness soon enough.


He felt her soft hands grasp his bottom and seek to pull him forward and he looked up and laughed. He looked down into her excited glittering eyes.


“Oh please … please let me have it.”


He jabbed and deliberately missed again, enjoying the hope, then desperation, in the face of the woman below him. He hoped her daughters would be just as hungry when he fucked them!


He jabbed again and felt the hot wet opening of her womanhood enclose his cock. He enjoyed the delight on her face, then the panic as he started pulling out. As she desperately humped her hips to try and capture his cock he thrust deep.


“Ooooooooooh. Yes! Thank you. Thank You.”


He grinned back at her, then pushed even deeper.


Her legs came up and wrapped around him.


She grasped him in her arms hugging him close and he enjoyed the feel of her full breasts pressing against his chest. He humped and thrust with the hips enjoying the look of startled pleasure on her face.


He lowered his head and kissed her and she fiercely kissed him back, they were now entirely entwined together, as they humped and squirmed and rubbed against each other in frantic hungry passion.


They formed the beast with two backs, one white, one black, joined at the middle in rutting squirming lust.


Joseph managed to control his passion for half an hour, during which his fit athletic form pounded the soft curves of the white housewife beneath him.


Angel squirmed and gasped, humped and grabbed, clasped and wriggled beneath the thrusting African. He had brought her to three orgasms before he bucked and throbbed and spurted inside her.


She clasped him close as he shuddered and slumped atop her. Her lithe legs clamped him tight as his cock spurted and jetted seed into her womb. She thanked God she had brought two years supply of birth control pills as the African’s hot sperm shot up into her.


When he finally came to rest in tired release on top of her, she hugged him close, stroking his black body with her white hands, while her long legs kept him clamped in tight and close as the last of his seed pulsed and spurted into her body.


When he eventually rolled off, she turned on her side and brought a hand up to his chest, softly stroking and caressing. She was confident this man would not settle for one bout between her legs. As he had pointed out they had as long as he wanted.


She looked down his body at his glistening redolent cock, now soft but still long and thick and wondered how long before it would be hard again. She placed one of her shapely white thighs across his muscular legs and sensuously rubbed her leg over his body.


“What are you waiting for?”


She tore her gaze from his cock back to his face and saw he was eyeing her. There was amusement in the African’s eyes.


“Well?”


Instinctively she knew what he meant. For a moment her mouth felt dry and she licked her lips, a movement that stirred the African’s cock. Once she recalled she would have found this task abhorrent, what a sexual fool she had been before she came to this country!


She lowered her head, opening her mouth.


Joseph sighed as the woman’s lips slid over his member, her hot tongue lapping licking hungrily for their conjoined juices.


He sighed and raised his hands above and behind his head, this woman no longer needed any encouragement in her task.


He closed his eyes and recalled the pictures of the woman’s two teenage daughters. He stiffened further as he contemplated the time when both of those pretty white girls would join their mother in eagerly licking and lapping at his black cock and balls.





Mark was having a difficult day in the office.


The problem was that he could not concentrate.


He had work to do, serious work, that needed his concentration, but all he could think of was the heightened sexual arousal his wife had been in when he had left the villa and returned to work.


When he had left her alone with that black man!


He had no illusions or doubts what was happening back at his villa.


His wife was being fucked.


Being fucked by a black man!


His cock was achingly hard and would not go down.


He could not leave his desk!


It would be too embarrassing.


All he could think of was the image of his beautiful wife in her tight blue tee-shirt with her breasts full and her nipples erect, straining that top, signalling her sexual readiness to be mounted and ridden by the black man fondling her.


He groaned and gripped his desk.


He could imagine her standing before that man in their bedroom with her tight blue shorts and then shimmying them down her legs before the watching African, before tossing them aside and spreading those strong, lovely legs for the man.


How as he going to make it to five o’clock?





Mark left work at five on the dot.


He was not usually that quick to rush out of the office, but no-one commented. It only took him five minutes to drive home and was driving up Downing Road when the gates to his villa opened and a car came out. He saw the African who had called at lunchtime driving.


Hi stomach gave a little lurch. Had the man been here for all this time?


He honked the horn to catch Kaifus before he closed and locked the gate and drove in. Kaifus, he noticed, avoided his gaze. Mark ignored that and parked the car in the shaded bay before entering he villa.


It was quiet with no sign of the domestic or his wife. He put down his brief case and looked up the corridor where he could see the bedroom door was open. His mouth felt dry as he walked down that corridor.


“Oh hi honey, your home early!”


Angel glanced at the bedside clock, and her eyes widened.


“It’s after five!”


She looked again at her husband.


“I just saw that African that came at lunchtime, he was just leaving as I drove up.” Angel lay back on the bed and eyed her husband.


She smiled, it was sultry and full of promise in a way that both shocked and excited Mark.


“Mmmm, I had not realised so much time had passed. Just imagine honey he has been humping me for three hours! He was a stallion and just could not get enough of me…”


She enjoyed watching the flow of emotions that crossed her husband’s face.


She pushed the cover sheet off the bed and rolled over onto her hands and knees and waved her round bottom at him.


“We did it doggie style a lot…”


She could not see her husband’s face but could imagine the turmoil going through his mind the mix of concern, outrage and lust that seemed his usual reaction to Angel letting black men shove their cocks up her.


She lowered her shoulders to the bed in a way that forced her round bottom up high, then reached behind her and pulled open her bottom cheeks.


“You have been very patient honey, would you like to fuck my bottom, look it’s already well lubricated, you can fuck it as hard as you want…”


She waved her rounded derriere at her husband. For seventeen years she had denied her husband anal sex. She realised now what a fool she had been. It had been dominant African men with strong thick cocks who had broken through her innate sexual reserve. In the face of their aggressive demands, she discovered a sexual submissiveness that had both shocked her but which she had also found exciting.


She wondered how her husband would react.


She did not have to wait long.


The sound of her husband swiftly undressing brought a smile to her face. She reached between her legs and played with her pussy, knowing that was bound to excite her husband further.


She swayed and bobbed her hips enticingly, pandering to her husband’s fixation on what the black men did to her was just another way of keeping him amenable to her sexual adventures. With a start she realised that her love for Igwe had somehow moved along into an acceptance of multiple black lovers!


When her husband climbed onto the bed behind her she arched her back and lowered her hips and pushed backwards. She felt his hands circle her hips, they were not as firm and grasping as the African’s had been. She could sense his hesitancy after all the years she had refused him her bottom.


“Go ahead honey just jab it in hard, there’s no need to be gentle, it’s been very well greased by that black brute.”


Joseph had been forceful and aggressive, and he had been a brute, and she knew such terms would fire up her husband and pushed her hips back at him in invitation.


When her husband leaned over her and his fat cock head punched through her slick rectum she still gasped. The thickness of the head of her husband’s cock was still large and its thrust into her back passage still managed to surprise her for all Joseph’s vigorous buggery of her ass.


Nevertheless she did not pull away, indeed she pushed back forcing the cock deeper into her hot tight ass and making her husband gasp.


“Go ahead honey, punish me, jab it in hard…”


She gasped when he did just that.


Her husband’s cock seemed to fill her bowels in one surging rush. She moaned and gasped at it. There was little pain, she was used to men sodomising her now, in fact she had discovered, belatedly, that she like the feeling of a hot throbbing cock buried all the way up her ass.


One thing she was determined to do was ensure her youngest daughter discovered the full pleasure to be had from a hard throbbing cock up her back passage and not have her wait, like Angel had done, until it was forced on her at thirty two years of age.


She pushed her hips back and sighed when she felt her husband’s hips bunched against her soft round bottom.


“He was such a beast honey. Forceful and demanding, he made me let him fuck my ass. He was brutal and demanding but at least I am open and lubricated for you. Fuck my ass hard honey just like him, just as hard as you like, you won’t hurt me…”


Her husband leaned over her, his hands came underneath her body to grasp her full breasts, and she pushed them into his hands.


“Go on honey, make the most of it, and get your chance while you can. I am going to have to be away all this weekend with Igwe so do whatever you want to me tonight…”





Mark woke with a start.


He had fallen asleep on the armchair.


The afternoon heat in a Zimbabwe summer was very draining at times and he had fallen asleep. He looked around and found his two year old son, Robert, asleep in the other armchair and smiled.


Shaking his head to wipe away, the cobwebs he stood up and looked around. The afternoon was quiet. Faintly he could hear the clippety clip of shears from the front of the house. That must be Kaifus working away regularly and diligently.


There was no sign of the houseboy Daniel and no sounds of splashing from the swimming pool. He looked out anyway but saw no sign of Amanda’s head bobbing in the pool. He sighed in quiet satisfaction as he looked around the picturesque garden.


It was peaceful when Angel was out. She had left on Friday night dressed to thrill, and had no doubt spent the night being fucked by one black man or another. He pondered for a moment the African, ‘Joseph wasn’t it’ he thought, who had called midweek and fucked Angel in their own bed. It had been against all the rules he had agreed with Angel but had not felt able to do anything about it.


Especially since the incident had given him a raging hard on!


He wandered deeper into the villa, heading down the corridor towards the bedroom. Presumably Amanda was also sleeping off the heat in her room. He paused at her bedroom door. It was not closed and he saw that she was not dozing on her bed.


“Amanda?”


He paused for a moment then pushed the door open wider and confirmed she was not in her room and then continued down the corridor to the bathrooms and then to the study room which had a side door leading out into the front garden.


There was still no sign of Amanda. For a moment he felt a little flutter of panic, then calmed himself down. He had been jumpy about Amanda, having found her in compromising situations. He still had nightmares of the scene in the Bird Park. Amanda just did not seem to realise there were pimps in Africa who would rejoice on getting their hands on a pretty white girl like her!


He suppressed the thought.


She must be out pestering Kaifus.


She seemed to have taken a fondness for the harmless old man


The African gardener had been a precious finds. A skilled gardener but well past his prime, he had been only too happy to find another job. Nevertheless he had proven knowledgeable and diligent. He would go and rescue the old man from his daughter’s pestering questions about the birds and the flowers.


He had righty assumed an old man like Kaifus would be no sexual threat to his family.


He stepped out into the bright sunlight of the front garden. In moments, their two hounds had bounded up and were making a fuss. He ruffled their fur and made a fuss of both dogs for a moment them stood up and looked across at the gardener.


The grey-haired oldster had kept up his clipping of the bushes lining the front driveway. One of the things he liked about Kaifus was how the man just got on and did the work rather than constantly asking him what to do next.


He stepped out along the path that led to the driveway from the side door, passing neatly trimmed bushes.


“Kaifus,” he called. “I would like to talk to you about Amanda.”


The old man give a start, and to Mark’s surprise dropped his clippers.


“Are you OK?”


He stepped forward quickly concerned the heat had been too much for the older African. He bent forward and retrieved the fallen clippers and handed them over to the gardener. For a moment he thought he saw fear in the old man’s eyes.


Mark dismissed the thought, he was really getting paranoid these days he thought to himself.


“I can’t seem to find her anywhere, she hasn’t done anything silly and gone outside has she?”


“No, Bwana, she has definitely not left the villa.”


“She’s not in her room, or in the pool.”


“Maybe she’s day-dreaming sitting beside the fire at the back of the garden.”


Mark laughed.


“That’s probably it. I have not looked there. Keep up the good work Kaifus!”


Mark strode off to the right to circle the villa. Then he paused for a moment, suddenly suspicious.


He wasn’t literally being led up the garden path was he? He turned left and took the long way around and check what the houseboy Daniel was doing, since he had not been in the villa either.


On the far side of the villa were the two block-built cabins that housed Daniel and Kaifus. When Mark had first seen them and realised this would be home for his African domestics, he had been concerned. However Kaifus and Daniel had been delighted with them. They were clean and had electric power and lighting which had seemed to please the two Africans.


He found Daniel sitting quietly and humming to himself as he polished the household shoes.


“Hi Daniel”


The African looked up sharply looking surprised. He was not used to the white master visiting their cabins.


“Is something wrong sir?”


“No, no, not at all, I was just looking for Amanda.”


The African looked down and started polishing the shoes hard.


“Have you seen her?”


“No sir, just been polishing the shoes, sir.”


The African looked up.


“Do you want me to make some tea sir?”


“No, no, well maybe later, but finish the shoes first.”


Reassured that Amanda was not up to any mischief, Mark walked on past the domestic’s vegetable patch and out on to the sunlit lawn. The rear of the garden was in the darkness of shade caused by tall trees and the high shrubs.


Kaifus had a little den back there that Robert and Amanda both liked. Large logs around a fire area where Kaifus regularly burnt off the cut grass and trimmed shrubs. He ducked his head beneath a low lying branch and stepped into the semi-darkness of the heavily shaded den.


His eyes blinked a bit to accustom themselves to the darker light. There was a small fire smouldering away, but no sign of Amanda. To the right in the neighbours’ garden he could hear a regular soft slapping sound and wondered what they were cleaning next door. It did not sound like a carpet being beaten. He put the thought aside and looked around as his eyes now accustomed to the shade could see better, there was no sign of Amanda.


Where had the blasted girl got herself off to now! Mark walked deeper into the far end of the garden, more shrubs and pushed through the thicker bushes. The wall at the back of the garden was high and a few of the trees overlapped the high wall, but as it was into another neighbour’s garden he did not consider it a security risk.


He looked up suddenly half expecting to see a grinning face looking down at him. He scanned the trees but there was no sign of his daughter in them. He turned to the left. The garden there was bound by a strengthened wire mesh but had no wall. He could see the fence and it looked strong and sturdy.


He turned back to the fire, to his surprise he spotted Amanda’s bag. It had been behind one the logs by the fire and had been hidden when he had been looking from the other direction. He picked it up, at least it showed she had been here. Had she just forgotten it?


He decided to check the neighbour’s mesh fence. Normally the neighbour’s German Shepherds would make a ruckus when they heard movement next door, but they were silent today. They were friendly enough dogs once they got over the initial rush of barking.


He could hear two Africans quietly talking in a relaxed way, probably the neighbour’s gardener and domestic having a smoke, he thought.


He walked over towards the fence and stopped in his tracks. The fence has been sliced open! There was a vertical rent about four feet high. He was surprised the neighbour’s dogs had not pushed through. He stepped forward then stopped.


There were two Africans sitting on a large tree trunk, which he assumed had been set around a fire similar to the arrangement in his garden, except that there were two logs, both quite large. What had stopped him in his tracks was that the African men were naked. Their attention was on the ground and they had not noticed him through the thickness of the bushes.


He nearly backed away but then froze as his eyes inadvertently took in the sight of their cocks.


Both of the men’s cocks were wet and glistening.


They looked like cocks that … he could not complete the thought.


He looked down and for the first time saw that leaning against the log was and long handled axe, and near it a machete!


The soft slapping sound came back again, then suddenly seemed to increase in pace.


The two Africans chortled and said something in an African dialect, presumably in Shona.


From the other side of the log two white lithe legs rose into the air.


Mark was in shock and couldn’t move his mind racing.


The legs seemed to stretch upwards, the toes curling into a point as they stretched upwards. There was no mistaking from the way the legs were spread wide in a ‘V’ that those legs were spread wide.


The slapping sound he had heard had been the sound of his daughter being fucked!


His sweet, precious, innocent daughter being vigorously fucked by a black man!


While her curling, stretching, toes gave away her enjoyment of the act.


The wet glistening cocks of the other men, a sure indication that these men had already indulged their perverse dark lusts on her fourteen year old nubile body.


He took another step forward and the body of a third African came into a view, a strong muscular young African with muscled arms and legs that flowed naturally, rolling, humping, thrusting.


His step had brought his daughter’s face into view. Her eyes were closed, and in her mouth was a belt! That belt was not tied around her head. The leather was stuffed in her mouth and he could see Amanda’s teeth biting down on it to suppress her own grunts.


Her young pretty face was suffused with glowing radiance, with sheer ecstasy oozing from every feature. The African above her grinning down at her with a strained, rictus expression on his face as Mark’s daughter jerked and swayed to the African’s energetic buffeting of her body.


His daughter was being fucked and loving every minute of it.


Turmoil raged through Mark.


He wanted to burst through that fence and tear the African off his daughter.


A dark side of his mind wanted to just stay and watch!


He looked at the watching Africans and his eyes took in the axe and machete, and for a moment fear rose up inside him.


These men were young and fit and armed and they may not take kindly to his spoiling their fun and raging at them. His stomach churned and knotted.


He stepped back and a feeling of shame passed over him.


He tried telling himself that it was too late to intervene now, now that the expression on Amanda’s face had not been fear but sheer joy at the fucking.


He was Amanda’s father he should intervene.


He should protect her.


Through the bushes the slapping sound had slowed into a more regular rhythm.


The sound of a muscular African stomach slapping on the soft, slim, curving white belly of his youngest daughter as each thrust of black cock slithered up inside her.


The sheer pointlessness of intervening when clearly two men had already enjoyed themselves with his daughter struck Mark in a way that left him senseless


He turned and reeled away.





“Amanda … Amanda … where are you?”


Mark had made his way back through the shrubbery to the pristine well cut lawn. The seemingly quiet haven of their tropical paradise shattered by the realisation that, if even here he could not keep the Africans away from his daughter what was the point of it all?


His mind was in turmoil, a raging torrent of twisted thoughts.


Her mother seemed to have been right, and that thought just twisted in his gut when Angel was so wrong about so many other things!


He could no longer deny that his daughter, like her mother had developed a deep compulsion for African cock.


All he had done by denying her to Igwe was to drive her into the arms of a completely lower class of Africans. How could he possibly blame those African men for having seen the opportunity and seizing the moment.


Were they to blame, or was he the one who ultimately was responsible.


He was the one responsible for protecting his daughter, but how could he do that when she did not want protection from what those men wanted.


It was clear that his attempted rational explanation about the dangers of men had made no impact on Amanda’s natural sex drive.


She had discovered the joys of sex and was going to take the opportunities that came her way, whatever the risk.


At least Igwe kept Angel on a tight leash, Angel had told him how Igwe had laid down the law as to who Angel was ‘permitted’ to have sex with. Angel had been both dismissive and appalled that her lover would consider her so promiscuous that she was likely to sleep with others!


Mark had considered her ‘complaint’ to be a bitter irony.


Now, with a knotted ball in his stomach, he considered the impossible.


How did he prevent Amanda getting pregnant, or worse contracting Aids or another appalling disease from the Africans? He knew the gardeners and domestic staff were relatively safe as they needed to be ‘clean’ to retain their safe jobs, and knew it.


Out of sight did not mean she was safe. Clearly Amanda was now ‘willing’ to any man showing an interest in her. Did he want to trust to luck and hope to interfere when he could, or did he want to risk that the next man who took an interest was one who was specifically after a young white girl.


At least Igwe was mainly interested in his wife Angel.


‘No, no, noooo’ his mind twisted as the image of Igwe’s thick long black cock being thrust into Amanda, but that had already happened and all Amanda had done in response was to squeal in delight.


His own cock stiffened at the image in his mind and he cursed himself, his nature, the world and sex in all its forms.





“Amanda, where have you got to?”


His words seemed useless as he called out from the lawn, but perhaps it was the only rational way to divert her from those men.


He turned and walked into the villa. He hoped he had not waken Robert up.


It was nearly five minutes later before Amanda came through the patio doors from the garden. She was looking flustered and concerned. Was her belly still full of African sperm he wondered? Was she pregnant even now?


Her eyes avoided his.


She looked shifty and nervous but he could also sense her defiance and frustration waiting to burst out of her.


There was only one realistic logical step he could take to protect Amanda from herself.


He pulled in his breath which seemed tight in his throat, then he turned and walked over to the phone.


He couldn’t hesitate, or he would be lost.


He picked up the phone and dialled.


“Igwe, this is Mark … Mark Scott, Angel’s husband.”


“Yes I know who you are Mark I am just surprised to hear from you. Is there a problem with Angel?”


“Angel?”


For a moment Mark was confused.


“Isn’t Angel with you?”


“No, not today Mark.”


Mark paused for a moment wondering where his wife was if she was not with Igwe.


“So if you have not called about a problem with Angel why have you called?”


“Amanda.”


Mark said nothing more but Igwe was silent on the other end of the phone. Mark sighed and pulled himself together.


“Amanda’s with me at the moment, and I was just thinking that perhaps you might want to call around and pick her up?”


He turned and looked across at Amanda. Her eyes had gone wide and as she stared back at him.


There was silence on the other end of the phone, a silence that made Mark nervous.


“Well?”


“No Mark. I will not call around and collect Amada.”


Mark was stunned. That had not been the answer he had expected. He did not know what to say. He looked across at Amada whose wide eyed surprise had turned into expectation. What was he to say to her now, that Igwe did not want her?


“Mark, there can be no misunderstanding about this. No confusion or pretended ignorance. I will not come and pick up Amanda.”


There was a pause on the other end of the phone.


“You will bring her to me…”


Mark’s throat went dry.


Just at that moment Daniel rushed out of the kitchen,


“Tea Sir, all ready… ?” he took one look at a red faced Mark and then at Amanda, then he hurriedly scuttled back to the kitchen.





The drive to Igwe’s villa was an emotional roller coaster. When Mark had first made this journey had had been taking his wife an evening of philosophy. He had been totally unaware week in and week out that those evening of philosophy had turned into romantic liaisons between the owner of the villa until that shocking night when, through a curtained window, he had seen his wife on her hands and knees in glazed eyed ecstasy as Igwe Orizu had pumped his cock into her … and now he was taking his daughter to him.


To the same man who had seduced his wife.


To the same man who had such a long thick black cock.


He swallowed and looked across at Amanda.


She was sitting forward in her seat, her eyes bright and shiny with anticipation.


He could not pretend any more she was not ready for sex, that she was too young for such things. After seeing her with the three African gardeners co-operating as they took turns on he had finally realised the only way of keeping her safe from the sex starved men that thronged Harare was to put her in the care of her mother’s lover.


Even if that also meant delivering her up to his cock!


He had fought against the memory of her excited squealing, that had been the background noise to his discovery that Igwe was indeed fucking his daughter, that squealing had all been about intense excitement, not pain or fear on her part.


Rationalisation was all well and good but at its core he was driving his teenage daughter to the villa of a middle aged black man who was going to indulge his lusts on her shortly after she arrived there.


His hands felt clammy; there was sweat on his brow that had nothing to with the heat.


The drive was not long, though it seemed longer. He turned off the road through already opened gates and drove up to the villa’s front door. As soon he stopped the car the villa door opened and Igwe stepped out onto the tiled covered porch.


Amanda hopped out of the car much faster than Mark. He was uncertain how this was going to go and what to say as he got out of the car and hesitantly approached Igwe.


Amanda did not wait she rushed over to Igwe and threw herself into his arms, Igwe welcomed her with a hug lifting her off her feet for an instance, before bringing her back down to her feet.


He watched his daughter excitedly hugging the man with very mixed feelings. Igwe looked at Mark over Amanda’s shoulder and grinned at him, then the African’s hands dropped to Amanda’s bottom.


Amanda had changed into a tight fitting pair of black trousers and a matching black top. Seeing Igwe’s hands drop to Amanda’s bottom made him realise just how round and curvy his daughter’s bottom had become.


In front of his eyes Igwe grinned at him as his hands cupped and fondled his daughter’s rounded derriere. Mark found himself mesmerised by the sight of those large black hands grasping and squeezing and pulling Amanda in close to Igwe’s loins and witnessing his daughter’s giggling acceptance.


He looked up to see Igwe was observing him and as their eyes met Igwe nodded to the villa indicating Mark should go in. Mark’s heart seemed to stop and his stomach turned over as he realised Igwe was inviting him in, inviting him to come in and watch his daughter being fucked.


He turned on his heel and walked back to the car, Igwe’s laugh echoing in his ears.


Mark gritted his teeth and kept on walking, conscious that his own cock had jumped into a full erection.





Igwe slapped the girl’s round rump as he urged her giggling form into his villa. He gave one passing glance at the departing white man, a fierce grin across his face. There was something uniquely satisfying in taking away a curvaceous young woman right in front of the father.


Mark Scott had driven off knowing full well that his precious daughter was going to be vigorously humped by a black man. Igwe rubbed his cock through his trousers. The motion caught Amanda’s eyes and she giggled again.


It had been fun and exciting to play with the gardeners but as far as she as concerned Igwe was a real man and his cock was simply the best she had encountered. She still felt nervous about its size, but she knew it fit and knew it would feel just great when it was all rammed up inside her.


She trembled with nervous excitement. Her pussy was already well lubricated from the afternoon events in the neighbour’s garden and her loins were hot.


The African ushered her into his villa.


“Well Amanda, this is a pleasant surprise. Would you like anything to drink?”


Amanda shook her head as she looked at the tall African. Even in casual weekend dress he looked remarkably smart and handsome.


“Well then perhaps you would like a game of chess, or croquet on the lawn.”


Amanda looked at him in curiosity and an element of disbelief. Was he teasing her? Her young nipples were full and all tingly. She looked around.


“Is my mother here?”


“No honey child just you and me and we can do whatever we like.”


She looked up into his grinning eyes.


“Is this what you want?”


She watched as Igwe reached down and unzipped himself hauling out his cock.


Amanda’s eyes widened and she stared at ten inches of erect black cock all hard and throbbing.


Her knee went weak and she pussy seemed to throb with hungry need as she ogled its long thick gnarled length of pulsing cock.


“Cos’ if this is why you are here I don’t understand why you still have your clothes on…”


Amanda’s eyes flashed back up to meet Igwe’s fierce gaze then her hands flew up to her waist and pulled her tight fitting tee shirt up and over her head. She had discreetly removed her bra at home when she had realised her father was, through some miracle, going to drive her to Igwe’s house. Now she tossed the shirt to one side and rested her hands on her hips topless as she looked back at the older black man.


She might not have breasts the size of her mother’s but what she had were pertly firm and round and what is more she knew Igwe liked them. So she stood there with shoulders back, straight and her apple breasts standing proudly on her chest.


When Igwe licked his lips as he stared at her lovely breasts she felt a shiver run down her spine. She could hardly wait for his hungry mouth to suck her breasts right into his mouth.


Her hands moved to her waist and she unbuttoned the tight trousers and pulled down the zip, then she wriggled her hips and pushed with her hands trying to get the tight trousers over her hips and down her legs.


Igwe watched, his hand stroking his cock as the eager young woman stripped off her clothes for him. He wondered how her father would have reacted seeing his daughter eagerly strip off her clothes for a black man old enough to be her grandfather, and he threw his head back and laughed.


Amanda looked up for a moment confused and upset by the African’s laughter. What was so funny? Had she done something wrong?


Igwe calmed himself as he caught the girl’s concerned glance. He just smiled at her and nodded to his bedroom. Reassured Amanda turned and headed for his exotic bedroom. She heard him coming along behind her and wondered if he would be looking at her bottom so she gave it an extra wriggle.


Igwe nearly laughed again but restrained the impulse as he unbuttoned his shirt. Angel would get a surprise when she returned from her date with Joshua tomorrow to find her daughter here, and would be even more surprised to discover her husband had voluntarily brought her over.


He pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside and wondered for a moment what had happened to break through Mark Scott’s resistance to his interest in Amanda.


Amanda meanwhile threw herself on the bed and rolled over onto her back and looked up at the mirrored canopy above the four poster bed. For a fleeting moment she realised her mother must also have looked up at that mirror and felt a moment’s discomfort. She looked across at Igwe and saw him pulling off his trousers, and she hooked her hands into her panties and pushed them down and off and spread her legs for him.


Igwe looked up as he laid his trousers over the chair, still thinking and wondering what had been so earth shattering to Mark that had resulted in him bringing his precious daughter to him.


He glanced at Amanda on the bed, she spread her legs for him he caught the wetness between her legs and a sudden suspicions rose in his mind and he crossed to the bed. He knelt on the bed and placed one hand on her young but shapely leg and ran his hand upwards.


Amanda turned to him enjoying his warm caressing hand on her body, when his hand dipped between her legs and cupped her already wet pussy she tensed for a moment but Igwe wasted no time and his finger curled up inside her wet channel.


A frown creased and his eyes locked with Amanda.


“You have been fucked? Just why did your father bring you to me today?”


A frown crossed Amanda’s young face and she looked troubled for a moment.


She had not been too sure why her father had changed his mind. Was it possible he had seen her with the gardeners?


“I said who fucked you?”


Her thoughts returned to Igwe and his probing finger and she looked up at him.


“It was no one important, just some gardeners…” her voice trailed off as she saw fury spring onto his face. As he pulled away from her and turned from the bed she wondered what was wrong. She raised herself on her elbows and watched Igwe as he headed over to his trousers.


Igwe’s mind was racing as he crossed to his trousers and extracted the belt from the loops around its waist. He curled it around his hand leaving the strap hanging from his hand.


Amanda’s eyes widened as she saw him returning to the bed with the belt swinging from his hand.


“What?”


She hardly saw the flick of the wrist before the pain wracked her. The belt had slashed across her upper thigh. She turned and curled as the wrist flicked again and pain again surged from her legs. She turned again onto her stomach which only exposed her round curvy derriere to the African.


His arm flexed and raised high before coming down across that round rump. The pain that flashed through her was like nothing she had experienced before.


“You do NOT fuck other men!”


The belt rose and fell, the slap of its leather on her soft skin sent a loud crack through the air. Amanda grabbed the sheets and held on. Twisting and turning would only cause the belt to come down on a more sensitive part.


“You do NOT Fuck other men!” The belt came down cracking against her bottom making Amanda howl. It made no difference to Igwe as wielded his right arm to deliver punishing painful blows. Amanda grabbed a pillow and buried her face.


“You do NOT fuck other men, is that clear now!”


Igwe tossed the belt aside and advanced on the bed. The girl just seemed to tighten up as she felt the man climb onto the bed. Her bottom was hot and tingling as the pain receded leaving her with pulsing throbbing heat suffusing her.


Igwe brought his hand up between her legs and cupped her pussy.


“This belongs to me!”


“Your mother delivered it to me, and now your father has surrendered it to me.”


Amanda rolled over and looked up at the black brute who had just terrorised her bottom.


“Don’t I have any say?”


“NOOOO!” Roared Igwe.


“Who are you to have a say in the matter!”


Amanda stared at him, for a brief moment she felt like laughing but then realised she had better not. Igwe was being very serious.


“I do not intend to catch AIDS from you after some gardener gets lucky, or you feel horny and let some passing factory worker plunder your pussy.”


Amanda’s widened in sudden fear and understanding.


“I don’t want to be fucking a big round belly because some security guard plants has planted baby in you!”


Amanda’s eyes widened further.


“I don’t want some strange black man taking his pleasure with you because I love you!”


Amnanda’s eyes popped. He loved her!


“I thought … I thought … I thought you loved my mother1”


“Of course I do but she does not make my heart pound and cock stand up the way you do!”


Amanda stared at him.


Igwe grinned at her. At least he knew how to make women pay attention. They all wanted to be loved and were always happy to spread their legs for the new love of their life.


“My daddy never hit me…”


He sat back and looked down at her.


“YOU DO NOT FUCK OTHER MEN!”


Amanda jumped as he shouted at her. She was confused by the way he could change so quickly.


“I am not your daddy!”


He glared at her and she cowered under his gaze.


He stood up and walked over to his bedroom drinks cabinet and poured himself a whisky, without turning back to Amanda he raised his voice and spoke firmly


“Now if you don’t like my rules you can leave. Run back to Daddy and be safe. I won’t hold it against you or your mother.”


He turned and looked at her.


She looked back at him, still looking uncertain. Her cheeks blotched with some evidence of tears on her cheeks.


He could see her chest rising and falling those lovely round breasts looked so appealing.


“I am not going anywhere…”


Then she spread her slim but round thighs in what was clearly a nervous inexperienced invitation.


Igwe tossed the empty glass to one side and advanced on the bed.


Amanda’s eyes were wide as Igwe came towards her, there was no trace of anger on his face, just hunger, and that made her tighten her loins and her breath come faster. She lay back but Igwe did not climb onto the bed. He simply grasped her slim ankles and hauled her to the edge of the bed.


She squealed in surprise but not fear as she was physically manhandled across the bed. Then Igwe flipped her over and pulled her up onto her hands and knees. She offered no resistance as the well-built older man position her in front of him on her hands and knees.


When his hands pushed her thighs apart she happily spread them. She knew what was coming and she wanted it.


All of it!


When the large head of his cock slid through the wet lips of her labia she mewled in excitement and need.


Igwe had hardly completed lining himself up when she pushed back impaling herself. Igwe sigh as the hot clinging mouth of the English girl’s pussy tightened around the end of his cock.


He grasped her hips, relishing her slim waist and the flawless white skin of her back tapering from narrow shoulders. There was no mistaking her adolescent youth in this position, and her father had given her up to him knowing what was to happen.


He thrust.


The girl jerked in his grasp as his thick length penetrated deeper.


He could feel her trembling warmth. He leaned forward and pushed deeper causing her to squeal.


He closed his eyes savouring the moment.


She was so exquisitely tight.


He brought his hands up to grasp her shoulders firmly and crouched over. He was like a big black bear crouched over a trembling faun and he pushed deeper again as he worked ten thick inches of black cock up into her young stretched womanhood.


Amanda shivered and trembled in his grasp. She could feel his body above and around her but more than anything else she could feel his cock inside her body. It was hot and gnarled and throbbing and pulsing! She squirmed in his grasp. Enjoying his firm grasp on her in a way she would have dreamed of a few weeks earlier when she had been a virgin.


She had dreamed about sex, but this hot thrusting, pulsing penetration, along the pervading masculine smell of the man was beyond anything she had imagined. She was stuffed full of cock and none of the men she had done things with bore any comparison to Igwe.


No wonder her mother let this man do her … she tried to shake the image of her beautiful mother in this same position.


He brought his head down close to hers.


“Oh honey, you can’t believe how incredibly better you are than your mother!”


Amanda’s head came up, for a moment she wondered if somehow he was psychic but dismissed the thought. Instead she just grinned. She was better than her mother! She wriggled her hips, she pushed back into his groin accepting him and grinding her round bottom into his bigger harder hips.


Igwe reached one hand below her to grasp and squeeze one of her apple like breasts. It was so firm and nicely full. He relished its shape and the firm little nugget that scraped his palm with its taut, erect tip.


He enjoyed her efforts squirming and circling her hips back against him and began to regularly hump and thrust, setting off a series of excited squeals as she responded with delight to his vigorous humping of her nicely rounded derriere.


He leaned forward bringing his weight forward onto her and he enjoyed her valiant attempts to brace herself against him as he thrust into her receptive tight little honey hole. She bucked and squirmed beneath him as his hard length rutted deep into her as all ten inches of throbbing black muscle was encased in her hot receptive body.


He drew back allowing her to reposition and brace herself then just grasped her rounded hips firmly and increased his pace. He was ready to come and her enthusiastic and excited cooperation was a delight to experience.


He could only maintain a few more thrusts and the great spurts of his juices shot like miniature geysers erupting in a shower of hot sperm deep inside her body. The girl immediately bucked and yelled, and then she was shivering and shaking and thrashing in pleasure beneath him.


He climbed onto the bed collapsing beside her slim form.


Amanda only took a moment to recover. She turned and rained kisses on to him. Light butterfly kisses on his face, his lips, his cheeks, his forehead and then down on to the tight curls on his hairy chest. She glanced down to where his cock lay across his stomach like a relaxing sea cucumber and eyed his cock with awe and reverence.


“When will my mother be here?”


“She won’t.”


Amanda looked up surprised.


“But I thought, or at least my Dad thought that mummy was sleeping here.”


Igwe shook his head.


“Your mother sleeps where I tell her to sleep, with whoever I tell her to sleep with.”


Amanda looked at him, with a certain wonder in her eyes. The woman he described was so unlike the mother she had known all these years. Then it dawned on her.


“Does that mean I have you all to myself?”


Igwe grinned.


“Would you like that?”


“Oh yes, yes please that sounds just wonderful.”


She looked down at the wetly glistening cock, still thick and long and reached down to grasp and caress it.


“All to myself…” her words were barely above a whisper


Igwe struggled to restrain himself as the fourteen-year-old’s slim white hand grasped and tenderly caressed his black length.


She looked up.


“And I get to sleep beside you and wake up with you in the morning?”


He nodded.


“Magical!” she said quietly.


She looked up into his eyes.


He could see her eyes were glowing with an inner fire.


“I will be able to do whatever I want!”


“No, no you will not!”


Igwe’s voice was sharp and commanding, and she looked for a moment fearfully. His eyes were hard and he looked strangely fearsome which set her heart fluttering in a strange way. He brought one his hands across and stroked the lithe thigh resting across him.


“I will do whatever I want.”


Igwe’s voice was firm and authoritative. She looked at him then lowered her eyes blushing, little butterflies seemed to be fluttering around her stomach.


“Ok”


She looked at him for a moment then lowered her gaze demurely.


“I don’t mind.”





Mark had spent a sleepless night.


He had tossed and turned struggling with inner demons.


Whenever he fell asleep he dreamed of his wife being fucked on her hands and knees by Igwe. He would dream of her glazed eyes as Igwe’s monstrous black cock slid out of her and then she would change into his daughter and Igwe would be thrusting into her and he would wake with a start and a curse.


It was not an easy night.


In the morning Robert was up bright and early. He did not seem to miss his older sister, he just wanted to know if they could drive off and see the wild animals. The two of them had a long day driving through the National Park and tracking a pride of cheetahs.


That Sunday evening when Angel and Amanda returned home together he tried to be casual and relaxed but his nerves were on edge. Amanda breezed in as though she had just been out to the shopping mall rather than in the bed of a middle aged black man appeasing his every desire.


He shivered and watched as she made a fuss of Robert. Her eyes not meeting his, but she seemed cheerful enough.


Angel was looking at him strangely and he looked away.


“Anyone for tea?”


He asked, then turned and headed into the kitchen.


Angel followed him slowly.


He pottered about with the kettle and the mugs and the teabags, while inside he seethed with uncertainty.


“You did the right thing.”


He froze.


“You surprised me but it was the right thing to do, it was only a matter of time.”


He gripped a tea-spoon tightly. Did she know about the gardeners he wondered?


He turned to Angel and drew in his breath. Why did looking at his wife still affect him so, she was looking radiant and glowing.


She looked him in the eye.


“Igwe has told me to bring her with me next Friday.”


Mark nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He had expected nothing less, and Amanda did not seem at all concerned or unhappy, on the contrary she had seemed full of bright cheerfulness.


Angel kept her gaze fixed on Mark.


“Next weekend Igwe will be introducing Amanda to his friends…”


The tea-spoon in Mark’s hand snapped.


He turned tearing himself from her gaze, then he walked out into the darkness of the African night.




Chapter 29




Mark fretted.


He sat in front of the television with Robert who was avidly watching a nature program on the Okavango Delta in Botswana, while Mark tried to read, but his concentration was elsewhere.


In the bedroom Angel was brushing Amanda’s long silken dark hair, its natural curls were defying any amount of brushing. She herself was ready but now she was helping Amanda prepare.


Amanda had never prepared for a date with a man before. Since arriving in Zimbabwe she had experienced a lot of attention from men as she went about her daily life. Most of that attention had been unwelcome.


Now, however, she understood men, or at least understood sex, or at least she thought she did. What she did understand was what men wanted to do to her. Her young pussy pulsed in anticipatory excitement. Oh yes, they knew what they wanted, and she knew what it felt like to let them have what they wanted. Amanda looked in the mirror behind her where her mother looked radiant and vibrant in her womanhood.


Comparing herself to her mother was disturbing and distressing. Her mother was so much more confident in herself and was classically beautiful. How could she compete so that Igwe would pay more attention to her than to her mother?


She felt a little depressed.


Angel could sense her daughter’s emotions and was quietly satisfied. There was no way her daughter could be allowed to compete with her for Igwe. She wanted that long thick black cock for herself. Tonight she would encourage Igwe’s friends to indulge themselves to their heart’s content with her daughter’s adolescent charms.


She would be more than happy to be head coach and cheerleader at her daughter’s debauchery if it meant that she could keep Igwe’s attention focussed on her and his cock hard and lusting for her.


After all he had made love to Amanda more than once so tonight was his friends turn!


“You have nothing to worry about. Trust me these men have had many women, what they will want to savour is your youth and innocence so that is the picture we must present to them.”


Amanda pouted.


She was not entirely happy with her mother’s choice of clothing. She was wearing a loose fitting blouse that hid all evidence of her burgeoning body and her growing breasts. It did not seem like Amanda the sort of top a woman should be wearing to a party … a party were men were going to have sex with her!


She looked at herself in the mirror. She was actually going to a party where men were going to fuck her! Her mother was taking her and her father knew and it seemed he was going to let it happen!


It all seemed a little bizarre.


But it was intensely exciting…


The horn of a car sounded outside the gate and both females jumped! Their transport had arrived.


“Come on let’s say goodbye to your father.”


Her mother’s words set another doubt in her mind. She had grown used to spending weekends with her father and two year old brother. It seemed disturbing to be spending one with her mother and her mother’s black friends, however exciting it might be going to be.


Angel led Amanda into the front room where Mark and Robert were apparently engrossed in the TV. Robert might be engrossed but Angel knew only too well her husband was masking his emotions.


“Well were off.”


“Bye,” said Robert not turning from the TV where a snake was preparing to strike at rabbit frozen in the entrance to its burrow.


Mark turned more slowly, not really wanting to see what Angel had done to ‘prepare’ Amanda for tonight. He was a bit surprised to see Amanda in a calf length white skirt, and a matching blouse that made her look just as she was, a young schoolgirl not a party animal, while his wife was stunning in a low cut dress which had one of the highest hemlines in a dress he had ever seen her wear.


Was Angel deliberately diverting attention to herself from Amanda he wondered?


“She’ll be just fine, there’s nothing to worry about.”


Mark nodded.


He looked at Amanda.


“Any problem just call and I will be there in 5 minutes.”


Amanda nodded to her father, while dismissing his worries. How could there be a problem? From what her mother has said the weekend might be non-stop fucking. Amanda had no problem with that prospect, she could hardly wait!


They turned and walked quietly out of the villa into the warm evening of the African night. Kaifus was at the gate holding them open, while a smartly dressed African in a cap stood by a smart looking car holding a door open for them.


Amanda was not used to such courtesies. As she watched the chauffeur open the car door she realised it was the same chauffeur who had picked her up from her school and taken her to the lakeside National Park.


Then she noticed the licentious way he was looking at her and her mother and she felt a little tingly.


She stepped under his arm holding the car door open and scuttled inside noticing her mother’s half-hearted effort to push away the African’s hand which had shot up under her mother’s short dress, her mother making no more of it than swatting an irritating fly.


The drive to the home of Igwe Orizu did not take long weaving along tree lined lanes dividing wealth walled villas with few people on the street and little traffic in the early evening.


When the car turned into his villa it was through a gap in the high white plastered wall, past open wrought iron gates and they drove past a long lawn. Angel and Amanda looked out with interest as there were several people on the lawn.


Angel was concerned. She had quickly noticed all the white women on the lawn were much younger than her and they included that minx Hayley Parsons. Amanda had no such concerns, she had not known what to expect but she had not expected a party of people on the lawn and she wondered what was going on.


“Over here ladies, Dominic will look after your bags, come and join us we were just going to start a game of croquet!”


“At night! In the dark?”


Amanda queried with doubt in her voice.


Angel laughed.


Igwe frowned.


He waved his hand and floodlights came on.


He looked at Amanda, who had been startled by the way the lights had come on at Igwe’s wave.


“There is no point in being rich if you cannot do what you want whenever you want to do it! Ngorro!”


Igwe called out to his good friend, who waddled over and Amanda’s eyes widened. She could not recall seeing a man so grossly fat before, although she had seen many overweight Africans in Zimbabwe this man seemed to big in every direction except up!


He was the shortest man of group of men on the lawn.


All the men she noticed were black, while the women were all white.


Igwe nodded as the African came up then turned to Angel.


“Ngorro has a treat for you Angel, a little reward for bringing Amanda to us.”


Angel looked warily at the grinning Ngorro.


“Be sweet Angel, no trouble, on Amanda’s weekend. You will like what I have arranged.”


Angel looked at her African lover with doubt, her eyes beseeching him.


“But Igwe, I should be present for Amanda’s … err … party,” she balked at openly referring to Igwe’s intention to break her daughter in to multiple sex.


“I’ll make sure she does what everyone wants.”


“I am sure you would my love.”


He took her in his arms, pulling her close, dropping his lips to hers and giving her a long lingering kiss. He felt her body relax and melt into his. Eventually he broke of the kiss and looked down into her eyes.


“But we don’t want you there reassuring and coaxing her. We want to experience, to savour her nervous uncertainty all alone with rampant black men. There will be many times for you to join us. Not tonight, tonight as a reward I have something special for you, very special indeed, so go along with Ngorro quietly and make no fuss. OK?”


Angel looked up into her lover’s eyes. She saw only resolve and determination in those eyes. She pressed her body against him letting him feel her warm round breasts and pushed her hips into his groin in invitation. His eyes did not flicker or weaken in their resolve. She sighed. It was frustrating that her lover was not a weak, easily manipulated man, but that after all had been the reason he had transformed her life.


She raised herself on her toes to give Igwe a light kiss then pushed him away and turned to Ngorro. That man had a knowing anticipatory grin on his face and she realised that whatever treat Igwe had spoken of it would probably involve this lecherous fat African taking his pleasure from her.


She could not quite understand why this realisation made her loins tingle the man was repugnant! At least she would be taking the dark hearted predatory African away from her daughter sparing Amanda a groping from his pudgy hands.


Ngorro reached out and took her hand. She nearly pulled away but restrained herself. She would not do anything that would make her lover frown so she would have to go along with this … and besides Igwe had mentioned a treat.


Amanda watched her mother depart holding hands with that overweight African. She has seen his piggish eyes stare at her then slowly look her over. Had sensed the thoughts behind those eyes and realising he was imagining her naked. When he had licked his lips and smiled she had shivered. She was not sure if that was a shiver of revulsion, or if the man had triggered a darker thrill within her. He was a strange man and she did not understand her body’s sexual response to the man’s blatant hunger.


For some reason she did not quite understand she found herself regretting he was leaving with her mother who seemed happy enough to go off with him. She shook her head confused.


“Come Amanda, have you played croquet before?”


She shook her head looking at the long handled mallet and the small leather balls that looked expensive. She thought it a little incongruous to be playing such a quintessentially English game on the immaculately cut lawn of a black man in Africa.


She wandered over and took the proffered mallet.


“It’s a deceptively vicious game, the idea is not just to hit your ball through the hoop but to make sure your opponent cannot get their ball through the hoop.”


Amanda frowned surely this game was not complicated…


“Take the handle in your hands, spread your legs, aim carefully and swing the mallet between your legs and strike the ball squarely.”


Amanda bent forward concentrating on the unwieldy mallet and the ball. As she bent forward her hips went backwards and collided with Osagyefu who was standing behind her. His hands came down to rest on her hips to steady her. Amanda’s eyes widen as she felt the man’s hot hardness against her bottom.


Maybe there was more to this game!


As she paused for a moment before pushing back and grinding her round bottom against his hot thick hardness.





Meanwhile the shortness of Angel’s dress had been a magnet to Ngorro’s fat pudgy hands. As his chauffeur drove them across town Ngorro slid his hand up Angel’s silky soft thigh. He grinned wolfishly as she gasped and squirmed as his hand cupped her mound and fondled.


With his free hand he turned her pretty face to him and his mouth descended.


It would not be too difficult to get her aroused he thought. Then, when she was thinking with the split between her legs, she would be so much easier to drive into his planned snare!


Angel did not understood why her body reacted this way to this fat black man but the pudgy hand between her legs was sending tingling thrills of pleasure shooting through. Her mouth opened accepting his demanding searching tongue and she found herself reaching up to grasp him in her arms.


Ngorro enjoyed the easy way the woman had responded. It was a tribute to Igwe’s subtle training, but he did not underestimate the strange electrifying effect he induced in women who did not expect to his bulk to fire them up sexually.


He curled his hand between the woman’s legs, pushing aside her panties to a curl a fat finger through the plump folds of her womanhood, seeking out and rubbing her clitoris and enjoying the spasmodic jerking of her hips.


He thrust his tongue into her mouth searching for and entwining his tongue with hers, pressing her head back and exerting his dominance. He grinned as she relaxed and submitted to his sexual aggression.


Angel surrendered to his forcefulness. It had not been in her nature to be submissive sexually, or in any other way to men, but her lover and these other African men who were his friends accepted nothing less and to her surprise she found it brought out a deeply submerged feminine submissiveness in her that was actually exciting to experience.


She groaned into Ngorro’s mouth as he made free with her loins, his fat hand stroking and firing up a wet heat between her legs.


Ngorro pulled away and grinned down at her as she sat beside him her shoulders trembling. He looked her over, admiring her prime well developed body. He pulled his hand free from her panties and reached up to grasp and fondle one of her breasts.


Angel pushed her breast firmly into the African’s pudgy hand as it grasped, squeezed and fondled the full firm orb relishing the way the hand set pulses of pleasure through her.


Ngorro enjoyed the firm resilient roundness. African women of Angel’s age often had sagging breasts worn out from multiple children and years of farm work in the hot African sun.


Even well fed, healthy white women often had overblown breasts that were failing in their fullness and resilience. By comparison Angel’s breasts could have been matched by the round fullness of an eighteen year old.


He cupped and squeezed them, enjoying the way she pressed her breast into the grasping hand. He palmed her nipple watching her arch her back in response.


Much as he enjoyed the mother’s breasts and enjoyed her instinctive responsiveness he had to stop himself from drooling in anticipation of fondling the daughter’s younger smaller perfect breasts.


From what he had seen earlier the daughter had the sort of round, perky apple sized breasts that only a ripe fourteen year old could sport and his cock ached for the sweet tightness she would have between her coltish thighs … and tonight he knew he would have the daughter!


The sound of the driver honking the horn broke his reverie and he looked up as the gates to his yard opened and his car swept into. He glanced at Angel as she started to pay attention to their surroundings. He nodded, accepting that he had successfully stoked her sexual hunger enough.


The wall of the compound had hidden the fact that nearly one hundred lorries were parked in serried ranks, parked up secure for the weekend. His car swept past them all and drove around a two story office black, finally pulling up before a small colonial style cottage that by contrast to the yard’s dust and oil was immaculate in pristine whiteness, stucco columns and a pristine trimmed lawn bordered with pretty flowers.


Angel was not entirely surprised. Her husband’s company had a similar cottage for visiting business contacts.


The chauffeur was soon out of the car opening the door for Ngorro, and Angel waited for him to come around and open her door. At first she had thought these African customs and manners were quaint and charming but after six months in Africa they had become her expectation.


She made her way into the cottage swaying her hips, conscious of the two men watching her. Whatever Ngorro planned would take place inside the cottage and probably involved sex in one form or another. She surprised herself at her ready acceptance that whatever was about to happen might not be the conventional sex that had ruled her life through most of her marriage.


Her hips swayed naturally anyway. As a beautiful woman she always liked to be the centre of male attention even for a man like Ngorro.


Inside she looked around. She was not entirely surprised that the interior was very clean and almost like a picture postcard image of a country cottage in the English Cotswolds with lacy pretty flowery curtains, an exquisitely carved dark wood table that looked like mahogany with matching chairs with soft cushions with pictures of dogs and cats. There was a decanter of cut crystal set next to cut glass brandy glasses.


Angel knew that African businessman liked to impress others with their wealth and sophistication and this cottage had all the hallmarks of Ngorro’s attempts to impress business clients.


She felt a sudden tightening in her still wet loins!


Was Ngorro intending to provide herself as part of the entertainment package to one of his rich clients? She was not sure she liked that idea, but was also not sure she would have the opportunity to say ‘no’ if that was his plan. She had seen the security in place as they drove into the cottage and knew that any loud protest on her part would not lead to African security guards rushing to her rescue.


They were more likely to snigger and joke about their boss making another conquest.


She turned around to see Ngorro looking at her. She could see the amusement in his eyes as he observed her taking in the ambience of the room.


“I think we should go through to the bedroom.”


Angel looked down and saw the bulge in Ngorro’s trousers. Perhaps it was simply going to be a session with Ngorro in an unusual setting. That could hardly be called a treat. She turned and walked into a corridor that presumably led to the bedrooms.


Was there someone waiting in a bedroom? Her nipples stiffened. Perhaps they thought she would appreciate a strapping, muscular young buck? If so they did not know her very well. Angel had always preferred authoritive, older men who knew what to do to please a woman. Though the last few months she had been learning a lot about pleasing men!


A tremble went through her shoulders as she pushed open a door she assumed led into a bedroom. It did, and it looked like the major bedroom. She turned and looked at Ngorro who nodded her into the room.


Angel stepped into the room, with Ngorro following close behind.


He closed the door and a sneaky expression seemed to come over his face and a hand dropped to rub his crotch.


“You won’t need the dress…”


She watched his pig-like eyes ravish her body through her clothes, while his hand fondled the growing bulge in his trousers.


She found a wet heat blossoming in her loins that tightened self-consciously as she recalled just how fat this African’s cock was. ‘Can of Coke’ thick she had described it to her husband and she could seeing thickening and growing in response to the lusting overweight black man.


A pulse seemed to start throbbing between her legs, as her pussy seemed to liquefy in readiness.


“If you prefer I can take the address off for you, but I cannot guarantee the state your dress will be in once I have torn it off you!”


Angel looked into his eyes seeing only a greedy avaricious lust.


Ngorro enjoyed the flush that grew on the beautiful white woman’s face. When she reached up and started unclipping her dress the hem rose exposing the fact that she was not wearing any panties! He licked his lips as she wriggled the dress down over her hips and full firm white breasts popped free of the top of the dress.


He just loved moments like this. There was something special about a married white woman stripping off her clothes in front of him. Whatever thoughts she had of her husband seemed to mean nothing to her as her dress dropped to the floor.


He licked his lips again as he ogled full firm round white breasts and his lascivious grin widened as he noted the woman’s nipples were erect. That was certainly arousal as there was no hint of any cold this African night!


As her dress dropped to the floor her eyes rose to meet his then dropped as his fierce hungry eyes met hers.


“Sit on the edge of the bed.”


Angel backed away and sat on the soft bed. Ngorro advanced on her and below his fat bulk she could see the bulge in his trousers. Her loins throbbed again and she found herself licking her lips as her mouth went dry in anticipation.


“Have you kissed your husband today?”


For a moment Angel looked confused as she tore her eyes away from the bulge in the African’s trousers to look up at him.


She nodded.


“Yes, or course I have.”


The African now looking down at her just nodded.


“Ok, take my cock out and kiss it. I am sure you will like kissing my fat cock more than you liked kissing your husband!”


Angel’s eyes dropped back to the bulge in the African’s trousers. She pondered Ngorro’s words and realised there might actually be some truth in his words. Butterflies had invaded her stomach as she contemplated trying to stuff that fat black cock into her mouth.


She reached beneath the rolled fat of the African’s belly and sought out the zip on the man’s straining trousers. She could feel the hot bulge inside the cloth and her fingers developed a nervous twitch as she struggled for a moment with a zip that was held taught. Then his zip was sliding down and her heart beat faster as she slipped her white hand inside the black man’s trousers feeling for and grasping the throbbing thickness.


She tried to pull it free, but though it was nowhere near as long as her lover’s mighty cock its thickness frustrated her. She had never known a cock as thick as the one Ngorro possessed and she knew it would be difficult to get into her mouth! She had to release it and fiddle with the buttons on his trousers to get it free. All the while Ngorro just smiled in satisfaction as this beautiful married white woman struggled to get at his cock!


Eventually his trousers dropped to his ankles and Ngorro reached down to catch the back of the woman’s head in his pudgy hand, before pulling her quickly forward before she was quite ready. Though she still had time to open her mouth wide and his prick pushed past her lips into her hot wet suckling mouth.


He sighed as her wet lips struggled to encase his thickness and humped his hips thrusting deeper into her hot mouth.


“Oh Christ woman, just imagine the pleasure I am going to have when that cute little daughter of yours is going to be sucking on my thickness later this evening!” His hand held her head firmly as she sought for a moment to pull back but his grip was firm on her head. Angel mewled for a moment around his thickness then he felt her soft tongue lapping at the underside of his cock.


His head fell back in ecstasy and delight of having a white mother sucking and lapping at his black thickness to please him while knowing her own daughter would be sucking on him later. He groaned and shudder ran through him as his cock started spurting his seed.


Ngorro held her head in place as she lapped up all traces of his thick juices.


Angel betrayed no disappointment at how quickly Ngorro had shot its load. When his hands pushed her backwards on the bed she anticipated he was going to pleasure her and she spread her legs wide and lay back.


The African smiled and pushed her legs even further apart then, to her surprise, he reached down and fumbled for a moment before bringing up a silver coated chain and ankle bracelet, which was cushioned by a thick, but smooth leather buffer and clipped it around her slim ankle.


“Do you really thank that is necessary?”


Ngorro moved to her other ankle pulling her legs wide apart in and fastening her other ankle to a similar chain. Then having kicked off his trousers hen climbed onto the bed working his way above her, grasping her arms and pulling them over her head before settling his bulk over her firm, soft but firm breasts.


He took one her hands and stretched it to the far corner of the bed. Angel offered no resistance, not seeing any point, as the African pulled another silver coated chain into view. Let the pervert play his kinky games, by now she held no fear of him and anticipated that the evening would involve some torment and teasing as the African played games with her body.


She watched his face as the African stretched her remaining left arm up to and cuffed her wrist. She did not have time to test the strength of these bonds before Ngorro shuffled further forward and settled his fat overweight bulk on Angel’s face.


He heard muffled protests and gasps from the woman below him but did not concern himself with feeble noises. Angel discovered her arms were pinned not just by the chains but by the fleshy bulk of the man’s heavy thighs. Her senses were overwhelmed by the pungent smelly aromas of the African, even as he struggled for breath under his crushing weight.


He shifted position slightly before reaching behind him to grasp the folding bulges of his buttocks and pulled them apart, he had to stretch to pull them even further apart. He smiled as the muffled protests below him seemed to reach new levels, and her long legs trashed and pulled on the chains holding them apart.


“You will not be getting any air until I feel your tongue.”


The woman struggling below him froze. Ngorro grinned and settled his bulk lower still holding his buttocks apart. His whole body quivered when he felt the tongue of one of the most beautiful white women he had ever met tentatively tickle his black arsehole.





Meanwhile, miles away across the city Angel’s daughter snuggled into the protective arms of Igwe Orizi as she tried to concentrate on whacking a croquet ball with a wooden mallet. All the girls were being ‘guided’ by African consorts and the accuracy of the whacked balls did not seem to cause anyone concern as teenage while girls pushed their curvy round bottoms against the hard pulsing black cocks of the African men.


The air was electric with sexual tension. Each girl was trembling with excitement in the arms of the black men. They all knew what was going to happen. The Africans breathed in the smell of fresh white womanhood, their nostrils flaring at the scent of the aroused young ‘bitches in heat’ who only too happy to rub soft bottoms against their stiff cocks.


Igwe leaned in close and found and nibbled on the softness of the girl’s dainty earlobe. He enjoyed the way she quivered in response.


“Shall we go inside perhaps we can find some other games to play.”


Amanda could not help herself and her knees give way as an unexpected orgasm overtook her and her strength give out.


Igwe grinned as he caught her collapsing form and swept her up in his arms. Her body was jerking as he raised her up to his chest and turned to enter the villa. His actions set off squeals among the other teenage girls as the middle aged black men swept them off their feet and carried them towards the villa.





Angels lunged grabbed huge lungful’s of air as Ngorro finally pulled his bulk from her face. As the large bulk of the overweight African rolled forward all she could see in front of her was rolls of fatty black flesh.


She licked her lips self-consciously; the taste of his sweaty ass seemed overly powerful and heady. Her thoughts were in a whirl as she thought about the debased act she had been forced to perform. She had not be given a choice, tied spread-eagled to the bed with Ngorro’s bulk pressing down on her face she had no alternative to do the perverted deed between fat flabby buttocks.


It was not the first time she had licked black ass, but her lover was a quite different to a fat, lecherous old black men. What shocked her was that she had found it exciting to be made to do something so dirty and evil.


As Ngorro shuffled onto his knees raising his bulk from her, his fat sausage like cock hung down and his fat oversized testicles hung like the gourds of a bull elephant before her eyes, before she even thought about what she was doing she raised herself up on her elbows, and moved her head forward and started lapping at his balls.


Ngorro grunted, and he paused for a moment as the woman’s hot tongue lapped and licked at his private parts. He no longer found it surprising that women responded and were aroused by the debauched acts her forced on them. When he had been a young boy he had been made fun or and mocked. ‘Fatty’ had probably been the kindest insult directed in his direction.


He had inherited the family business and after an orgy of binge drinking and eating and only slowly realised the power of money and influence that he now had. At first employing white people had been a novelty, a twist in his life. Now he could insult and demean others and his wealth and power meant that people smiled politely and nodded and promised to do better.


When in a moment of anger at the failure of a strategy proposed by one of his expensive white managers he had demanded compensation. He had instructed the man to bring his wife to his villa, and had been surprised when the man had done so.


He could remember the shock and barely concealed repugnance of the lovely wife of his employee. That had not bothered Ngorro, had not bothered him at all. In fact he felt an extreme thrill of power as she had stood before him reluctantly allowing him to fondle her, but Ngorro had discovered that he had the ability to touch and caress in ways that aroused women despite their initial fear and dislike. He liked to get such women excited despite their initial instincts, but what he really loved was the look on husband’s face when they realised their wives wanted to go back to him.


From that point on he realised that if he pushed and pressured and demanded long enough women and girls would given in and do what he wanted, however perverse and kinky his demands were and not only would their natural submissive natures come to the fore and it would excite them.


So he remained still for a while and let Angel lick and lap for a few minutes more before he rose up and climbed off the bed. He moved away and dressed himself, turning to look at Angel as he fastened and adjusted his tie.


Angel lay there looking at him. She knew there was no point quizzing the man about why he was dressing. She assumed correctly that he was planning to return to Igwe’s villa and enjoy her daughter as he had said he would earlier. She knew Ngorro was not a man to explain himself to her.


“Are you going to release me then?”


She tugged lightly at the chains by way of demonstration.


He just grinned down at her and turned and opened the door, holding it open as a man came through. Angel looked at him. He appeared to be some sort of mechanic, and was wiping greasy hands on a rag. He looked around the room for a minute in wonder then his eyes found the naked white woman on the bed and s grin broke out on his face.


“Is this her?” He asked.


Ngorro just nodded and walked out of the room.


“Hey, what’s going on? Don’t leave me here with him!”


The tone in Angel’s voice left no doubt that she had a low opinion of such a man.


She did not like the way he was looking at her and pulled at the chains holding her limbs spread-eagled across the bed,


Ngorro paused for a moment as he was leaving. He popped his head around the door.


“Oh but I can, whose going to stop me leaving you with him?”


Angel glared at Ngorro.


He just laughed.


“The key is on the table when she is broken in, and don’t worry she will soon be hungry for it!”


Then he left, closing the door at him.


Angel looked at the African lorry driver.


“He was joking with you, just release me and there will be no trouble.


The African tossed the greasy rag to one side.


He was a big burly muscled man, and his eyes were hungrily roving over her naked body. Angel pulled on the chains again. This time she pulled on them more forcefully. It made no difference the chains were stronger than they looked.


The African pulled aside his blue denim overalls revealing a dark mass of hair on his chest. He shrugged it off his shoulders and pushed the loose fitting denim back off his shoulders.


“Hey what are you doing? Let me free!”


The African looked at her, there was a strange expression on his face then a slow insolent grin spread across his face.


Angel started to worry, and she pulled again pointlessly at the chains.


When his overall dropped down to his waist and she returned her gaze to him. While his arms were muscular his body was heavy and he had a bloated waist, though nowhere near Ngorro’s obscene flabbiness.


It was the solid, heaviness of middle aged combined she suspected with too many roadside cafes. The man pushed the overalls off his hips and down his legs and it was Angel’s turn to stare at the exposed African manhood.


It was nothing special. Nothing like the length of her lover, and nowhere near as thick as Ngorro’s fat cock, but it was a cock. It was hard and thick and pointing straight at her.


Her pussy, already wet from Ngorro’s attention, sparked back into life and pulsed hotly.


She whimpered in frustration at her body’s betrayal.


For god’s sake this was an oil soaked, greasy lorry driver!


She again pulled at the chains that held her naked body spread-eagled across the bed.


The African kicked his overalls aside and stepped towards the bed fondling his cock.


“This will make you whimper all right…”


Angel’s eyes went back to his cock. Between his fingers the head of his cock had a bulbous exposed shiny head. Her insides turned liquid at the thought of what it would feel like ramming up inside her. She cursed her body again.


He dropped down to sit down beside her and without any delay reached up and grasped one of her breasts.


She tried to pull away but his on her breast just grasped it tightly and she froze in position,


He grinned, loosened his grasp and then caressed the full firm mound.


“Nice! You have children?”


Angel stared at him taken aback by his words. She nodded. The African smiled with a satisfied look. He shifted his gaze from her round white breasts to her face.


“Breast fed?”


Angel’s eyes widened at the strange turn of events. She just nodded and watched as his gaze returned to her breasts and a thick tongue licked his lips. His hand shifted to her other breast hefting it and caressing the soft firm underside before two fingers tweaked one of her nipples startling her and sending hot spiky shivers through her.


Then the African grinned and dropped his head to grasp one of her nipples with his teeth. Angel yelped as the man’s ivory incisors chewed on a nipple that had sprung to hardness as his teeth worried and played with it.


She squirmed and wriggled on the bed as the African fondled one breast, while nuzzling hungrily at her teat. She pulled at her bonds again though to her embarrassment her hips had instinctively risen as hot flashes shot through her.


The African shifted position and rolled on top of her. He settled between her legs and chortled when he realised how wet the woman was between her legs. Ngorro has been right when he described this woman as a hot hungry slut.


He rose on his elbows and positioned himself.


The woman’s hips were making urgent humping motions and he grinned as he edged forward. Hot wet heat engulfed the end of his cock as he pushed his hips forward. He paused for a moment as the woman’s cunt made tight little clasping motions around the head of his cock.


Then he thrust.


His cock slid relatively easily into her pulsing sheath and a groan erupted from the woman. He grinned and lowered his head seeking out her lips. Her mouth rose and he humped deeper as the woman kissed him with a feverish hunger. He brought his hands up to grasp her shoulders and began a feverish rutting as he fucked his first white woman. Angel strained against her bonds but for quite different reasons now as the African’s rutting passion excited her. She could feel his thick length straining at the tight sheath of her pussy as its rounded head thrust and jabbed deep into her body.


She gritted her teeth to try and keep control of herself as the African lunged on top of her. His heavy male body smelled quite different to Igwe and his friends.


He reeked of oil and grease and unwashed sweat!


As he heaved above his male heaviness driving between her legs her senses were overwhelmed with the crude raw masculine strength and her pussy started fluttering clasping motions as it sought out the hot male seed within the rampant cock.


She humped back at the thrusting black man with a hungry need she had not felt in a long time. She was confused! She did not love this man, she did not even know him but her desire to receive his spurting seed had become an urgent need that had overridden all sensibility as she humped and thrust her hips back at him.


‘Oh God, ‘ she thought ‘I don’t even know his name.’


Then his hips jerked atop her.


Jerked again before slumping on top of her and his hot seed suffused her pussy/


“OHHHHH!”


She screamed into the shoulder of the African as he sank his weight onto her as her orgasm rolled over her. Her juices rushed out to greet the African’s swarming sperm and a second orgasm overtook her.


The African lay for a while, enjoying the soft round curves of the gasping woman, who lay quiescent beneath him.


Finally he pulled himself free, his cock sliding wetly from her body as rose and rolled off her. He looked down at her and a smile of satisfaction crossed his face as he admired her round curvy body. Her full breasts stood proud of her body. Her hips framed her femininity in a fecund bowl of sexual invitation, from which his seed slowly seeped.


He had enjoyed being the first and no doubt he would be fucking her again over the weekend but now it was time. He went to the door and pulled it open.


“About fucking time what took so long?”


An African pushed through the door. “Yes Josh that was a lot longer than seven minutes you randy old goat!”


A second African pushed through the door.


“He was probably having a post fuck cigarette!”


A third African laughed as he strolled through the door.


“What? Who are these? What’s going on?”


Four African heads turned and looked at the naked white woman chained to the bed.


Grins broke out on their faces.


Angel pulled at the chains.


“Ok this is no joke now let me free.”


She looked at the men with a hopeful cautionary smile and saw the way the way the expressions on the faces of the African men turned to predatory lust as they eyes greedily devoured her naked white roundness.


She pulled nervously at the chains.


“Please think about this, just let me go.”


She looked into the eyes of the African men who had entered the room and saw the greedy lecherous hunger in their eyes.


“No … no…” she pulled more urgently and futilely at the chains that held her bound limbs.


Three African shoulders shrugged almost simultaneously as the African lorry drivers stripped out of their orange overalls. They pushed the stiff dirty and stained overalls down over their hips and three hard African cocks popped into view.


Angel’s eyes widened and were fixed on the already hard throbbing lengths of African maleness. She sank back onto the bed as though shrinking into it as the three new African men advanced on the bed hands outstretched eager to touch and fondle her white flesh.


“Nooo…”


Her protest was a low moan as the first African hand grasped and slipped up her thigh. Her hips rose and her legs betrayed her and opened wider…




Chapter 30




Amanda was trembling as the big African man known as Igwe Orizu carried her into his villa. It was not fear of what he would do. She had just not been literally swept off her feet before by a man. She was cradled in his strong arms as he carried her off to his bed and her young pussy pulsed in throbbing anticipation of the raw passion of the man and what he was going to do to her.


In the garden Joseph had picked up seventeen year old Pamela just as easily. He was thirty two years old and strong and muscular as he kept in training for when he was called upon to beat up his country’s enemies, or whoever was considered to be the enemy that week. He could see the firm breasts of the young woman in his arms rising and falling as her breathing intensified and he smiled.


Forty five tear old Joshua simply grabbed eighteen year old Tammy and slung her pocket Venus body over his shoulder slapping her round rump causing the excited young woman to squeal.


That left the youngest girl present Hayley for a moment at a loss what to do. At fourteen years old she was marginally younger than Amanda but was probably the most sexually experienced female present. Her own Black Bull, as she thought of the overweight African Ngorro, had gone off with that woman Angel, Amanda’s mother. He would be back later but the lecherous deviant would have his own way first with the mother as he would know that the girl Amanda would not be given to him until last. His friends fully understood the way Ngorro’s immense thickness stretched women and girls alike to their fleshly elastic limits.


Amanda would need to be thoroughly lubricated with doses of sperm from the other men before he had a chance of working his immense thickness up the young inexperienced teenage girl.


Now as the three remaining black men carried off the excited white teenage girls Hayley was for a moment nonplussed as to what to do, or who to follow into the villa. She was definitely not going to wait for Ngorro to return before having some fun.


Her moment of hesitation passed and she scampered after Joshua reasoning that a man who was deviant enough to fuck his own daughter was probably the most perverse of the three. Though in her view none of the remaining men had anywhere near the same capacity for sheer perversity as the licentious evil man who had taught her just how enjoyable it could be to do the dirtiest things!


Amanda’s heart fluttered and it seemed her young pussy was palpitating in time to the increasing beat of her heart. As the strong African man held her close she was able to push one round, small but firm, breast into his chest. She leaned in close and nuzzled his neck with her lips, her pink tongue snaking out to lap at the creases of his neck tasting his salty musky African flesh.


Igwe shivered has her limber hot tongue stroked over his flesh. The girl’s soft, silvery light licks were a promise of the pleasures to come. That little tongue was going to be licking and lapping all over his body and those of his friends too before this weekend was over in every black nook and cranny they pushed her pretty white face into!


His cock pulsed and throbbed in his trousers!


Amanda creamed to the feel of his cock pulsing and throbbing against her body and reached down with one slim white hand to grasp and fondle his hardness. She marvelled at its long length and thickness as she ran her hand stroked up and down it through his trousers.


Her heart was in her mouth as she brazenly fondled his the man’s cock. He leaned down and flicked her delicate ear before whispering in her ear.


“Take it out.”


Her stomach fluttered at his words and she looked down at the bulge in his trousers. She had not done anything like this before. The strain of the bulge behind the material had made the front of his trousers quite tight. She had one arm around Igwe now, and did not want to release her grip on him, so with one hand she struggled to get at his zipper and pull it down.


Once it was down his cock did not jump out at and she looked up at him. He just grinned down at her and nodded. She looked back down and for the first time in her fourteen year old life she reached inside a man’s trousers. His hot hardness jerked against her hand which was quite exciting but she struggled to find her way through his undershorts. Finally her fingers found and wrapped her hand around its hot, thick length.


She pulled on it but it was too long and thick to come out!


She grasped it harder enjoying the feel of the gnarled veins that pulsed with the blood flowing through it. She still found is surprising, and slightly confusing, that the soft feeling outer skin covered a hardness that felt more like an iron bar. She ran her hand along its length to find and run her palm over the thick cap at its end. Her hand pushed back the foreskin and then directing it with her hand on one end she sought to direct it out through the opening of his trousers. Moments later his black member was in the open air resting in her hand. She grinned and ran her hand softly along its length looking at and feeling the thick veins that encased his hot blood surging around its thickness.


Igwe’s arm tightened around her slim shoulders and she looked back up to him. His face had a tight grin on it. She realised he was holding back his excitement and a strange feeling ran over her as she squeezed and grasped his hot cock and watched his face react to her delicate touch and realised the effect she was having on this man.


With his arm around her shoulder he exerted a gentle pressure urging her down in front of him. She happily dropped to her knees and stared at the upright dagger of black flesh that jutted from his trousers. Its ebony colour was discoloured and a thick white drop has exuded from it. Without a second thought her limber tongue lashed out and lapped up the salty secretions restoring the cock to its shiny black glory.


She stared at it a moment longer as her tastes buds absorbed the pungent flavour and her tongue rolled the tasty sperm around her mouth. Then she swallowed it before dipping her head forward so her dainty tongue could extend out to lap eagerly at the pulsing black meat.


Igwe reached own one hand to rest on her brown curls for balance then closed his eyes, savouring the moment as an extremely pretty teenage white adolescent girl whipped her tongue backwards and forwards along the underside of his cock.


He stood there letting the girl’s enthusiasm stoke up her own arousal, while at the same time enjoying her hot slick tongue lash across his flesh. His hand ran through the full rich curls of her brown hair before curling around the back of her head.


Without further encouragement her mouth opened wide and soft lips ran down his cock as she endeavoured to take its hot throbbing length into her mouth. She managed not to gag over its thickness, which pleased her no end, and she clasped her lips around it before slowing drawing her mouth up its length gentling sucking as her mother had taught her.


Then, when she bobbed her head down, she pressed her tongue firmly against its underside. Her senses were overwhelmed by the pungent masculinity of the black cock as it penetrated deeper into her young mouth.


Igwe shuddered as the girl’s hot wet mouth sank down his throbbing cock. He looked down enjoying the sight of fresh pretty white face with bright eager eyes as she sucked and licked eagerly at his flesh.


His hand tightened in her hair and he looked forward to the day when her shocked father would watch his young daughter lap at his cock. Just as he had watcher his beautiful wife suck Igwe to orgasm and the shock on his face when his wife made no effort to pull away as he emptied his load into Angel’s hot sucking mouth.


If her husband Mark had been shocked at that sight how much more shocked would he be to see him empty his black balls into the just as eagerly sucking mouth of his pretty young daughter.


Amanda was surprised when Igwe pulled her forcefully off his cock. She looked up confused and saw the tortured, but excited look on the middle aged African. She wondered why he had stopped she was sure he had been about to shoot off his load.


Igwe reached down under her arms and lifted her up into the air before tossing her onto the bed.


“Get your clothes off!” He demanded.


Amanda was just recovering from the surprise of being casually lifted and tossed onto the bed when she heard his words. Her breath seemed to flow out of her chest as she turned to look at him.


He was pushing his already loose trousers down and his magnificent cock thrust out through his undershorts like the enormous gun of a battleship.


Amanda’s fingers flew to the buttons of her old fashioned white blouse and she flipped the buttons quickly, then she stopped and looked at Igwe who was now unbuttoning his shirt in a much more relaxed way than she felt herself.


She paused for a moment and for a startling moment wondered if there was a way she could make removing her blouse sexy and appealing. She had not really thought about making the act of undressing herself look sexy … she looked up at Igwe and saw the humour in his eyes!


Was he laughing at her!


She pouted her lips and poked her tongue at him, but instead of it being childish she managed to turn into a motion of licking her soft peachy lips, which still tasted pungent from his cock. By contrast her eyes flashed an angry glance at him with her eyes daring him to mock her.


Then with a shrug her blouse slid off her shoulders and she thrust her perky young breasts at him.


Igwe turned away to avoid laughing. Innocent teenage white girls can be such a laugh he thought as they discovered their sexuality. They were so easy to manipulate with their immature emotions, anxious fears, misunderstandings and burgeoning sexual hunger adding to their confusion.


Get them young; break them in early, and they will soon by lapping sperm from your hand was the standard joke among his friends.


He shrugged off his shirt and with his face back under control turned back to Amanda.


She was now kneeling on the bed as her fingers pushed down the zip of her calf length white skirt. She looked up as he turned back towards her and with a quick thought, she turned on her knees so that as her skirt slid over her hips, her pert round bottom poked out into the line of sight of the African.


Igwe reached for his shorts and struggled to get his erect ten inch black spear back inside his shorts so he could push them down.


Amanda watched with some amusement herself as now as he struggled with that long cock. Then she reached behind her and unclipped her brassiere. She paused for a moment, to check he was looking, then allowed the bra to drop six inches and the ripe mounds of apple sized, firm breasts popped into view.


Without deliberate intention her tongue slipped over her suddenly dry lips, a shockingly erotic sight to Igwe. She pulled her shoulders back and thrust her breasts, so much smaller than her mothers, forward. She relaxed as she took in the sheer hunger on Igwe’s face. The small pink aureoles that already stood proud on chest thickened and filled in response to the blatant male lust.


With a quick impatient movement she thrust the awfully silly Minnie Mouse panties her mother had insisted she wore down her hips and fell backwards onto her bottom kicking away the panties bearing her young womanhood to the man and her heart beating fast at the thought of that immense black lance thrusting into her.


Igwe regretted the speed of which Amanda had got rid of her patterned panties. He loved the image of fresh innocence they provided, with only a limited barrier to her lithe girlish hips. He had no doubt her mother had provocatively chosen her underwear to appeal to him.


Now Amanda lay back on the bed naked and unsure what to do now. She looked at Igwe, her eyes fell to his huge cock. Despite the sudden flutter in her stomach at its size, her legs spread wide in invitation. The fierce hunger that was inside her was demonstrated by the way the flower of her womanhood flowered open to display the hot wet inner channel.


Igwe climbed onto the bed and her shapely of coltish thighs spread wider. She felt a sudden desperate fear that he would lick her when all she wanted was the feel of that long thick cock pushing deep into her body.


She humped her hips in a greedy hunger of her own, raising her hips to receive his entry thrust.


All anticipation and preparation was over and Igwe’s lust had turned into an intense driving force. He abandoned all his previous restraint with the girl and thrust hard even before he had gained entry. Amanda’s widespread legs had raise her hips as her own hungry need fuelled her own lusty loins and her already open pussy seemed to grab and welcome the approaching cock.


Igwe surged and lunged above her and with a mighty thrust his cock speared her femininity and went deep at the first thrust. Amanda’s head shot back as her body seemed to go into shock as the African’s cock thrust deep.


Igwe’s grin took on a fierce rictus as her tight hole clutched at his cock. He pulled back for a moment enjoying the clawing grasp of her young pussy before he bucked hard into her. Amanda’s body shook and seemed to get pressed into the bed and her legs shot out on either side of the big bulky body of the middle aged African as his big cock surged up inside her.


“Yowwwwwwwww!” Amanda squealed her voice rising in a rising shriek.





Joseph grinned and rubbed his cock through his trousers as he heard the girl’s yell of pleasure. He nodded at Joshua whose head had risen and cocked to one side as he also paused to listen.


“That little honey’s going to be real sweet.”


Joshua’s nod was mixed with a look of irony. He had lost the draw to be the next one on top of lovely nubile white teenager currenty being humped by their friend.


He turned and Tammy slid onto his lap, he pushed her straight on down to his knees wrapped his hands in her hair and drew her head into his lap. The lovely eighteen year old licked her lips and reached for his zipper.


Joseph grinned and curvy seventeen year old Pamela cuddled up to him rubbing her hips against his loins confident the African was aroused and feeling his heat and hardness against her softness.


Hayley bit her lip and pouted her eyes going for one man to the other both preoccupied as they were with the writhing white females close to them. Her fourteen year old nipples were hard and her pussy was throbbing. She could not wait for Ngorro’s return, she just had to get in on the action!


Joshua’s hooded eyes had taken in the feverish look in the young girl’s eyes. He had come to appreciate she was nearly as perverse as Ngorro. He pulled Tammy’s head out of his lap and reached down into his loose trousers and pulled out his heavy hair covered balls sack.


“Is this what you wanted?” He asked the bright eyed girl, who simply darted forward driven by her own hunger.





Amanda whimpered below Igwe.


She was hot and horny and the man had already had his climax.


Even now she could feel his member shrinking and softening. She grasped it with her inner muscles trying to coax it back into pulsing life.


Igwe smiled down at her. He loved the feel of her warm body below his and the way she was trying to revive his cock within her hot tight sheath.


Amanda moaned and squirmed. She tightened her lithe legs around the older man trying to pull him closer. She rubbed her slim white body against the bulk of the middle aged black man, pushing her pert, firm breasts into his chest hoping to excite him.


But Igwe’s urgent and quick orgasm had been deliberate. He had other plans for Amanda and wanted her hungry for more sex. He had broken in many white girls, him and his friends. He understood the importance of changing the mind set of white women and getting them while they were young and their minds had not settled into a firm connection between love and sex.


He flexed his shoulders pushing away the girl’s enclosing arms away and then rolled off the young woman. His still thick cock slid wetly out of her and he curled an arm around her pulling her close, pressing a light kiss on her forehead.


“Relax, you are here for the whole weekend! There is going to be plenty of time and lots of lovemaking, and your mother will not be interfering and making her own demands!”


He smiled as Amanda giggled and pressed close to him.


“This weekend you are going to learn one of the most important lessons a woman has to learn. One your mother has only just learned and is still struggling to accept.”


He enjoyed the way the girl’s eyes widened as she looked up at him with curiosity and wonder.


“Just wait here a moment Amanda, and be ready to accept what we are going to teach you.”


Igwe slipped out of her arms, stood up and dressed. He turned and give Amanda an assuring nod and left the room.





Angel’s brain seemed to be frozen in an emotional shock wave of sensation.


She was held in the strong arms of a burly African lorry driver whose cock was urgently thrusting into her womanhood. The hard pulsing manhood was hot and jerking inside her clutching channel, but its presence hardly compared to the iron rod that was up her ass. Another black lorry driver was on top of her. His weight pressing her down onto the man below.


She was very conscious of the warm crush of male bodies above and below her as the men heaved and thrust. The man above her had a hard grip on her shoulders holding her firmly in position as he rutted and jabbed his hard black cock up through her anal ring and deep into her hot bowels.


She grunted.


She moaned.


She gurgled around thick African manhood in her mouth.


A third African lorry driver grasped her head firmly as he jerked his hips pushing his cock past the woman’s lips and striving to see how deep her throat could take his cock. He ground against her enjoying the way her lips tightened around his cock.


“Lick!” He shouted at her and for a moment enjoyed her response as her lithe hot tongue lapped and stroked for a few moments before the overwhelming sensations of dealing with five hot black cocks.


Her hands grasped the other two cocks. Two African lorry drivers eager to be next and preferring to feel her white hands on their erect black tools stood on either side of her. Helping to keep her hands tight around their cocks as they waited their turn at one her wet interior holes.


Her arms were held out on either side of her body so she had no support and was crushed between the heat of horny men above her and pressing in on either side.


Her nose flared with the scents of five eager hungry men.


Her mouth was full of the taste of cock, pungent salty and hot.


Her eyes were blinded by sweat and when she could see she saw the black belly of the African holding her head tightly as her throat was plugged by male meat.


Her ass clenched at the demanding thrusting hardness in her bowels, while the cock in her pussy seemed to almost soothing in its constant steady jerking thrusts.


The cocks on either side felt like anchors in the storm of excited lusting men and she gripped them tight and wallowed in the moment of being totally helpless as five men urgently ravished her.


She nearly screamed around the cock in her mouth as an orgasm swept over her.


Not that the men stopped their urgent grunting satisfaction seeking efforts…





The door opened and Amanda looked up as a black man entered the bedroom.


She had been lying there in a lazy haze of gentle but unsatisfied dissatisfaction wondering when Igwe would come back with his surprise and new lesson, but now she looked up in surprise.


She recognised the African. It was Joseph. He was younger than Igwe’s other African friends and did not have their heavy build. He was shorter as well, but there was power in his eyes and she knew he was a man of action and there was a threatening atmosphere in his stance.


His face however had only a grinning smile, and his eyes had the same smouldering hungry look that most Africans had when they looked at her.


“Hello Amanda. I have been looking forward to this moment ever since we learned your lovely mother had a teenage daughter.”


She smiled uncertain how to take this comment. Hadn’t this man been with the blond lady, was her name Pamela? She tried to remember if that was her name. Then her eyes focussed on the man again as he started unbuttoning his shirt.


Her eyes watched nervously as he pulled off his shirt and she was surprised to a wiry but muscled upper body. She looked with surprise at the rippling muscles across his stomach. She had only seen muscles like that on men in television programme or in pictures.


Then his trousers fell and his cock seemed to pint straight at her hard and long.


Her breath caught in her throat for a moment as she realised this man had come to fuck her and Igwe must have sent him.


She felt a shivering excitement pass through her as he kicked his trousers and aside and pulled at his socks.


The man, though shorter and smaller than the other men, had the body of a black Adonis and that long cock was soon going to be seeking entry to her body.


Her stomach fluttered, and she felt her pussy give a little eager pulse in anticipation of what was coming.


He looked up from stripping of his clothes and grinned at her again. His hand dropped to his cock and give it a preparatory stroke, as his smile turned wolfish sending a run of shivers up Amanda’s spine.


Her heart seemed to have jumped into her mouth as he advanced on the bed.


He reached down toward the girl’s slim ankle, she had crossed one thigh across the other in a demure attempt to shield her womanhood, and grasped it. With ease his strong grasp turned her ankle, flipping her thighs open to his lusting gaze. He grasped her other ankle and flicked that open exposing her young womanhood.


The girl offered no resistance as he positioned himself between young but full thighs. The evidence of her last mounting oozed between the lips of her pussy assuring him that she was already well lubricated and he need show no restraint.


Her eyes were wide but showed no fear as his body positioned itself over her slim nubile form. Her slim hands rose up to stroke his muscled arms in wonder at their strength. Then he lowered himself at the same time thrusting forward.


His cock found her wet, leaking pussy and easily penetrated its moist clinging interior.


Amanda give a little shriek as the cock thrust into her and the hard black body slapped down on top of her. She grabbed him and wrapped her legs around him as he thrust at her willing, wet and still tight pussy.


Amanda pressed back tightly against him and found his muscled body a stark contrast to Igwe’s middle aged bulk. She pressed her pert breasts into him, their soft hardness being crushed by Joseph’s own hard pectorals.


She pushed her loins up hungrily swallowing his thrusting cock inside her gasping at its hard thrusting length!


“Yesssss, yes, yes fuck me hard.” She screeched at the African above who just laughed and thrust above her slim white body as he savoured the pleasure of taking a nubile white girl.


Amanda was lost in her world of exciting sexual submission as the man above her simply and forcefully took his pleasure. She did not hear the jovial laughter of the other Africans in the villa as they responded to her loud shrieks of delight.


Wide grins creased the faces of Igwe and Joshua as they sat opposite each other. Igwe had not bothered to dress and sat their naked, Joshua was not much better with his trousers down around his ankles. Between them four naked white females struggled to please the African men.


Fourteen year old Hayley had her young mouth tightly wrapped around Igwe’s thick black cock delighting in lapping and sucking a cock that still had the juices of that shrieking girl on it. She enjoyed the mixed flavour of male and female juice as well as the fact that she had brought the man back to hardness so quickly.


Eighteen year old Tammy was between Joshua’s legs. She knew he would be the next man to sample the new youngster Igwe had introduced to the group. She knew the man would not want to come but enjoyed teasing him. Her soft tongue eagerly lapped at the forty middle aged Africans big heavy ball sack, getting his cock hard and ready but not seeking to bring him off.


Seventeen year old Pamela had just seen her own lover head off to sample the new girl. It did not phase that her lover was humping another attractive young girl. She knew there was no point being jealous and the only way to keep an African man was to help him indulge himself So instead of feeling upset she was strapping on a dildo and looking across at the slender slut bitch sucking on Igwe’s cock. Knowing the girl was the regular of Ngorro she had chosen a big fat dildo was looking forward to roughly ramming it up the kneeling young slut.


She was very aware that the two grinning black men were watching her prepare with licentious relish. They were all so wrapped up in their pleasure that they had not heard the car drive up, or the doors, but neither men were bothered when the room door was opened and Ngorro wandered in. The man’s pig like eyes quickly took on the scene and his eyes had caught the look in Pamela’s eyes as the young woman had been looking at his own pet mistress Hayley.


He grinned at the thought of the girl squealing as Pamela humped into her with that fat artificial cock.


A high pitched screech broke his concentration and he looked towards the corridor from where a serious of gasping yelps was now echoing off the walls.


Igwe laughed.


“If only her mother could let herself go like that. Speaking of which how is Angel coping with her new experience?”


“Who cares?” Ngorro quipped back. “She won’t be going anywhere until my men are finished with her. We will have all the time in the world to break in that lovely daughter of hers. Just how did Angel manage to keep that honey secret from you for so long?”


Igwe shrugged ignoring the mild rebuke in the man’s question.


“You sure she will remain clean and uninfected?”


Ngorro grinned and shrugged back.


“I mean it we can’t risk her getting infected and passing anything on to us.”


Ngorro smiled quietly.


“There is never any risk of that. I time my monthly prize”, for that is what Angel was doing being the prize for his best performing lorry driver, “with the monthly results of the health tests. No driver remains in my employment if they fail the health tests so there is no chance the winning driver, or his friends, can infect her.”


Joshua looked slightly sceptical even as he nodded. The group had strict rules regarding who they passed on their conquests to ensure they did not put themselves at risk. The ladies and older teenage girls who moved into the escort service ran by Joseph were always females now to be excluded from their own inner circle.


“I can imagine the impact on that self-important woman to be left to the tender mercies of five of your lorry drivers!”


The group laughed at the image Joseph’s remark generated in their minds.





Angel was gasping for breath. The African at her mouth had pulled out but only after emptying his black balls down her white throat. His cock had thrust so deep as he came that she thought her throat would burst and then he had pumped load after load straight down her gullet.


The men above her had both managed to shoot off their lust at the same time in her pussy and ass and her insides felt like a gooey mess of African seed in all her openings! Her mind reeled at the shocking debauchery she was being treated to, though even as her mind protested her pink nipples were had rocks of desire and her pussy was on fire with tingling sensation. Even her ass seemed to be clenching and tightening in readiness for more in a most obscene way!


One of the African lifted her up and she gawked and spluttered. The African had simply looped an arm beneath her waist and lifted her one handed. Her heart pounded at the sheer strength of these hard brutal men and her pussy fluttered and quivered.


The driver beneath her slid away and one of the men whose cocks she had been playing with slipped onto the bed below her, his cock standing high like a starting bar standing proud of a concrete footing and it looked almost as hard as it stood there quivering in taut readiness. She closed her mouth and her stomach turned as she realised she was going to be lowered onto that had black meat.


She bit her lip and mewled, and voluntarily spread her light golden tanned thighs wide as she was lowered. The African below her using one hand to guide him into her very wet and lubricated channel.


She gasped again as its thickness slid easily into her now slippery channel. She squawked when a strong hand in the small of her back thrust her forward and down forcefully then pinned her to the man below her, who had not wasted time and was now vigorously pumping into her hot pussy.


She clenched her buttocks for a moment when she felt a weight on the bed behind her then realised the stupidity and relaxed her ass so that the man who was undoubtedly going into thrust into her bottom did not cause her pain. She realised this must be the other man whose cock she had played with her hands while the other men took more direct pleasure from her.


She squealed then forced herself to relax as a thick hardness pressed against her rectum then the second cock was sliding into her slick, but still tight ass channel. She grabbed the shoulder of the man below her as the one behind her thrust hard into her greased colon.


She felt the heat and hardness of the two men above and below her and mewled excitedly finding it hard to focus as two thick black cocks thrust and surged inside her.


When a hand looped around the back of her head she tried to focus on what was coming and opened her mouth submissively without being told. Her eyes opened wide as she saw a cock glistening wetly in front of her and licked her lips and swallowed while feeling an unnatural hunger for it.


Angel looked up into the eyes of the man holding her heard. The expression on his face was of triumphant delight as pulled her head forward. As her mouth accepted the cock she suddenly realised that she had not seen this man when she was being humped earlier and therefore this man must have been the one up her ass.


She tried to close her mouth but it was too late and glistening. She briefly wondered how he had managed to get hard again so quickly but that thought was quickly delegated to the back of her mind as she realised the cock in her mouth had been deep in her bottom!


She could only gurgle her protest as the African thrust and the hand on the back of her head pulled, while her throat reacted to the pressure by opening. Her eyes rolled in their sockets as her throat swallowed the black cock, and the man’s paunch pushed up against her nose.


Her hands were seized and pulled to either side of her body and she made no resistance as her slim white hands were wrapped around wet slippery cocks. She grabbed and squeezed the slippery members enjoying feeling them stiffen and thicken in her hands. Their greasy wetness made it easy to slide her hands around them and it made her heart lurch to feel each manhood expand and harden in her hands.


Three African men thrust into wet hot grasping openings with hard cocks and two more were hardening on her hands. She wondered how long this would go on for before giving up and trying to concentrate on the acute sensations the cocks were creating in her.


The Africans in turn gloated over the curvy white female in their midst, thrusting and humping while stroking her soft skin and grasping her luxurious hair and enjoying their power to make her submit to their rampant lust.


They squeezed firm breasts and toyed with the slut’s erect nipples as she squirmed and humped back at the male bodies vigorously dominating her. They stroked her sides, and ran hands over splayed silky thighs and thrust and jerked their excited lust.


They knew they had all weekend to take their pleasure of this woman but that fact did not diminish their urgent need to fill her with their pumping seed.





Amanda was tightly grasping the man above her. Her slim legs wrapped around his thicker girth. Joseph had spurted his lust and taken his leave only to be replaced by another older middle aged black man. Amanda had been surprised at the sense of security and comfort the older man was giving her. Joshua was his name she recalled and very similar in age to her mother lover Igwe.


The man’s heaves and grunts were accompanied by the third black cock to have been stuffed inside her that evening and it throbbed and jerked as it was thrust into her young tight, now slippery, fourteen year old pussy.


The man’s heavier body was also softer than Joseph’s muscled hardness and Amanda realised that she could enjoy the diversity of men of differing build and types. At the end of the day they all had hard cocks that felt delightful and exciting pumping and thrusting inside her young nubile body so she grasped at the man and humped back at him making the most of the experience and loving every driving thrust.


Joshua in turn was enjoying Amanda’s youthful, adolescent nubility. It was always a special treat when their group’s successful bedding of white wives resulted in the delivering up of enthusiastic little honeys like this horny youngster.


He had his hands wrapped around her head in a way that enabled him to grasp her shoulders and hold her steady. The girl had turned her head so that her pretty face was crushed against his chest and he loved the way she squealed and yelled in pleasure every time his cock surged up inside her channel. She was very wet and slick after two men had dumped their seed in her but her pussy was tight as well as slick so his pleasure was enhanced rather than diminished as he could thrust fast and furious.


Amanda bounced beneath him and wailed and yelled in excitement at the sheer heavenly pleasure of a hard driving male cock thrusting into her so thick and long. She bucked her hips and tightened her lithe shapely thighs against the lunging African.


When the African man above her began to shake and judder she wailed in despair and grasped his cock firmly with her inner muscles and shook and humped her hips to try and seize the moment and reach her own climax before the African collapsed and finished his thrusting.


Joshua struggled to control his excitement but when the young girl’s pussy seemed to grasp tightly at his cock he completely lost it and his balls churned and his seed lurched along his cock shooting deep inside the squirming girl.


He paused for a moment as the girl’s cunt clasped and squeezed his member drawing out the last drops of seed as he lay above her. Then he rolled to one side. The girl rolled with him cuddling up to him and her lithe hips urgently jerking against him, which brought a smile to his face.


He placed one arm around her slim shoulders drawing her head against his chest and the girl settled down with her head on the tight curls of her on his chest. Joshua enjoyed the quiet moment for a while before remembering the intent of today’s session and gently eased her away stood up and dressed.


The girl lay back as the seed of the third man seemed to slide wetly out of her pussy and she just spread her thighs, relaxing and looking up at the African man who was dressing and preparing to leave.


He grinned to her and told her to wait.


She sighed and stretched her arms above her head. She wondered if she was to be fucked repeatedly in this room all weekend and realised that the idea was actually quite thrilling.


She spread her coltish legs wider, and splayed her limbs across the bed as though she was a sacrifice on an altar and waited.


Not for long.


The door opened and her eyes widened with considerable alarm as Ngorro waddled into the room. She rose onto her elbows and closed her legs instinctively as the man’s pig like eyes roved over her naked body.


The man was huge and his huge belly and the hanging jowls of his face made him one of the most repulsive men she had met. She wondered how any man could get so fat! He had a grin on his face.


It was a lecherous self-satisfied grin that sent shivers up her spine.


Her eyes dropped to his loins and the bulge in his trousers telegraphed his lustful intent. She used her elbows to slowly edge away from him.


Ngorro saw the slight movement and give a great belly laugh that sets his rolls of fat jiggling. He knew the girl was prepared. The previous 3 men had left her sex channel thoroughly lubricated and his cock, which he knew was fatter than any of the men who had fucked her earlier strained against his trousers.


He kicked off his shoes and slowly unbuttoned his shirt, watching the way the young white girl eyes were nervously watching him. He knew from previous experience that such girls rarely looked away as he undressed. Their eyes a mix of fear, revulsion and fascination and a certain amount of shock as his gross body was exposed to their gaze.


He unfastened his belt and dropped his trousers, pushing his undershorts down with them. He did not bother removing his socks. He stood up and looked at Amanda enjoying the sudden alarm in her eyes.


Her head came up.


“It’s too big!”


Ngorro roared with laughter stepped forward, as the girl urgently shuffled backwards and grabbed one of her slim ankles firmly. Then he just hauled the girl towards him. He really regretted her father was not here to see this, as he grabbed her second ankle and pulled her legs apart. He had arranged for more than one father to be bound and gagged in the room as he took their precious daughter and debauched them in front of their eyes.


Oddly with fathers present and bound, girls struggled less knowing there would be consequences for their father if they did not submit to him. It always give him a great thrill to see the horror in a white man’s eyes as Ngorro pulled their often innocent daughters onto his straining fat cock and his fat bulk descended on their squirming white daughters.


But what did he care! Had white men not done the same to black girls when they had ruled his country?


Below him Amanda was held and pinned. The girl had already realised he was stronger than he looked and lay still and submissive, looking nervously up at him. He pushed her legs backwards and his hands rose slid down to the back of her knees. This had the effect of raising her loins and he licked his lips at the semen soaked sight of her aroused sex lips.


He dropped to his knees and his pudgy jowls dropped as with a hungry tongue he lapped at the combined girl and male juices.


Amanda squealed.


Ngorro did not care at all that 3 men had humped the girl. What was wrong with the nutritious taste of sex. He lapped up the remains of what might have been life had the male seed gone deeper. It hadn’t, so lost the battle and right to life, as he sucked and licked between the girl’s lithe legs.


She was squirming now in his grasp, but he held her firmly as he devoured the juice of copulation as the girl trembled and shuddered unable to suppress her own sexual arousal at what he was doing.


His tongue delved into the liquid heat of her young pussy. Pushing aside the folds of her labia to greedily lap deeper before running his tongue up to around her clitoris. When the girl shivered and shook and edged away from the intense sensations created by his greedy lascivious tongue he reached high grasping her lithe coltish upper thighs firmly before thrusting deep again with his tongue.


Amanda squealed even louder and struggled in his grip. His pudgy hands were stronger than she expected and she bucked and squirmed to escape the scintillating sensations he was creating between her legs with his fast moving tongue.


Ngorro enjoyed holding the squirming teenage white girl in his tight grip. She was so much easier to hold in position than her mother he thought. This was why he liked to debauch younger white girls their unrestrained excitement was a delight to witness while their lithe young bodies were easily dominated by his size and strength.


He grasped her shapely thighs and pinned them apart while running his tongue vigorously up and down her leaking well fucked pussy. His firm grip prevented the feverish up and down humping movement the girl attempted then he seized the fleshy clitoris sucking it into his mouth and chewing.


“OOOOh!”


Amanda abandoned her grip on the sheets and tried to push his bald black bullet like ahead away from her loins. Ngorro grinned as he chewed and nibbled on her fourteen year old clitoris.


“No, it’s too much! Aaaaahhhh!”


Ngorro thrust with his tongue at the delicate flesh and swirled his tongue around it revelling in the frenzied response of aroused female. He took delight in using his brute strength to control her and drive her into ecstasy.


He pulled his mouth away then pulled the girl across the bed towards him as she panted in relief he looked down at slim waist, perky breasts and pretty face. The like a hawk swooping he dived down and swallowed one of this youthful breasts whole.


Amanda jerked against him in shock as all of her breast disappeared into the African’s mouth. Her hands came up grasp his head, she wanted to push him away, then his tongue lapped across her nipple and she found herself holding his head tightly in position.


Ngorro savoured the youthful white flesh and enjoyed the feel of her thickening nipple. He sucked managing to draw her whole breast into his devouring mouth. He liked the way her body froze for a moment beneath him then shivered and squirmed as he ravaged her apple like breast with his teeth.


She bucked and moaned and her grip on his head tightened as he worked her flesh. This with an audible pop he pulled his mouth free. He looked down at her and their eyes met. He enjoyed the wide eyed shock in her eyes, while Amanda looked up into a black face transformed by lust and her pussy pulsed and throbbed.


His eyes flicked across to her other untouched breast and he licked his lips. Amanda felt her stomach lurch and her heart started fluttering nervously then she jumped slightly as the lustful African dropped his head and sucked in her other breast.


Her hands hovered in the air above, but as his tongue worked her nipple, and his teeth seemed to chew her breast, then her hands came down behind his head and she pushed her sensitive breast deeper into his mouth.


Ngorro smiled as her felt the girl’s slim frame press against him and he delighted in her pushing her breast at him. He knew she was ready now but there was something else he wanted to do before he fucked her.


He glanced up enjoying the way she had flung her head back. Her mouth was open and her breath coming quickly while her eyes were flickering open and shut as he worked her flesh. His eyes dropped to her throat. It was soft and unblemished, unmarked by life or by today’s passion.


A feral grin passed across his face as he imagined her father’s thoughts on seeing that slim pretty neck, marked and plundered by a black man’s teeth. He rose above her leaving her breast. He was almost salivating at the thought of the emotional turmoil he could generate in her father.


Amanda’s head flopped from side to side as the pressure on her breasts changed from hungry mouth to fold of fat black flesh. Her legs were splayed beneath the African man’s bulk and she shivered as his thick middle leg slid along her inner thigh. Even if she had wanted to she could not close her legs, but was so sexually aroused she did not want to stop him, though her pussy seemed to be quivering with a mix of dread and anticipation.


When his teeth descended on her neck she went into a sudden paroxysm of shock as his teeth bit and gnawed as the animal in the black man came to the fore. He marked his prey for all to see, especially the girl’s father as he embedded a deep red hickey on her soft tender flesh.


As she grasped him firmly and sought to push him away from her neck his big grossly overweight body settled firmly between her lithe coltish thighs. And her wet well fucked and licked pussy felt the black club that was Ngorro’s cock push up against her entrance.


She froze for a minute in uncertain disbelief as its thickness pressed forward.


“It’s too big!” she yelled.


Ngorro’s response was to lift his head and look into her eyes as he thrust.


Amanda shrieked but pinned beneath his bulk could do nothing as the man’s fat body rolled and hunched atop her.


His cock inched deeper.


She wriggled backyards to no avail.


Ngorro grinned and thrust again. His eyes locked on hers. He loved the panic and sudden fright in young girl’s eyes when he thrust into them for the first time, and humped again.


“Please … it’s just too big.”


With Ngorro’s next thrust he passed the resistance and her well lubricated channel took his cock. Her eyes seemed to widen even further as his thickness filled her to bursting and slid deeper.


“Ooooooh.”


She moaned.


Ngorro grinned further and shifted his hips back then forward. There was a surprised look in her eyes and he carried his thrust deeper. Her arms came up to grasp him. He thrust and humped a few times testing her depths and the deliciously tightness of her pussy.


Her moan was deeper and longer. Her eyes had a brightness in them now as he leaned into her and started humping.





Angel was slaving over the oven and beginning to wonder if a woman’s role ever really changed. The five African lorry driver’s lolled around behind her urging her to hurry and feed them. She felt harried as chased eggs around the frying pan while checking on the sausages and checking that the bacon was not turning to a black crispness.


When she bent over to look in the grill there were hoots from behind that reminded her that she was cooking stark naked. She tried to keep her composure and focus on the cooking and straightened up. Her pussy still felt stretched from the pounding that it had received from five randy black lorry drivers.


She turned around to give them a disapproving look only to see five erect cocks aimed at her and lost her focus entirely. Flushing she turned back to the cooking, her face turning pink, and her stomach fluttering. She stirred the eggs and tried to ignore her thickening nipples.


The thought of five hard cocks going at her again set her pulse racing and her pussy moisten. She gathered plates and spread the egg, bacon and sausages around assuming these truck drivers would have hearty appetites.


The men moved to the table and she placed the plates before them and started to sit herself when one of the Africans raised his hand. With a grin he dropped a hand to his loins hefting his cock and balls.


“Your breakfast is under the table.”


One of the other Africans laughed and dropped his own hand to his loins stroking his cock. Angel’s mouth went dry and she looked into the eyes of the men around the table. Confident knowing eyes. Each man had a leering lustful grin on his face.


She dropped to her knees and crawled under the table.





Breakfast in the Orizu household was more civilised. Igwe, Joshua, Joseph and Ngorro sat around the table with Amanda, Pamela, Tammy and Hayley sat between them while servants delivered tureens with mushroom, tomato’s and beans. Other platters has scrambled eggs on toast sprinkled with onion and cheese, while another had waffles dripping with honey. A servant rushed out with final plates of bacon and sausages.


Igwe called out to his guests.


“Eat up, you will need your strength, especially you Amanda!”


Amanda looked over to Igwe and flushed. She glanced at the other men all of whom had fucked her yesterday. They grinned back at, Ngorro had wolfish expression on his face. She looked at the other young women who returned her gaze with varying degrees of amusement.


She shrugged and pointed her fork at a thick pork sausage.


All ate heartily while Ngorro made sure all the plates were emptied.


“What are we going to do today?” Pamela asked.


Joseph laughed. Joshua smiled. Ngorro grinned.


“We are going to fuck Amanda again!”


Amanda looked up from her plate at Igwe, only half wondering if they were serious. He smiled back at her.


“Run along to the bedroom honey. I have placed a jar by the bed so that you can prepare.”


Piqued by curiosity Amanda headed off to the bedroom.


“So what are we going while you are all off humping Amanda?”


There was a brief silence in the room. Joseph grinned and looked at Pamela.


“Well,” he said. “You could also take some of that bacon grease and rub it on your pussy.”


Pamela, Tammy and Hayley stared at him. Pamela was the first to grasp his intention and her nipples thickened and her pussy twitched. There were four big German Shepherd security dogs somewhere around on this estate. She reached across for some bacon grease.


Tammy laughed wickedly and also reached for the bacon grease, while glancing at her overweight lover Ngorro, who had lecherous grin on his face.


Amanda went into her lover’s bedroom uncertain what to expect. Sure enough there was a jar there on the bedside cabinet. She went over and picked up the jar and turned it to look at its label.


It was Vaseline.


When Igwe walked into the room five minutes later he liked what he saw. Amanda was kneeling on the bed. Her round tight little derriere was up in the air and was a vision of curvy adolescent temptation. He could see her young perky breasts standing proud of her kneeling body. His eyes enjoyed the slim waist that he would soon be grasping.


He stripped his clothes off and climbed onto the bed behind the kneeling expectant girl. His cock was already hard with rampant lust as he grasped it and twisted it down towards her well-greased fourteen year old ass.


He enjoyed the girl’s mewling squeal as the fat head of his cock pushed through her exquisitely tight sphincter.




Chapter 31




Mark listened to the man on the other end of the phone with a certain consternation.


Walter, known usually as Walt Oxenbrow was an American from an old American family. Walt however seemed to be one of the family failures and seemed to have little backbone. He was a Quantity Surveyor working for Azam Conglomerate Trading, and had never impressed Mark, but now the man was on the phone virtually pleading with him to come over to Walt’s villa and meet his boss, Nasam Togbi.


Mark was inclined to say no and not have his weekend with his son Robert, mucked about by the man, but Nasam Togbi’s business was a big supplier to his own company and one thing Mark had realised working in Africa was that the men who were the movers and shakers in the new Zimbabwe were the men it was important to maintain good working relationships and, despite his reservation about Walt, Mark knew that he should not turn down this opportunity to meet the influential and powerful Nasam Togbi.


His main thoughts were who he could safely leave his son Robert with and be sure that his son would not feel disappointed 0r resentful of losing his weekend with his father. Mark’s wife Angel and daughter Amanda had already left for the weekend with his wife’s African lover so there was no need to consider them.


“Ok Walt. I will come over but I will need time to take Robert over to see his friends and settle him in.”


Mark put the phone down and went into the garden.


“Robert would you like to go and visit Tom and Pete?”


Robert’s head shot up from the close examination of one of the tropical flowers in the garden. Mark wondered if there was an insect deep inside the flower. The look of pleasure on Robert’s face was enough to tell him that leaving Robert playing with Tom and Pete would be OK.


“Come on then!”


The drive to the villa of Josh and Kathy Baines, Tom and Pete’s parents was only a short drive across the Greendale suburb that they both lived in. Robert was not concerned that that they would not be in as Josh seemed to prefer keeping his weekends at home, though as a work colleague who had arrived in Zimbabwe just after Mark and Angel arrived the two wives had developed a close friendship, which had been matched by their children.


When Robert arrived at Josh’s villa and he honked his horn at the gate and then waited as their domestic/gardener made his leisurely way down the long drive to open the gate for them.


The man put the hackles up Mark and he had never understood why Josh had hired him. He seemed to be a mass of muscle and bone with no brains to speak of. He unlocked the gate and pushed it open. Mark leaned out of the window.


“Please wait. I will be leaving as soon as I drop Robert off.”


The African just grunted.


As Mark drove off up the drive looking back through the mirror in the car. The African just stood there waiting. Mark detected a surly antagonistic expression on the African’s face. The man was from the Luo tribe from East Africa and was a long way from his tribal area, if there was a tribe that had a link to Neanderthal man it was the Luo tribe and that man seemed to epitomise the most basic fundamentals of Neanderthal man.


Josh seemed remarkably relieved when Mark announced he was only here to beg a favour and ask if Robert could play with Tom and Pete as he had to go and meet Nasam Togbi. Josh knew of the importance of the man and readily agreed and urged Mark on his way. Robert rushed off to join Tom and Pete without a care in the world so Mark jumped back into the car and drove off down the driveway avoided the stare of the African holding the gate open.


Ashongi trudged back up the driveway resentment boiling through him that he was obliged to continue this masquerade as Josh and Kathy’s African servant. As a Luo warrior he resented living among the weak Shona and Ndbele tribes, but they were numerous here and the country’s rulers wielded power ruthlessly and were smart enough to employ tribesmen with Zulu blood in their feared Riot Squad.


He had had to flee his own tribal lands accused of many rapes. How his country had changed. Once a real warrior would have been able to take whatever woman he could force to submit. Then the whites had come and imposed rules on his country that his tribal leaders had meekly accepted.


At least in this household he had established his mastery, over these weak westerners from England. How could such a weak race have ruled so much of the world! How had his tribal leaders reduced themselves so that they had accepted rules that breached the code of the warrior and meekly submitted to rules imposed by others?


He arrived back on the veranda and glared at Josh.


He could see the fear and weakness in the man’s eyes as he looked up at Ashongi.


Ashongi grunted.


“Not like that man calling whenever he feels like it!”


Josh cringed and shrugged apologetically.


“I work with the man, the company have a fiercely active security department, they might be difficult so we have to accept his visits.”


Ashongi grunted and turned away.


“He should not call when Kathy is fertile.”


He stalked across the courtyard pushing the door open that led off the three sided courtyard that compromised the old converted colonial stables into the master bedroom.


His bedroom now.


The eyes of the woman on the bed carried a quite different message to that of her husband.


Ashongi grunted.


She pulled for a moment on the chains that held her arms tied, well apart, to the posts of the bed, but her efforts were not serious.


Ashongi had only tied her arms to prevent her passionate scratching of his back, but now it tickled the base nature of his character to have a white woman, a fertile white woman, tied to his bed while her pathetic husband waited outside in case he was needed, which of course he wasn’t.


He pulled at the buttons of his overalls and pulled them over his shoulders.


He watched the eyes of the woman watching him strip.


He liked the way her nostrils flared and her eyes focused between his legs.


He liked the way her legs parted and her hips rose and the wet slit of her womanhood opened in anticipation.


He grunted and climbed onto the bed.





Mark drove across Greendale to Walt’s house unaware of the scene developing behind him.


At Walt’s house a much more conventional African gardener waited and subserviently opened the gate allowing Mark to drive straight in. In the driveway there was a very expensive looking super sports car, along with a slick limousine. He wondered which car had belonged to Nasam and who the other cars belonged to.


Another African opened the front door before Mark knocked and he was ushered inside and led through the villa and into the garden. He saw Walt standing up but a big African man strode across the lawn to greet him with a strong firm handshake.


“You must be Mark Scott, Walt has told me so much about you. We must have a chat but first let me introduce you to everyone, but first what would you like to drink?”


He clicked his fingers at the hovering servant.


“Fetch a brandy for Mr Scott!”


Mark smiled, somewhat ironically, noting that this African businessman already knew his favourite tipple.


“Walt’s family, or at least his wife’s family, are visiting from America”.


A smiling woman strode up who must have been Walt’s wife. She looked to be in her early 20’s. She had a long face, that was not quite pretty, and her make up seemed to hide what might be slight pock marks on her cheeks. She shook hands firmly and politely.


“This is Georgina, now Georgina Exenbrow, but formerly Georgina Oppenheim of the Hamptons.”


That news took Mark by surprise. He had known that Walt came from a distinguished American family, but not that his wife was as well. Briefly he wondered if the two distinguished families had married off two of their less desirable members off to each other and shipped them off to America, but then dismissed the notion.


“And these are Georgina’s sisters that are visiting her. This is Leah…”


A rather pretty teenager who looked around seventeen years old stepped forward and offered her hand, causing the other two girls to giggle. Mark looked into hazel, seriously looking, eyes set in a classically pretty face, framed by long curly hair that fell in a rolling cascade onto bare shoulders. Leah smiled at him.


“Ignore my sisters, they are just children really…”


“Oh wow, catty!”


The youngest curled her fingers and made clawing signs behind her elder sister’s back.


Mark shook her hand trying not to look at the teenager’s full, well developed breasts that were mostly uncovered by a skimpy bikini top. The girl wore nothing else above the waist, a wraparound full length skirt hid her legs, which he was thankful off not wanting further feminine distractions!


“And the pretty one here is Sophie.”


A blond girl stepped forward, Mark looked down into an exquisitely, heart shaped face, with pert lips, blue eyes that seemed to a have nervousness about them. She had short hair that curled around and framed her face. She smiled warmly and offered her own hand. She was dressed in a blue bathrobe that hid her figure.


The last sister pushed herself forward and offered her own hand.


“My name is Becky I am not really a child, don’t mind my sister, she can be bitchy sometimes.”


Mark took her hand and politely shook it. She seemed distracted and was glancing over to the two African men. Mark’s eyes briefly glanced over her developing body which had burgeoning curves marking her transition into womanhood.


She leaned in close and whispered


“Mr Mugabeli tells me I am a proper woman now!”


There was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, which were hazel like her oldest sister, her dark hair was long and silky and ran straight down her back to her waist. Then she leaned back and put her hands behind her back, an act that pushed forward her budding breast in a precocious way.


The man Becky had been looking at stepped forward offering his and gripping Mark’s hand in a strong but friendly grip. The man had a warm friendly demeanour and as he shook hands with Mark, Becky sidled up close.


“I look after Mr Togbi’s financial affairs, when you have a moment we would like to discuss the cash flow between into our company from the construction projects you are looking after.”


Mark raised an eyebrow at the direct approach, suspicion flaring


“Now, now, Mark has just arrived.”


Nasam Togbi intervened.


“We can talk business after he has relaxed, he has hardly touched his brandy. Let us sit in the garden and unwind and we can talk business all in good time. Rest assured Mark I have no intention of asking you to do anything improper.”


Mark looked across at Nasam Togbi. He did not think that man had grown wealthy in Zimbabwe following the straight and narrow path! Nevertheless he followed the African across the lawn to a set of chairs set around an ornate white painted garden table.


In the garden a third African stood respectfully to greet them.


Nasam waved a hand.


“This is Mr Oba Abera, my Vice President.”


Oba stretched out his hand grasping and shaking Mark’s hand confidently.


They all sat around in the garden, Leah relaxing on a sun lounge, and a domestic servant bustled out serving pints of Pimm’s Nr 1’s to everyone including he noticed to young Becky. Mark finished his brandy quicker than he would have normally and accepted the welcome jug of iced Pimm’s.


Mark looked around the lushly planted garden that, like in his own garden. the various plants fit together to create a floral riot of colour. Multi-coloured birds flitted around the garden flying from bush to bush and insects droned in the background. He sipped the cool Pimm’s and enjoyed the contrast with the hot African afternoon.


Everyone looked around as Georgina strolled into the garden, and paused by one of the sun loungers near seventeen year old Leah.


“Does everyone have what they need?”


She looked around for a moment, as everyone’s attention shifted to her.


“Good then I think I might take a dip in the pool.”


With a fluid movement she reached down and pulled her dress up over her head.


Mark took a deep breath as the rising dress exposed the most marvellous figure. Her rather plain face had not prepared him for the realisation that Georgina, has such a full, curvy body. As Georgina’s hand rose into the air pulling her dress up she revealed that she wore underneath a very skimpy bikini indeed.


All eyes were on her as her movement halted as with her head hidden underneath the raised dress she seemed to be struggling to release a catch on her dress. Mark could not draw his eyes away from long curvy legs. Her bikini bottom seemed very tight between her legs and the small gap between the top of her thighs emphasised the well-shaped upper thighs.


Mark’s eyes rose sliding over rounded hips and a surprisingly slim waist up over her chest to where full round breasts strained at an equally skimpy bikini top. Her white breast flesh seemed to surge out and around the tiny top.


Mark felt a moment of embarrassment as he realised he was staring and quickly glanced around the garden. Georgina’s sisters were ignoring their older sister, but the eyes of Nasam, Oba, Mr Mugabeli, as well as her husband Walt were firmly fixed on Georgina.


For a moment Mark wondered if Georgina had a real problem, then the cynical side of him rose to the fore as he realised the woman was quite deliberately putting on a show of her superb body.


Moments later Georgina drew the dress over her head and laid it over the side of the lounger. Mark noticed that as soon as the dress had uncovered her face, Georgina had quickly looked to see which of the men were watching, which reinforced his suspicion that the whole incident had been a device to attract attention to her admittedly delightfully curved shape.


Nasam stood up, Mark’s eyes flicked to the man and his eyes widened at the obvious bulge in his trousers.


“The swim will have to come later Georgy I have something that needs your attention.”


A flush rose to her face, though he could see the sparkle in her eyes, she glanced at her husband very briefly as she moved to the side of Mr Togbie. The bulge in his trousers had notably grown!


Nasam Togbi slid his arm around Georgina’s slim waist and turned her towards the house.


“Excuse us gentleman.”


With no further words and with his black hand now resting on the small of Georgina’s white back he strolled off back to the villa. Mark was mesmerised by the way the African so casually and confidently led another man’s wife into the villa making no effort to hide his intent. He shivered at the contrast of the large black hand resting on Georgina’s slim white back.


That could so easily be his own wife being led off to be fucked by a black man.


He glanced over at Oba Abere, and then Mr Mugabeli, both men noticed his gaze on them and wolfish grins spread crossed their face. Mark looked away. Georgina’s sisters were studiously ignoring what was happening between their older sister and Mr Togbi as they walked towards the house.


Mark glanced back towards them and had to struggle to suppress a gasp as he saw that the African’s hand had dropped to Georgina’s curvy derriere. Not just to rest on her bottom the African had slid his hand inside the bikini bottom and was openly stroking and squeezing the soft round flesh of her buttocks. There was something deeply primal about seeing a lovely curvy white bottom being relished by a grasping, squeezing black hand.


Mark looked across at Walt whose own gaze was riveted on the sight of the African lewdly fondling his wife, before he looked away he realised that Walt was sitting there with a hard on as he watched his wife being led off by a lusting black man.


It was a moment of enlightenment for Mark, perhaps he was not the only man aroused by the realisation that his wife was being fucked by a black man!


Mark turned away and noticed that Leah, Sophie and Becky were ignoring the whole scene. Leah lying back on her sun-bed with eyes closed. Sophie had her eyes focused on something on the other side of the garden, while Becky was glancing speculatively over at Mr Mugabeli, whose own eyes in turn where appreciating Becky’s slender form.


Nasam and Georgina disappeared inside the villa and Mark put his head back together for a moment, enjoying the sun and thinking. He was just thinking he did too much thinking these days when movement across the lawn attracted his eye.


Leah had stood up. She stretched for a moment and Mark wondered if all women were the same in some respects, Leah was stretching for only moment, but Mark wondered if she was just ensuring that she was now the centre of attention of male attention.


Her seventeen year old body had blossomed into full womanhood, and the bikini top did little to conceal the fullness of her teenage breasts.


“I think I will take a dip in the pool,” she said.


Moments later the wraparound skirt was pushed off her rounded hips and slid down her shapely thighs. Leah stepped out of the pooled material. Mark swallowed as he took in her ripe perfection. If anything her bikini bottom was even skimpier than her top and did little to hide a full round bottom that would have rivalled her older sister’s riper curves.


A growling sound came from Mark’s right and turned to see Oba Abere staring with great hunger at the seventeen year old making no attempt to hide his rising lust.


Leah ignored him though a small self-satisfied smile curled the corners of her mouth. She strolled across the lawn, hips swaying, with lithe strides. Mark realised she has to be knowing she was putting on a show as with a leopard’s grace she crossed the lawn. He wondered if she also realised that to these men she was merely a tempting afternoon snack.


Oba stood up so urgently his white patterned metal chair shot backwards and tipped over. He ignored it shrugging his jacket off his shoulders and reaching for tie pulling at it with urgent haste.


Leah reached, and stepped over. the small, white painted, metal trellis fence that ringed the swimming pool about one foot high and with a flash of round curves launched herself into the air and dived into the crystal blue waters of the pool.


Oba set off across the lawn his hands now tugging at the belt in his trousers. He stopped before the trellis and pushed his trousers kicking off his shoes and bending down to peel off his socks leaving him naked. As he turned back to the pool Mark saw that his cock had already started lengthening and thickening and was bobbing higher.


Leah, who turned after diving into the pool took in the sight, and squealed girlishly before turning again and swimming quickly across the pool. Oba gave a roar than leapt as much as dived into the pool, his heavy middle aged body sending up a great splash of water.


As he returned to the surface he swam with great over arm lunges like a big black killer whale surging through the sea. Leah reached the far side of the pool before Oba overtook her and turned back towards him. mark could see her face was a mixture of excitement and fear. As Oba approached she dodged first to her left, then as Oba neared the side of the pool she squealed and dodged to her left turning her back on him as she pulled herself quickly along the edge of the pool.


A big black arm rose from the water reaching out towards her sweeping her up in its grasp and pulling her back to the large middle aged African. Her squeals rose in pitch as the big man pulled her in close and she disappeared behind him.


“Don’t! … What do…”


There was more squealing as the pair tussled in the water, then something wet and dark flew through the air to land with a splat on the side of the pool. Mark’s breathing quickened and his heart seemed to be racing as he realised it was the wet material was the top of Leah’s bikini. He imagined the seventeen year olds ripe full white breasts being grasped and squeezed by the African’s large black hands.


His cock rose to a full erection at the image.


“Leave me!”


“Oh … What are…”


Leah’s words were jerky, breathless, incoherent.


The wrestling in the water intensified for a moment then, with a toss of his arm, another handful of dark wet material flew throw the air and Leah’s bikini bottoms wetly splattered the poolside pavement.


“Don’t … don’t touch me there.” Leah’s gasping moan seemed enhanced across the water of the pool.


“Shut up!” The African’s gruff command silenced the girl.


The swirling struggle in the water subsided. The young woman was completely hidden by the middle aged black man as he manoeuvred the girl trapped between his body and the pool wall.


Suddenly the girl squealed again, the girl’s voice rose is in pitch and volume.


Then the African bucked hard with his hips, and her squeal ended abruptly.


The water in the pool swirled and splashed as the couple in the pool seemed to struggle again.


“Hold still!”


The African’s command was brusque and terse.


The water calmed for a moment, then the African’s hips bucked again.


This time there was no sound from the girl, no answering splashing and struggling, or any noise at all. The African’s upper body seemed to lean over towards the girl as though enveloping her younger smaller female body in his bulk.


The water swirled again, then rippled outwards as his body started to circle and surge as hips began a regular movement. Mark was mesmerised as he realised the lovely white teenager now had the mature African’s erect black cock embedded firmly in her body.


The African’s seemed totally uncaring that Georgina’s husband, Leah’s uncle was sitting quietly clasping his drink as the African’s set about seeking their sexual satisfaction from his wife and her sisters.


A breathy giggle came from his left.


Mark suppressed an urge to look around. He could see from the corner of his eye that Sophie’s legs were still resting on the sunbed and the sound could only come from young Becky.


Her giggle came again.


“You like this don’t you?”


The only response was another breathy gasping giggle.


“Tell me again how many times you have been fucked?”


Mark’s head shot up, but he controlled his response and did not look around.


The excited giggle came again.


“I told you four times, I’ve been fucked four times counting the first time on Monday.”


A brief short moan came from the girl and the African chuckled.


Monday! Today was Wednesday! Had the young girl really been fucked four time since losing her virginity two days ago?


Mark turned and looked and was met by the gaze of the African, Mr Mugabeli, as though the man had been waiting for him to turn and look. There was a cocky knowing grin on his face as he met the gaze of the white man across the lawn.


His left arm was curled around the thirteen year old’s slim waist as she sat on his lap. Her eyes were closed and there was dreamy expression on her face as the African right arm dipped and moved between her legs.


Mark could not stop his eyes from dropping.


Mr Mugabli’s right hand was inside the girl’s bikini bottoms.


Inside!


The hand moved and stroked easily, confidently as the aroused young girl squirmed in the firm grasp of his left arm.


“You know who passed the laws that made ripe young girls like Becky of legal age don’t you?”


The African’s eyes were locked with Mark’s.


Mark’s mouth was dry.


The African just grinned at him.


“It was white men who made the law. Your hypocritical white colonial administrators passed the law so they could fuck young black pussy!”


The African stood and Becky slid to her feet at his side. The African laughed and slapped her bottom lightly. Mark watched the African as his gaze lingered for a moment in hungry appreciation over the budding developing young curves of the aroused thirteen year old.


Her eyes were on Mr Mugabeli they were bright and shiny as she watched the African looking her over. Her arousal was obvious, apart from the dark wet patch on her bikini bottoms, her budding breasts showed her nipples that were hard and erect.


The African’s left hard rose to almost enclose the slender creamy white neck, gently stroking.


Mr Mugabeli turned to look again at Mark Scott.


“I am sure you can appreciate that after we came into rule in Zimbabwe why we decided to keep that particular law.”


The African grinned as he turned the girl and walked her towards the villa.


“It’s our turn now Mark and its white pussy getting fucked!”


Mark’s throat was clogged. It seemed his heart was in his mouth. What could he say? How could he respond? He glanced across at Walt whose eyes had followed the exchange. Mark flushed.


He did not know where his wife was.


He did not even know where his fourteen year old daughter was this weekend.


The only certainty he had was that they were both with black men.


Men like Mr Mugabeli, Nasam Tobi and Oba Abere.


Rich, powerful, middle aged black men, who craved soft curvy white flesh, and who always found the means to satisfy get what they wanted.


Mark avoided Walt’s curious eyes.


“Ooh! Oh! Yessss!”


It was Georgina’s voice.


Both men turned to look at the villa, where the sounds were coming from.


Mark’s eyes widened and Walt just stared.


Through the open patio door in the semi-shade inside the villa Georgina’s naked pale body was face down over the dining table. Behind her also naked the heavy, stocky body of Nasam Togbi pumped and thrusts his hips.


Georgina’s legs were splayed wide in a V shape, and between the apex of those spread legs Nasam was thrusting into her womanhood.


Mark had not noticed this going on but it clearly had been going on for some time. Georgina’s hands gasped the far side of the table and her head was raised as her hips circled and thrust backwards as she eagerly absorbed the rampant thrusting black cock into her body.


She was clearly reaching her own crescendo of excitement as the African held her rounded hips and rammed his cock into her. Make glanced at Walt who had a unusual expression on his face as he watched another man vigorously fuck his obviously willing and complaint wife.


It was an extraordinary situation with Georgina, and two of her other sisters were also being humped by Africans at the same time. Mark would have struggled to believe this scene if he had not seen it with his own eyes, except for the background knowledge that somewhere in the suburbs of northern Harare his own wife and daughter were in the company of African men.


His thoughts tumbled through his head, with Walt simply watching with wide eyes while sporting an erection as the African’s dominated his wife and her family it triggered a strange emotion in Mark that his own circumstances were not as unique as he had thought. That his reactions might be more natural and human than conventions he had lived by.


As Mark sat in this luscious tropical garden nursing a drink as horny Africans humped white females regardless of his presence and that of Walt, with his own wife and daughter off in some other villa where the same thing was probably happening he wondered just how common this scene was across the rich suburbs of northern Harare.


A wailing shriek of ecstasy erupted from the villa and he turned to see Georgina beating the table with her fists as her body was shaking violently while Nasam held her hips in position and remained motionless behind her. As she collapsed across the table with whimpering gasping sighs the African stepped back from the subsiding form of the sated woman he turned and walked away from her.


Mark was both embarrassed and confused as the African strolled casually and confident and entirely naked back into the garden.


He glanced behind Nasam where Georgina lay across the table her body still trembling her chest heaving. Her pussy was exposed to his gaze wetly slick, as he watched it seemed to pulse open for a moment and a thick whiteness seemed to flow out of confirming the African had spurted his seed up into her.


Mark glanced back at Nasam Togbi to confirm what he was seeing. The African’s penis was slick with the woman’s juices but it was still erect and bobbing as he strolled across the lawn.


“Walt your wife needs some attention go and see to her.”


The casual arrogant confidence of the man was amazing. His authority and command of the situation startling, reinforced when Walt stood up and hurried towards the villa at the African’s command.


“Mark I want to show you something really special, Sophie here has a really talented skill.”


The fifteen year old girl who had throughout the whole scene remained motionless and seemingly relaxed, her thoughts hidden behind her sun glassed now give an immediate and jerky jump of alarm. Mark attention was drawn to her. He could see that the girl had raised her head slightly but she had remained on the sun bed ignoring events and seemingly trying to ignore the approaching African, but then her fingers began a nervous drumming on the hard plastic edge of the bed, and her lithe shapely legs had risen slightly.


The tension in the girl was obvious and Mark wondered if at any moment she would bolt and run as the heavy bodied middle aged African advanced on her.


“Come on Sophie, get into position, you know how much you are learning to adjust to my size!”


Walt passed Nasam heading into the villa, while the African looked at Mark the man seemed to be totally uncaring that he was stark naked and sporting a slick wet erection as he strode across the lawn.


Mark glanced at Sophie. Her eyes were now wide open as she stared up into the sky and her arms resting on the sides of the sun bed were trembling. Mark felt his stomach tighten and he could not stop his eyes running over her lithe nubile body and he realised that the girl’s nipples had sprouted into hardness.


The girl was sexually aroused!


He wondered if her apparent fear was a fear of her own uncontrolled arousal, or if all that had been gone on had simply filled her teenage mind with erotic imagery.


“Sophie! Take position.”


Nasam’s voice took on a commanding authoritive tone and the girl rose swiftly and turned onto her hands and knees facing the approaching African, whose face broke into an anticipatory grin, and his hand reached down and stroked his glistening cock. Mark could see the girl’s own gaze was riveted on the African’s cock.


“Just watch this Mark. Sophie is very special not many women have this skill but Sophie is a natural!”


Sophie’s tongue lipped across her lips wetting them and a shiver went through Mark as Nasam dropped his hand to her head, drawing his hand through her short, page boy style, blond hair until his hand cupped her head from behind.


The African grinned at Mark as the hand holding his cock lowered into a horizontal line aimed at the girl’s sweet pouty mouth. Mark heard a mewling whimper come from the girl as her mouth opened and slid forward engulfing the man’s cock.


Nasam’s head rolled back and he sighed in pleasure as the hand behind the girl’s head slowly pulled Sophie’s head forward. Mark watched as inch after inch of black cock disappeared into the girl’s mouth.


Sophie gurgled and choked for a moment and Nasam looked down then across at Mark.


“She struggles with the first penetration but her throat quickly expands, just watch”.


He brought his hand from his cock to add it to the hand on her head then he humped his hips forwards. Sophie seemed to spasm as her body bucked around the cock being thrust down her throat. Nasam ignored it and just held her in position as the last of his cock disappeared inside you teenage mouth amid gasping choking sounds.


The girl’s hands shot up to grasp the African’s naked thighs. Their slim whiteness in stark contrast to the African’s bulky upper leg muscles and Mark realised she was making no effort to push the African away just steadying herself even as she choked and spluttered around the black meat filling her mouth as the African standing before her just grinned down to the sight of her gorgeous, young face and blond head transfixed by his hard throbbing length.


“You see that Mark she can take its whole length! She’s a natural cock swallower who can deep throat it all”.


Mark’s amazement left him speechless. The whole of the girl’s attention was on the black thickness deep in her throat, her small nose bumping the African’s paunch and her eyes wide and glazed.


Nasam chortled.


“Come on girl, you have had enough time, put that tongue to work licking your sister’s juices off my cock.”


Mark glanced towards the villa where Sophie’s older sister was still splayed face down across the table and his eyes widened further as he realised Walt was now kneeling down behind his wife, his head bobbing backwards and forwards and up and down.


Walt was licking out his wife!


Her thighs were still spread and she was squirming on the table, but now it was not her lover between her thighs but her husband lapping up the musky secretions that had mixed with his wife’s juices.


Mark licked his lips his own lips and his mouth went dry as he recalled the bizarre experience when he had himself licked out his own well fucked wife. Perhaps his own experiences were not as bizarre as he had thought.


The world seemed so very different than the relatively closed and safe existence he and his family had enjoyed before coming to Africa.


“Looky here Mark.”


Mark turned back to Nasam and Sophie. The African was leaning over the girl unclipping her bikini top, and it fell away exposing the round, full but pert breasts only a fifteen year old could sport. There was no sag in those breasts they thrust roundly from her chest.


Nasam grinned across at Mark and he raised one hand pointing to her bottom.


“You see that Mark. Do you know what you are looking at?”


His words focussed Mark’s attention on the girl’s high round derriere. It was a vision of perfection, a round curvy button of a bottom. The crotch of the girl’s bikini panties was dark with her wet heat leaving no doubting her sexual excitement.


“She’s not a virgin in her pussy of course, but what you are looking at is a perfect fifteen year old virgin ass.”


Mark’s mouth went even drier.


“Can you even imagine the hot tightness that represents? Just think of the squeal she will make when a cock first punches up that tight butt!”


Mark could not trust himself to speak.


“It’s yours if you want it Mark.”


Mark rocked back on his chair.


“I was never going to insult your integrity with a common bribe. Nor do I want you to pay me monies I am not entitled to. Just ease up on the cash flow on the interim payments and that virgin ass is yours for the taking…”


Mark stood up. His heart raced and his stomach churned, and his cock was hard, very hard.


“You ever had a threesome with two sisters Mark? Imagine what it is like having two sisters pleasure you, or would you rather watch as they pleasure each other?”


Mark stood there his emotions riding a roller coaster.


“If you are up to it you can have three sisters sharing your bed and pandering to any kind of desire you can think of. These sisters will do anything you want…”


Mark took a deep breath and turned on his heel.


Nasam’s eyes widened as the man walked away, but then he just grinned to himself as Sophie’s limber tongue lapped up and down his pole as she started moving her head up and down its thickness.


Mark walked away in complete turmoil. He fought the urge to turn and accept Nasam’s proposal. His cock strained with lust and desire, and his heart throbbed and surged in his chest.


He continued walking away. In his head he could see the consequences of accepting Nasam’s offer. He could imagine the sight of his wife and daughter being debauched by Nasam and his cronies! One dark part of him wanted to see his beautiful a wife and incredibly pretty daughter in Nasam’s hands and he walked a bit faster before temptation over took his inbuilt caution…




Angel spent the next 12 months as the ‘sure thing’, initially of her lover, and later his friends after her husband accepted a contract in Zimbabwe. More stories of her experiences will follow.
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